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was glad enough once to take my cast-off gowns 
to make up for that piece of loftiness, Miss Ara- 
belle. Well, Ill stay and make my visit out.” 

Aunt Betsy had just finished these reflections, 
whem Mrs. Lester appeared, toconduct her down 
stairs. Witheut waiting for » formal introdac- 
tion, she said, while making one of her most 
approved courtesies : 

“ Good evening, ladies and gentlemen; I de- 
clare this is am unexpected pleasure, seeing so 
many pleasant folks together. Now down in 
Hopville, where I come from, I don’t see any- 
body once a month.” 

“shouldn't think she ever saw anybody,” 
said Mr. Augustine de Grunde, to a friend at his 
side, in a low tone, but seGiciently loud for 
Arabella to hear. To emtrap this exquisite 
specimen of hamanity had been a darling wish 
of:the young lady im question, who now felt 
ready to die with mortification. 

“Do see now, she has got out ber knitting- 
work—as I live it is a horrid blue stocking. 
And then she has got out her snuff-box, and is 
passing it to Mra. Fincton. Dear me if I ever 
survive this wretched evening.” 
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Mrs. Lester made her way to Aunt Betsy’s 
side, in the hope of drawing her attention away 
from the fashionable Mrs. Fincton, who was sim- 
pering every now and then behind her fan. 

“It’s kind of fanny, isn’t it, that Polly should 
have had her party the very night I got here ?” 

“Tt is singular; but this is the evening that 
Mrs. Lester had appointed for Arabella to come 
out,” replied the lady addressed. 

“To come out of what?” said Aunt Betsy, 
dropping her knitting work. 

“ Out of her former seclusion into society.” 

“Bless my soul, has the girl growed up with- 
out seeing any company before? Seems to me 
she don’t look nor act very shy.” 

The company soon adjourned to the supper- 
room, and Aunt Betsey, who had lingered to 
knit into the middle of the seam needle, with a 
smiling face brought up the rear. Making her 
way to the side of Mrs. Lester, she exclaimed, 
loud enough for all to hear: 

“ Polly, what in the name of wonder are them 
great tall white things standing like monuments 
in the middle of the table ?” 

“ Hush, Betsy, don’t talk so loud, they are 
ice creams.”” 

“Ice creams! Well, if they’re anything to 
eat I mean to have some. They are curious 
built things, anyway. That middle one there 
looks more like the steeple to our meeting-house, 
only it isn’t quite so peaked.” 

“ Where did that queer specimen of woman- 
kind come from ?” said Mr. De Grande, levelling 
his jewelled eye glass at Aunt Betsy, and ad- 
dressing his conversation to Arabella. 

“O, just step onc side, Mr. De Grunde, and 
T'll tell you all about her. It is the funniest 
thing in the world. She’s a wonderful rich aunt 
of mine, who means to make me her heiress ; 
but she’s the queerest, oddest mortal you ever 
saw. She always thought everything of me, and 
I suppose will tell of it with pleasure all her life, 
that she was present at my first party.” 

“ She is quite distinguished looking, after all, 
Miss Lester ; I admire that antique, superb satin 
dress of hers ; there is an air of queenly dignity 
too, abont her—I must make her acquaintance 
after supper.” 

But the owner of the eye glass was disap- 
pointed in making the acquaintance of Aunt 
Betsy that evening, for the venerable lady retired 
immediately after supper, persisting to all the 
company that she neyer sat up so late before in 
her life. The party at length had an end, like all 
other affairs of the kind, and Arabella Lester 
sought her pillow, with a lighter heart than she 
possessed in the first of the evening, and thought 
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that the advent of Aunt Betsy wasn’t so terrible 
a thing after all, as long as Mr. De Grunde 
thonght her so distinguished looking. 





It was a matter of great perplexity to Mrs. 
Lester and her daughter, how to dispose of Aunt 
Betsy, without actually ci The 
twenty thousand dollars in perspective, entitled 
her to a certain amount of attention ; but to keep 
her concealed from the gaze of their fashionable 
acquaintances required all their tact. 

“ Well, ma,” said Arabella, two or three days 
after the party, “I suppose that odious Aunt 
Betsy will be coming down stairs to day, surely, 
for we cannot urge the plea any longer, that the 
parlors are being put in order after the party. 
Do, ma, invent some excuse for keeping her up 
there to-day, for I expect callers, and I can’t 
bear the idea of having her here, with that ever- 
lasting stocking.” 

“Tl try what I can do, dear. What did 
possess the woman to visit New York this winter 
I cannot conceive. She never made a visit be- 
fore in cold weather in her life.” 

“T remember, mother, one visit she made us 
in the winter, when I was a little boy, and all of 
us childron had the measles. She nursed us 
night and day, and you seemed glad enough to 
see her then. She seems to me like the same 
Aunt Betsy she did then, only grown older.” 

“T declare, Edward, you are enough to pro- 
voke a saint. You are always talking about old 
times—hew we lived when you were a little boy. 
Jast like pa, for all the world, eternally telling 
about the houses he has built. You gave a fine 
description of our old house to Mr. De Grande 
the other evening ; I know my face must have 
been crimson.” 

“« And what of it, wasn’t it the truth? Besides, 
I question if Mr. De Grunde ever lived in a 
better house himself when he was a boy. Once 
more, Arabella, I feel it my duty to caution you 
against trusting too much to the professions of 
one whom I cannot but consider a brainless fop, 
or at best, an angler after a fortune.” 

“T think myself quite competent to judge of 
my own acquaintances, and if you are going to 
keep continually lecturing me, I’m sure I don’t 
care how soon the time comes for you to enter 
college.” 

“No more of this Arnbella,” said Mrs, Les- 
ter, “I do not wish to hear you speak so to your 
brother. There, I hear Aunt Betsy coming, true 
enough.” 

“ So you are all here, I’ve been hanting every- 
where after you. I blundered into the kitchen 
in my travels, and I tell you what, if I had such 
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a good-for-nothing cross cook as you’ve got, 
Polly, I’d send her off mighty quick. I asked 
her about something she was stirring up in a 
pan, and la! she snapped me up enough to take 
my head off.” 

“O, that’s her way ; she don’t like to be ques- 
tioned about her cooking.” 

“Well, she might be civil, for that doesn’t cost 
anything. Well, they were monstrous slow in 
getting cleaned up here, three whole days, but 
however it looks pretty fine here now. See here, 
Arabella, I want to buy me a new silk gown be- 
fore I go home ; now it’s a pleasant day, sup- 
pose you go out with me and help me pick it 
out. And I want to see some of the sights 
here.” 

“O, dear, Aunt Betsy, I’ve got a terrible 
headache, I couldn’t possibly go this morning. 
I should like very much to go, but really, you 
must excuse me now.” 

“Massy sake, you have the headache by spells 
every day. You are getting into a bad way, I’m 
afraid, an you must certainly take something 
for it. Now if I only had my box of pills here, 
they’d cure you right off. I’m sorry you can’t 
go ont, for I'd set my mind on going to-day.” 

“Wont I do instead?” said Edward. “lam 
called quite a judge of dress by the ladies, and 
as to showing you about the city, I think I could 
do quite as well, if not better, than Arabella.” 

“O, I should be pleased enough to have you 
go, Edward, but I didn’t think you would want 
to be beau to such an old lady ag I when there 
are plenty of young onea.”” 

“ Well, aunty, as you’ve accepted my compa- 
ny, I think we had better start right away. I 
shall be ready to do escort duty as soon as you 
are dressed.” 

“ Who would have thought, ma, that Edward 
would have volunteered his services? There 
they go around the corner, and do see, she has 
actually taken his arm. What a figare they cut, 
and how ridiculous that old bonnet looks! 
Dear me, if he likes her so well, I hope he will 
keep her out all day.” 

“ He is a strange fellow, Arabella. He hasn’t 
a particle of pride. I declare, I’m tired to death 
with your pa and him. Ido wish they would 
think more of appearances.” 

“Here’a a note for you, Miss Arabella,” said 
the servant, thrusting his ebon face into the door. 

“O, ma, it’s an invitation from Mr. De Grunde 
to go to the opera this evening. Isn’t it fortu- 
nate that my new opera cloak was sent home 
this morning? I will go directly and write a 
note of acceptance.” 

“So I would, dear, and I will coax your pa 





to take me too, I haven’t been to the opera for a 
long time.” 

“Here’s our house, Aunt Betsy,” said Ed- 
ward, as the two reached home abont the middle 
of the afternoon. 

“T declare, so it is; I was going on further. 
The houses folks live in here are all as near 
alike as the peas in a pod—I don’t see how folks 
ever know when they get home.” 

“O, that’s easy enough, aunty, you would 
soon get used to the monotony of so many 
blocks of houses.” 

“ Well, Polly, I’ve got my gown, and seen all 
creation besides. It seems to me, we’ve walked 
and rode nigh fifty miles in all.” 

“ Yes, mother, we’ve had a grand tramp about 
the city, and I guess Aunt Betsy will have 
enough to think about for months to come.” 

“ That's a fact. And Edward was so kind to 
show me everything and tell me all about the 
things I saw. He’ll make just the right sort of 
a husband for somebody one of these days. 
He's got a little sense, and don’t go peeping 
round through a kind of one-eyed pair of spec- 
tacles, like that Grande chap the other night. 
If ho can’t see like other folks, why don’t he 
wear specs? I’m sure it would be enongh sight 
handier.” 

“Ido like your dress very much,” said Mrs. 
Lester, examining the silk that Aunt Betsy held 
up for inspection. As for Arabella, she was so 
indignant at the old lady’s last remark, that she 
hardly deigned a glance at it. 

“Ym glad it suits you, Polly; there was such 
heaps and heaps on ’em, I never should have 
picked one out if it hadn’t been for Edward. 
I declare, if there isn’t the tea bell, where upon 
earth has this day gone to ?” 

“You have been so pleasantly employed that 
the timo has passed swiftly,” said Edward, 
handing his aunt to her seat. 

“ Yes, and that makes me think that I must 
be thinking about finding brother Simon’s folks, 
for the time has most gone that I calculated to 
stay in the city. By the way, Polly, how do 
they alldo? Ihaven’t heard you say a word 
about ’em since I’ve been here.” 

“I really don’t know, I haven’t seen them 
for a great while,” said Mrs. Lester, slightly 
coloring. 

“‘How’s that, you and Simon’s wife used to 
be mighty thick together once ?” 

“ Well, I don’t know, we never had any diffi- 
culty ; but we sort of left off visiting so often. 
Simon lives in altogether different style from 
whut we do, you know.” 

“So that’s it. Folks have strange ideas noy- 
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days. For my part I can’t see as the house, 
and style, as you call it, make folks any better 
.or worse. I must find out where they live, and 
visit them by all means before I leave the city.” 

“I can find out their residence for you, Aunt 
Betsy,” said Edward, “‘and when you get ready 
to visit them, I will accompany you; for I think 
the families have been estranged long enough.” 

“ Well, I don’t see but what I’m nicely off for 
company now, so I guess I'll start to-morrow.” 

“Tt is too bad, Aunt Betsy, that we are en- 
gaged to go to the opera this evening, as you 
say it is the last evening you will be here.” 

“O, never mind me. Doubtless the reflec- 
tion that I am left at home wont spoil your 
pleasure entirely. ‘That odious Aunt Betsy,’ 
you know, is ‘such a fright.’ ” 

Arabella happened to think, just then, that she 
wanted an article in her chamber, and left the 
room with crimson face. The next day, a huge 
trank, two band-boxes, and a carpet-bag were 
deposited upon the outside of a carriage, and 
Aunt Betsy, with her bundle and umbrella, was 
assisted inside by Edward Lester, who had 80 
generously offered to accompany her. They 
wore left at a good substantial-looking brick 
house, and a rosy-cheeked matron answered their 
ring at the door. 

“Why, Aunt Betsy Mason, how do you do? 
I was telling Simon yesterday that I wished you 
would make us a visit this winter. He’s gone 
from home a great deal, and I am lonesome 
sometimes. And this is Edward Lester, I be- 
lieve, I haven’t seen you for a great while.” 

“ Well, to tell the trath I was lonesome my- 
self up in the country, so I thought I’d come 
where there were more folks. I’ve been staying 
with Polly a while, and Edward offered to come 
with me, and find where you lived.” 

Aunt Betsy was soon seated by a cheerfal fire, 
and as she never allowed herself to be idle, the 
blue stocking was soon produced, and the 
meedles flew fast while she chatted about old 
times with Simon’s wife. There was another 
inmate of Mr. Jenkins’s family, to whom our 
visitors were duly introduced. She was a young 
and beantiful girl, dressed in deep black for the 
loss of her only remaining parent; and in the 
capacity of dressmaker, she earned a comfortable 
living, and boarded in the family we have been 
speaking of. She was busily occupied upon a 
dre s hurrying to get done, and scarcely 
raised her eyes from her work, but when she did 
lift them to answer some question, or make a 
remark, their dark, expressive beauty, and the 
sweet tones of her voice, made sad havoc with 
the heart of Edward Lester. 
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“Have you finished your work, Amelia?” 
said Mrs. Jenkins, as the former was rolling it up. 

“Yes, I think I shall be just in time. I was 
ordered to have it done by seven, for it is to wear 
to a party this evening. I must go and carry it 
home immediately.” 

“Tam sorry you have to go so far in the eve- 
ning, I shall really be worried about you until I 
see you safe home again.” 

“If Miss Morton will accept of my compa- 
ny, I'shall be most happy to serve her as an 
escort,” said Edward, rising and taking his hat. 

“T should like your company very much, but 


-I feel unwilling to trouble you to go so far.” 


“No trouble I assure you, it will afford me 
great pleasure.” 

Soon the eldest son of the fashionable Mrs. 
Jvhn Lester was walking down Broadway with 
& poor sewing girl; poor in everything but ra- 
diant beauty and a glorious intellect: 

“T hope, Miss Morton, you don’t have to take 
80 long a walk as this very often after dark, 
without some protector.” 

“Tam obliged to quite often; but when my 
poor brother Henry was alive, he used to always 
accompany me.” 

“Was yozr brother a-pale-looking young 
man, formerly a clerk at Simpson & Co.’s, on 
Broadway?” 

“ He was; were you acquainted with him?” 

“Yes, he was my dearest playmate when a 
boy ; can it be that the poor fellow is dead ?” 

“Yes, he left us, we trust, for a brighter 
world, more than a year ago; his intense study 
when out of the store injured his health, and he 
sunk into a decline. My mother soon followed 
him, so I am now left entirely alone. I said 
alone, but there is one above, ‘the Father of 
the fatherless,’ in whom I trust.” 

“T dearly loved your brother, Miss Morton, 
and called at the store one day to see him, as I 
was in the habit of doing ; they told me he was 
sick, but could not tell me where he lived then, 
as they heard the family had moved since he 
left the store. You must allow me to visit you 
often, for your brother’s sake. I would like to 
know all about his last hours.” 

“TI should be most happy to receive you at 
any time, and give you any information that 
you may desire; you know it is pleasant to talk 
of those we love.” 

Having seen his charge safely home, Edward 
wended his way to the splendid mansion of his 
father. 

“Where have you been all this while, Ed- 
ward ?” said Arabella, affecting great joy at Nis 
return. 
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“T have passed a very pleasant day at Aunt 
15.7 

“Dear me, Edward, you don’t say you have 
been scraping acquaintance with those vulgar, 
common people again ?”’ 

“T have, and find them very agreeable.” 

“There is no accounting for tastes. But I 
can forgive you, as long as you took Aunt Betsy 
out of the way. I can’t conceive why I was not 
invited to Angelia Lofty’s party this evening ; 
Iam half afraid she thought by the appearance 
of our eccenttic relative, that we couldn’t be 
very genteel people.” 

“If you have lost the acquaintance of Miss 
Lofty, your loss is not irreparable.” 

“So you think, but I am of a different opin- 
ion. I am so vexed, I expected to go, and wear 
my new brocade. I was in to Carrie Winter’s 
this evening when her dressmaker, Miss Morton, 
brought her dress home. It looked superbly. 
But such a dignified piece as the dressmaker was 
I never saw in my life—she had the air of a 
duchess.” 

Edward started; but asked, quietly, “Did 
you ever see a duchess, Arabella ?”” 

“No, but I’ve read about them, and that is 
quite as well as seeing them. You are sucha 
provoking, matter-of-fact sort of person, one has 
to choose words when in cunversation with 
you.” 

Aunt Betsy’s visit of a few days at her brother 
Simon’s was extended to weeks; for whenever 
she spoke of going home there was always some 
excuse urged by the family to detain her. And 
when at length she did go, she left behind her 
sorrowful faces. As for the Lesters, they neither 
knew nor cared when she took her departure. 





Three years have now elapsed since Aunt 
Betsy’s visit, and we will glance once more at 
our old friends. Mr. Lester, not content with 
living upon his honorably acquired wealth, em- 
barked in speculation, and soon found himself 
some thousands worse off than when he com- 
menced this ruinous experiment. Mrs. Lester, 
however, still continued in her extravagance, 
and strove hard to maintain her position in gen- 
teel society. Arabella had recently become 
Mrs. De Grunde, and was boarding at home 
with her husband, awaiting the arrival of a re- 
mittance from Europe, to enable him to build a 
house, which he boasted should rival all others. 
At this juncture of affairs there came one day a 
letter sealed in black, and directed to Mrs. John 
Lester. 

“Your Aunt Betsy is dead,” said Mrs. Les- 

ter, after perusing the missive, “and yon must 
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put on your things immediately, and go and or- 
der our mourning, for we are invited to the 
funeral.” 

“O, dear, ma, the idea of hurrying to get off 
my bridal costume for mourning, and on her ac- 
count too, is very provoking.” 

“But, child, you must, for you have expecta- 
tions there, you know, and besides, you needn’t 
wear it after the fnneral.” 

Very different was the news received at the 
Jenkinses ; for Aunt Betsy, with all her oddities, 
was dearly loved there, and many tears of sin- 
cere sorrow were shed at their loss. Mrs. Lester 
and Arabella, in deep black, and Mr. Lester and 
his distinguished son-in-law, started the next 
morning for the secluded village of Hopville. 
The Jenkinses also went decently attired for the 
occasion, but their outward show of mourning 
bore no comparison to that of their more wealthy 
relatives. After the funeral, the will was read, 
according to the directions of the deceased, and 
Arabella ceased to apply her mourning pocket- 
handkerchief long enough to hear its contents. 
To Mr. Simon Jenkins was left the sum of fif- 
teen thousand dollars, to Mrs. Polly Lester, a 
ring that belonged to her mother, and to Mr. Ed- 
ward Lester, in consideration of his kind atten- 
tions to the deceased on her last visit to the city, 
the sum of five thonsand dollars, and the old 
homestead. Both families were astonished at 
this document, and the Lesters, with ill concealed 
anger, instantly took their departure.  ° 

“T thought you told me, Arabella this Aunt 
Betsy was going to make you her heir?” said 
De Grunde, in bitter tones. 

“I thought she was—she told me so once—but 
you know, Angustine, you said you had wealth 
enough of your own, so we needn’t mind it, al- 
though I think the old thing was awfully mean.” 

“Humph,” growled the amiable Augustine ; 
and this was all he deigned to utter the rest of 
the journey home. 

It may be as well to state here that the remit- 
tance from Europe never came, and De Grunde, 
after living as long as he could upon his wife’s 
family, very unceremoniously left her one day, 
and was never heard from after. 

Mr. Jenkins, with his unexpected legacy, paid 
off the small mortgage upon the house he lived 
in, and by his prudent investment of the re- 
mainder, was placed for life above want. Ed- 
ward Lester, having finished his studies at col- 
lege, much to the dissatisfaction of his father’s 
family, chose the profession of the ministry, and 
ere long received a call to settle ovor a flourish- 
ing society in the city of his residence, and soon 
after was married to Amelia Morton. 
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THE COQUETTE OF FORT HAMILTON. 
A FRONTIER STORY OF VIRGINIA. 





BY GIDDINGS H. BALLOU. 





In 179-, there stood, in what is now the north- 
western part of Virginia, the post of Fort Ham- 
ilton. The position was one of great impor- 
tance, and had already been of more than ten 
years’ standing. Well garrisoned, and tolerably 
well appointed, it maintained something of the 
social advantages of an old garrisoned town; 
and it numbered among its tenants not a few of 
the brave and fair of the land. The presence of 
cool-headed and skilfal men was particularly re- 
quired ; for, as one of the main frontier defences 
against the inroads of the wild and treacherous 
Indians, Fort Hamilton was exposed to daily 
danger of sudden assault, 

Of such a staunch and wary character was 
Henry Westover, by descent Lord Rockingham. 
His experience and skill would have entitled 
him, above any other, to the office of com- 
mander of the fort; but a certain carelessness of 
social honors, a sort of cynical avoidance of 
those things which other men eagerly sought 
after, drew him aloof from the responsibility 
which would otherwise have been readily im- 
posed upon him. Yet there was little real indo- 
lence and less solfishness, in this aristocratic 
Westover. He was beloved by the whole gar- 
rison. He had a good heart, a helping hand for 
every one that needed it, a spirit exalted above 
all semblance of meanness or dissimulation. 

In the little scandals of the garrison he scorned 
to take a part—rarely even acknowledged their 
existence. Every care and every trouble of life 
was met by him with the same ever-present strain 
of easy, half-genial, half-stoic philosophy, which 
readily, almost cheerily, encountered the ills of 
this world withoat the least affectation of under- 
valuing their power. Sach was Henry Westover, 
atthis time a bachelor of nearly forty-five years. 
Twas well understood that there was a history 
connected with his youth, of somewhat mournfal 
interest, which might, if known, clearly account 
for his obduracy to the snares which so many of 
the fair sex would gladly have thrown around 
him. Nevertheless, Westover was ever attentive 
and gallant in his demeanor towards the ladies— 
more particularly so, it was commonly said, to 
the niece and ward of his friend Captain Barton. 
But Westover’s well-known character was such, 
that no occasion was taken for the usual cbit- 
chat with regard to special attentions and the 
etceteras of garrison gossip. There was a grave 
and gentle tenderness in his demeanor towards 








the beautiful Louisa, a fatherly indulgence for 
her childlike volatility, which served to form 
between him and the maiden a bond not exactly 
lover-like, but yet no less firm and scarcely less 
enduring. 

Louisa Barton was, by general report, a co- 
quette. I cannot say that she deserved the 
appellation, which in its received signification is 
understood to mean a heartless trier. Such was 
not her character. But, at seventeen ycars of 
age, she was toe fall of the joys of youthful ex- 
istence to think of aught else except the passing 
hour, how to live free and happy with the friends 
she esteemed, like the flower of the field, taking 
no thought of the morrow, or of the storms 
which lay hidden in the fature. Her admirers 
she deemed as heart-whole as herself; and with- 
out an endeavor or a wish to inspire pain, she 
laid herself epen to the accusations which were 
levelled at her more especially by less favored 
individuals of her own sex. But to George 
Wytherly’s ears, all fault-finding criticisms came 
in vain. Trae, he could not but be hurt, at 
times, by the light-hearted aptness with which the 
belle ef the garrison was wont to ward off his 
more serious approaches. Still he hoped on, 
and trusted to time, which should sober her na- 
tive exuberance of spirits, and bring her to a 
truer appreciation of the realities of life. 

“I know,” he would say to himself, “that in 
spite of all her girlish gaiety, she is pure and in- 
nocent as the light which shines on all the world 
with the same impartial smile. Let me not then 
be censorious in my thoughts; rather let me 
patiently wait on my destiny.” 

This philosophic determination, however, was 
soon put to the proof—for one afternoon he has- 
tened from the house of Captain Barton in no 
very enviable state of mind. 

“What a fool am I,” he ejaculated, “to pin 
my happiness on the caprices of a woman! Here 
is this girl, whom I had deemed the very person- 
ification of all that is pure and noble, throwing 
away my offering of an honest and manly devo- 
tion, and taking up with the frippery of this 
jingling Merritson! What under the sun could 
have so infatuated her, I know not—unless it be 
his trick of stringing together rhymes. If I had 
thought this the road to her heart, I might have 
bonght me anold song-book and transmated it 
into doggerels much worse than his own, which 
are bad enough to suit any crack-brain in Chris- 
tendom. But there! I pity the poor girl, after 
all—and wish no more revenge for her treatment 
of me than the lot which she herself seems to 
have chosen.” 

On that very eve following close on the rejec- 
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tion of the ‘ill-fated Wytherly, theré took place 
a gathering of the beaux and belles of the gar- 
rison, whose number, however, was so limited,as 
to require the aid of a pretty tolerable sprinkling 
of the elders in order to make the company of 
sufficient dintensions. The assembly was held 
in the upper part of the block house which was to 
the inhabitants of Fort Hamilton the time-hon- 
ored “Concert Hall” of their miniature city ; 
and it may be said with trath, that few were the 
halls, however pretentious, which could surpass 
in attraction that rode frontier apartment—for 
are not beauty and bright eyes the chiefest orna- 
ments the world over? and who does not know 
that nature’s wild surroundings, and the spice of 
neighboring danger, lend a vividness to these 
attractions beyond the power of other circum- 
stances to afford? Certainly, those present 
seemed to enjoy themselves fally—or, we might 
better say, all save one. 

“My dear Em,” said one laughing sylph to 
avother, between the pauses of the dance, 
“ prithec tell me what it is that makes our staid 
George s0 unusually gloomy to-night! I fancy, 
if there be any secret about the matter, that yeu 
stand a better chance for information than any 
other, save one,”” 

“Ah, I can readily inform you! Know, then, 
that the admired Miss Barton, after having, as 
usual, kept the gentleman as long as possible on 
the hook of suspense, has at last given him his 
sentence and handed him over to never-ending 
despair.” 

“Thad guessed as much. The heartless flirt ! 
I wonder what it is that the men admire so 
much in Louisa Barton! There she goes with 
her new victim! I hope, I do hope, Anne, that 
he will have wit enough to return upon her the 
treatment which she has given others. Isn’t he 
a love of a man, though? So slim and elegant, 
and writes such poetry, as I have heard! And 
then he talks so beautifully—you ought to hear 
him !—about the battles that he has been in, and 
the dangers that he has had to fight through, sin- 
gle-handed—it is positively terrifying! But any 
one can see that she is mightily taken up with 
him just now.” And so these two dear friends 
of Louisa passed on. 

“A good even to you, Master George!” said 
‘Westover, shortly after, accosting the young 
lieutenant ; “I see you are looking pate, of late. 
This being penned up within four walls agrees 
not well with either you or myself. I challenge 
You to an excursion, to-morrow morn ; I long to 
stretch my limbs once more oatside the gate.” 

“Tam off duty at ten,” replied Wytherly. “I 
can be with you then, if ia season for you.” 
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“The thing is settled,” rejoined Westever. 
“And now I must leave you; for yonder is a cer- 
tain young damsel whose eyes remind me that I 
have not as yet paid to her the homage which is 
her rightful perquisite. Adieu, then, till to- 
morrow !” 

On the next morning, at the appointed hour, 
the two friends, musket on shoulder, issued from 
the fort gate; and not a dozen minutes had 
passed, before Wytherly had acquainted his se- 
nior with the result of his unfortunate suit to the 
mistress of his affections. 

“T should not feel the matter as I do,” he 
said, “ were it not for her preference of that empty 
jackanapes, Merritson.”” 

“ These women, my dear boy,” replied West- 
over, pausing under the shade of a huge beech, 
and resting his broad shoulders against its trunk, 
“these women, I say, move in a sphere concern- 
ing which we must be very careful in making our 
calculations. The very best and truest of them 
have their little eccentricities, their vagaries, for 
which, poor souls, we ought not to be too ready 
to blame them, seeing that we ourselves are not 
altogether immaculate. Bat, as for this same 
Merritson, whom I fancy little better than you 
do, I am in hope that something will arise in due 
season which may serve to bring him ont in his 
proper colors. When a young girl has dressed 
up a man in the garb of her own imagination, it 
needs something pretty palpable to dispel the 
enchantment. When, however, the disenchant- 
ment happens at the proper time, it gives her a 
most valuable lesson, often well worth the price 
paid. But, I am sorry to say it, this fortune 
does not always happen.” 

The speaker’s cheek flushed, and he was si- 
lent. Wytherly knew that some painful chord 
had been struck, and waited patiently for the 
continuance which he expected. He was not so 
engaged, however, but that the senses were on 
the alert, ready (as usual with the trained fron- 
tier’s-man) to be impressed with the slightest 
sound or appearance by which his attention ought 
to be attracted. Thus, atthe sound of a slight 
rustle in the underbrush near, his eyes were in- 
stantly fixed on the spot from whence presently 
issued the tufted head of an Indian, his face tat- 
tooed and besmeared with grotesque painting. 
Raising his finger with a meaning air, he arrested 
the hostile attitude which they were about to as- 
sume. Then, pointing to the fort, he glanced 
behind and around him, and with one hand 
stirred lightly the heaps of leaves om the ground 
beneath. The manner, the look, and the action 
told at onee the story which he wished to con- 
vey ; and, perceiving this comviction in the conn 
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tenunces of the two whites, the savage disap- 
peared as quickly as he came. The woods 
around were filled with ambushed enemies. 
Even now, before they could gain the fort, the 
two: friends knew that they were in the utmost 
peril of their lives. Nevertheless they preserved 
the utmost equanimity, end moving slowly on, 
with a gradual approach towards the gate, chat- 
tered gayly concerning the hunting-party which 
they affected to undertake for the afternoon. In 
this way, they entered the fort. The gate was 
doubly barred, the alarm was cautiously given, 
end every necessary preparation commenced. 

Morritson, who held a similar rank in the gar- 
rison with Wytherly, pretended to regard the 
affair very lightly. Although pradent enough to 
restrain his comments within due bounds when 
in the hearing of his brother soldiers, he pro- 
fessed, in tho ears of his fair admirers, 2 sage 
contempt for such timid alarms, such un- 
measured precautions. 

“When I was in Germany,” said he, “we 
waited till some one had seen the faces of our 
enemies, or at least till we had got some definite 
informstion concerning them, before we made 
such a stir about fightiag them. For my part, I 
am no advocate for these skulking battles, where 
neither party can see his opponent.” 

His gentle hearers were awe-struck by his dar- 
ing tone, and more than ever envied the capri- 
cious Louisa, who held by a silken chain this re- 
doubted warrior. His braggadocia ways, how- 
ever, did not escape the eyes of his fellows, 
some of whom inwardly resolved that he should 
be put to the test whenever the time of action 
should arrive. Their desires seemed to stand 
some chance of realization, as evening ap- 
proached, when, after a carofal inspection by 
gilass of the neighboring forest, the commandant 
issued orders for a company of scouts to hold 
themselves in readiness for service. Under cover 
of the darkness, they were to effect a lodgment 
im the forest, and by dawn to spread them- 
selyes out, as far as sai would allow, in order, 
if possible, to procure some reliable information 
with regard to the numbers and position of the 
enemy. It was a volunteer service, although none 
but men well tried in the warfare of the woods 
were allowed to attempt an undertaking where 
so much depended on each individual effort. 
However much or little Merritson might have 
been influenced by a knowledge of this last 
point, he hesitated not to offer his services, which 
were immediately declined. Merritson appeared 
to be much chagrined at the disappointment, and 
bysome mysterious means the intelligence soon 
reached Louisa, who, despite her sympathy with 
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his feelings, could not resist a complacent glow 
at the spirit which her lover had manifested. 

“ These poets,”! she exclaimed to herself, “ are 
always eo ardent in their impulses !”” 

The night passed, the dawn came, the sun 
rose up above the tree-tops, and yet no sign of 
life appeared without the fort. At last a shot 
was heard; then a quick dropping fire, and the 
seoutingparty, breaking from cover, made for 
the gates—followed close by a crowd of yelling 
and whooping savages. A timely volley from 
the walls arrested the pursuers, and the flying 
whites coon found themselves safe within the 
fort. But not all had escaped the perils adven- 
tured ; Lieutenant Wytherly and a nuntor named 
Dixon were missing. There were few of the 
subordinates whose loss would have been more 
felt than that of young Wytherly. A universal 
gloom fell upon all. Louisa, light-hearted as she 
naturally was, was by no means less feeling than 
the rest of her sex, and experienced a remorse in 
& great measure undeserved. ‘If I could but 
have treated him alittle more kindly !” she was 
continually repeating to herself. 

But she was in some measure re-assured by 
Merritson, who informed her that it was most 
probable that Wytherly and Dixon were merely 
hovering on the ontskirts of tho foe, endeavoring 
to make farther espial before quitting the forest. 

“In Germany,” he said, “I have often been 
employed on similar service, and at one time lay 
three days among the rocks and woods watch- 
ing the movements of the enemy—feeding only 
on some strips of dried beef and such few ber- 
ries as I could find. You may depend upon it, 
they are quite safe.” 

The very next day gave the lie to his confi- 
dent assertion ; for, at early dawn, just within 
the boundaries of the forest, a space was seen to 
be cleared, a stake erécted, and heaps of fagot 
brush piled.around. A few Indians entered the 
area, and with them a prisoner, whom they 
bound securely to the stake. Richard Pearson, 
the oldest hunter and the most sullen-tempered 
man in the garrison, seized a glass and directed 
it towards the scene. After holding it for an in- 
stant with a steady, unwavering arm, he let it . 
fall from his hand with a violence which came 
near destroying the instrument. 

“It is Bob Dixon!” he said, the tears falling 
down his furrowed cheeks; “one of the best 
shots that ever lived. And to see. him roasted 
before my eyes by these heathen devils !” 

‘The flames had already began to ‘ascend, and 
the red men were already gambolling in frantic 
ecstacy around their victim, when it was made 
evident that another sacrifice was intended, for a 
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second upright was planted side by side with the 
first ; and as its destined occupant was bound to 
the fatal post, the yells and exultations of the 
savages rent the very skies. A groan of horror 
burst from every heart within the fort. There 
could be no doubt now as to the fate of their fa- 
vorite Wytherly; for, before the white smoke 
whirled upward, his face could be clearly seen, 
ghastly pale, but composed and calm as of old. 
The soldiers of the garrison were almost wild 
with excitement. Even the iron habits of disci- 
pline scarce controlled their fary. 

“Let us go—let us go!” they cried, as with 
one voice. “ We will teach these fiends to feel 
the torments that they inflict!” 

“ Hold, my lads!” said the commandant, with 
a moistened eye and a quivering lip. “Let us 
recollect the dictates of duty before all else. That 
duty bids you remain at your post.” 

“ Comrades,” said Westover, in a voice whose 
lowest intonation vibrated within each auditor's 
bosom, “had George Wytherly been my own 
son, I could not have loved him better, nor have 
been more anxious to save him. To save him 
is impossible ; but we may live to revenge him.” 

“And Bob Dixon!” growled Pearson, glaring 
fiercely at the speaker. 

“And Bob Dixon also,” rejoined Westover, 
kindly, extending a hand to his rade companion. 

The latter stepped hastily forward and grasped 
the white hand with a pressure like that of a 
vice, while every feature quivered with the ear- 
nestness of his emotion. While the attention of 
the soldiers was for a moment distracted from 
the seene without by their astonishment et the 
agitation of the hunter, who, from his usual im- 
passibility, might have been deemed case-har- 
dened against any outward sign of sympathy, 
Louisa Barton rushed into their midst and threw 
herself at the feet of Westover. 

“Save him—saye him!” she cried. “It is I 
who am his murderess—it was I who drove him 
to danger and death !” 

Westover raised her gently, and with a fow 
soothing words, bore her away in his arms as he 
would have done a frenzied child. It was but a 
few moments before he returned. 

“Poor girl!” he said to one of his brother 
officers ; ‘I am not sure that she is very much in 
error in what she says. George was strongly at- 
tached to her; and since she has become so much 
taken with that miserable fop Merritson, he has 
not seemed the same person. To deal with 
these red demons, one must have a cool head, as 
well as a ready wit; and I suspect that George 
was rather more reckless of his own safety than 
he would have been in common. But it’s haman 
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natare, Ritson. Woman has been at the bottom 
of almost every difficulty from the rain of Troy 
down to the present time.” 

The inmates of the fort, burning as they were 
for opportunity of reprisal, were obliged to re- 
main inactive; for the numbers of the enemy 
were, by sure signs, ascertained to be overwhelm- 
ing. Nor was itlong before the fact was shown 
that an unwonted persistence governed the sav- 
age besiegers. Day after day passed, and still 
no relaxation of vigilance was observed. It was 
certain that some superior mind directed their 
conduct. Starvation began to assail the gar 
rison. The watchfulness of the Indians forbade 
all hope of getting intelligence to the nearest 
posts—an undertaking of doubtful use even if 
accomplished, since sufficient assistance could 
scarce be collected to prove available in season. 

As their fate drew near, the characters of the 
besieged appeared to display themselves more 
clearly. Merritson forgot his vaporing, and grew 
pale and anxious—entreating every one whom he 
met to suggest some new plan of escape from the 
destiny which threatened himself and the rest of 


“his companions. 


“Why do you sak?” was the answer given. 
“You who have done such wonderful things in 
Germany, and who know 80 well how all these 
affairs should be managed—why do you ask of 
us who are so much your inferiors in experience?” 

Westover treated him with contempt. The un- 
lucky gallant sought to continue himself in the 
graces of Louisa; but, having once received 
him with cutting coldness, she afterwards would 
not so much as admit him to her presence. But 
to Merritson, this seemed a trifle in comparison. 
Haggard and famine-struck, other considerations 
absorbed his mind. His own safety, above all, 
concerned his thoughts. What, then, was his 
consternation when one afternoon, more than six 
weeks after the commencement of the siege, he 
received a note from the commandant couched in 
the following words ? 


“To LrguTENANT MERRITSON: . 

“ Sir,—I have, on several occasions, been 
informed that you have expressed a strong desire 
to undertake the dangerous office of bearing in- 
telligence of our situation to the nearest post. I 
understand, also, that you profess to be intimately 
acquainted with the strategy necessary to such an 
undertaking. In our now imminent peril, I am 
forced to say, that, if you desire it, permission 
will be given you to undertake the enterprise. 

“ Yours truly, Hoes Vittiers.” 


“What have I done?” exclaimed Merriteon, 
on reading this. ‘“ Would to Heaven that I hed 
bitten off my tongue, sooner than I had uttered 
such balderdash! But it is all pure malice. No- 
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body could have supposed that I was really in 
earnest in what I said.” 

Pale with apprehension, he started for the 
quarters of Colonel Villiers. Moeting Westover 
on the way, he thrust the note into his hands. 

“T entreat you, sir, to read it,” he exclaimed. 
“Is it not atrocious to single me out for such a 
commission ?” 

“Why, sir,” answered Westover, at the same 
time returning the note, “it would appear that 
you have virtually offered your services; 80 
that, when thus taken at your word, there can no 
one be blamed but yourself.” 

“T protest against it,” exclaimed Merritson. 
“It is rank murder!” 

“Adieu!” replied Westover, with a mischiev- 
ous glance as he turned away. “Iam sure we 
shall all wish you success in your undertaking.” 

Merritson found the colonel surrounded by 
several officers, who were evidently anticipating 
amusement at the expense of the boaster. Mer- 
ritson stammered out a disavowal of the declar- 
ation imputed to him. 

* “Sir,” said the colonel, with an air of aston- 
ishment, “I am surprised! It is strange that I 
should have been so mistaken. Captain Hartley,” 
he continued, turning to one of the by-standers, 
“did I understand you rightly as reporting the 
desire of Lieutenant Merriteon to be employed 
on the service mentioned ?” 

Captain Hartley made a ceremonious bow. 

“ Certainly, colonel,” he replied. ‘“ The lieu- 
tenant expressed himself to me and others as 
being particularly desirous of the honor.” 

Merritson’s spirit was roused. After all, he 
scarce deserved to be thought 2 coward ; and the 
scorn which he saw in the faces of those aronpd 
him, stung him to thequick. Turning to Cap- 
tain Hartley, he said : 

“ Sir, you deem yourself safe in making me the 
batt of your malice. I hope to show you that 
youare mistaken. Gentlemen,” he added, in a 
louder tone, “I perceive that my presence is not 
particularly desirable just now. I beg leave to 
wish you good evening.” 

“Who would have thought it?” exclaimed 
Hartley, as soon as the lieutenant was gone. “I 
would not have believed that the fellow would 
have shown so much spirit.” 

“ Will he fight ?” asked the person whom he 
addressed. 

“He fight! Pooh, pooh! His courage will 
be a mere flash of the pan—all extinguished by 
this time.” 

Hartley was in error; for he soon received a 
challenge from Merritson requiring an imme- 
diate meeting. About half an hour afterwards, 











the latter was conveyed to his lodging with 
sword-wound through his arm. 

“Egad!” exclaimed Hartley, on being ques- 
tioned about the affair. ‘ He was really savage, 
and would not be satisfied] I was actually 
obliged to wing him in self-defence.” 

“ They tell me that the thing has set him up 
again with Miss Barton. He is again in her 
favof. She cut him dead the other day, and 
now, in a fit of repentance, looks on him asa 
brave and injured man, and goes just as far the 
opposite way. You could not have done him a 
greater service.” 

“A plague on it! I wish that we had let the 
fellow alone in the first place. But hark there!” 

A flush of joy overspread the countenances of 
the conversants, as a scattering report of mus- 
ketry became a quick, continuous fire circling 
around the fort. Yells and whoops, intermingled 
with the steady cheer of English voices, pro- 
claimed a most welcome change in the aspect of 
the siege. Every one hastened to quarters ; and 
all the available force which could be spared 
from the garrison, sallied from the fort just as 
the front of the reinforcement hove in sight, 
driving before it a rout of hideously-painted sav- 
ages. At once a shout broke forth from the 
garrison party. 

“ George Wytherly! Wytherly forever !” 

The latter waved his hand in answer, and the 
inspiring recognition added more than their olden 
vigor to the just now enfeebled defenders of the 
fort. Hip and thigh they smote the red-skins ; 
and such was the slaughter of that day, that the 
field was ever after known among the Indians by 


the name of the Bloody Ground. Wytherly en-. 


tered the fort amid the congratulations of its 
inhabitants, who regarded him as their saviour. 
His story was soon told. He had been bound to 
the stake, and had nearly suffered the fate of 
Dixon, when, at the last moment, a warrior 
dashed through the flames, cut the thongs which 
bound him, and claimed him as his own prop- 
erty. Escaping from his captors the second 
night after, Wytherly made his way through the 
wilderness to the next post, more than three 
hundred miles distant from his starting-plece. 
After much exertion, being compelled to visit 
several anxiliary stations, he succeeded in rais- 
ing a reinforcement sufficient for the relief of 
Fort Hamilton. 

“Tt was a gallant thing, my boy,” said West- 
over; “enough to set you up for a hero during 
the rest of your days. But I wont shock your 
modesty too much ; I dare say you have already 
had your fill of praise. The women, Georgeo— 
bless me, you should hear them run on! Well, 
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‘well, none but the brave deserve the fair; and, 
by the way, I hope that our friend Louisa will at 
last be able to yield her heart to its rightful 


owner. I must own that I have a strong desire | 


to bring you two together. Go then, my boy! 
assault the defences. Nothing like a bold front, 
before man or woman !” x 

‘Wytherly seized the first opportunity to pay 
his respects to Louisa Barton. But, doom’d to 
continued disappointment, he encountered Mer- 
ritson plainly established on favorable terms 
with the mistress of his affections. Convinced 
that the latter was a successfal suitor, Wytherly 
was scarce able to restrain himself within the 
bounds of decorum. 

“Excuse me, madam,” he exclaimed, with 
sparkling oyes ; “and you also, sir! I had not 
thought you recovered from your honorable 
wounds. I will not intrude on your mutual’ 
endearments.”” 

“Stay, sir!” said Merritson, hastily advanc- 
ing and detaining Wytherly. “It is bat just 
that I should undeceive you. Miss Barton 
deigns to honor me with her friendship; and I 
hope that my conduct hereafter will be such as to 
merit that regard, at least in some degree. But 
Iknow, only too well, the limits of that regard ; 
and, if you desire to be more fully informed, I 
will give you opportunity to make inquiry of the 
Iady herself.” With these words, he retired. 

‘Wytherly, as soon as he was gone, said to 
Louisa: “Can you desire to torture me with 
doubt? One word from your lips can decide the 
whole. And yet I scarcely dare to ask the ques- 
tion.” 

A glance from her eyes removed every doubt 
from the bosom of Wytherly. He clasped her 
tohis breast, and heard her avow, with many 
tears, her former want of self-knowledge, her 
deep sorrow for his supposed death—in short, a 
complete confession of her heart. . 

“And now,” she said, raising her head and 
locking him full ia the face, “dare you join your 
fate with the Coquette of Fort Hamilton ?” 

‘Wytherly gazed into her eyes with a smile 
which betokened a full and hearty confidence. 

“When the Coquette of Fort Hamilton,” he 
said, “has said the word which makes her mine, 
I will trust her faithfulness against the world !”” 





EARLY MEMORIES. 

Too oft the light that led our earlier hours 
Fades with the perfume of our cradle flowers; 
The clear, cold question chills to frozen doubt; 
Tired of beliefs, we dread to live without; 
© then, if Reason waver at thy side, 
Let humbler Memory be thy gentle guide; 
Go to nd birthplace, and, i fata was 
Repeat thy father's creed, thy motes 
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NICELY DONE. 


At a certain eating-house, a day or two since, 
@ very lean, cadaverous-looking mortal was so 
allured by the inviting looks of ten pound tur- 
key, all done up in “fixings,” that he uncon- 
sciously uttered the ejaculation that he could eat 
it up in ten minutes. 

“ What’ll you -bet yon can?” asked a snob, 
standing at the door. 

The “lean and hungry Cassius” immediately 
Feuponded is rs 

“* Will you pay for it ?”” 

Yeu on Pm 


“Well, then, I'll bet you a drink.” 

“It’s a bet,”’ said Snob. 

The lean man immediately set to. The 
choicest parts of the fat and savory monster were 
consumed with a most enviable relish ; but upon 
the expiration of ten minutes he found himself 
up to the brim, and the turkey not a third de- 
molished. Rising very coolly, he acknowledged 
that he couldn’t go it, and quite as coolly forked 
over twelve anda half cents fur two whiskey 
toddies—lost wager. Snob looked blank upon 
being suddenly struck with the idea that he had 
been done up in a decidedly cheap package, paid 
down two and a half dollars for the turkey, and 
left his friend enjoying digestion and a prime 
smoke by the stove, considerably better for a first 
rate dinner for a shilling.—Picayune. 





A QUEER WAY TO KILL A BEAR. 


A thick and strong piece of whale bone, about 
four inches broad and two feet long, is rolled up 
into a small compass and carefully enveloped in 
blubber, forming around ball. Itis then placed 
in the open air ata low temperature, where it 
soon becomes hard and frozen. The natives, 
armed with their knives, bows and arrows, to- 
gether with this frozen bait, proceed in quest of 

ruin. As soon as the animal is seen, one of the 
hunters deliberately chai an arrow at it. The 
monster, smarting from the unprovoked assault, 

urésues the party, then in full retreat, until meet- 
ing with the frozen blubber, dropped in his path, 
he swallows it, and continues the pursuit, doubt- 
less fancying that there must be more where it 
came from. The effects of the chase and the 
natural heat of the body cause the blubber to 
thaw, when the whalebone, thus freed, sprit 
back, producing great mischief, and obliging 
beast to discontinue the pursuit—he falls down, 
helpless, writhing in agony, and his existence is 
soon terminated.—Lieutenant Armstrong’s Expedi- 
tion to the Arctic. 

—__—t+ oon 
ACTIVE PIETY. 


The stoutest timber stands on Norwegian rocks, 
where tempests rage and long, hard winters 
reign. The muscles are seen ‘most fully devel- 
oped in the brawny arm that plies the black- 
smnith’s hammer. Even so the most vigorous 
and healthy piety is that which is the busiest, 
which has (ateulies to battle with, which has 
its hands full of good works, which has neither 
time nor room for evil, but, aiming at great 
things both for God and man, promptly and sum- 
matily dismisses temptations with Nehemigh’s 
answer, “I have a great work to do, therefae I 
cannot come down.”— Guthrie. : 
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MYSELF. 


BY ESTHER BERNE. 

Tere it stands, e truly funny title to be sure. 
But then how could I help it, I should like to 
know? People, even the least selfish and the 
most enduring, must sometimes speak and write 
of themselves. And though I lay claim to 
neither of the above qualities in any great degree, 
yet must I also write’of myself. 

And what about myself? I possessed neither 
riches nor poverty ; therefore, I had what Agur 
prayed for. Iwas not handsome, but on the 
contrary decidedly plain. At the time1 write of 
I was quite young—a mere child, in fact—and 
lived with two maidon aunts in the country. 

There is nothing wonderfal imall that, neither 
is there anything wonderful in my history. I 
was not a prodigy, according to my aunts’ ideas, 
for I could neither sew nor knit well. I hated 
both occupations, and I hate them now as cor- 
dially as I hated them then. But then was not 
raled with a rod of iron. It was lucky I was 
not, else I should have rebelled speedily. At 
stated times each day, I was at liberty to wander 
at my own “sweet will.” And sweet indeed it 
‘was to race unseen down those lung, green lanes, 
and to rest nnder the shadow of some tumble- 
down wall. 

Iwas neither a quiet child nora very active 
one. But I was wonderfully reserved and dis- 
liked companionship. The air castles that I 
Dbajt were sufficient companions for me. If 
there was a childish longing that possessed me 
more than any other, it was thatoftravelling. I 
constantly dreamed of and thirsted to see the 
lands that my aunts talked of. Therefore the 
greatest pleasure of my life was to examine and 
re-examine the curiosities in an old cabinet that 
stood in what I jestingly called the library. 
‘These curiosities came mostly from distant lands, 
and a great part of them had been collected and 
brought home .by my father, who had been a 
sea captain. 

‘Tiere were some presented by other travellers 
to my aunts, which I prised very much. A por- 
tion of a cedar of Lebanon from the Mount of 
Olives, and a piece of the ruins of ancient Car- 

thage interested me more than all the rest. 
Those had been presented by Captain Dana, a 
gentleman who was under everlasting obligations 
to my aunts, at least according to their statc- 
ments, for some favor or favors received a long 
time ago. In my secret heart, I envied Captain 
Dana, for having stood in suvh sacred places. I 
would have given ten of the best years ef my life 
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to have stood where he had stood, and seen what’ 
he had seen. 

I had long ago drawn his portrait in my mind. 
I fancied him a tall, weather-beaten man, with 
slightly gray hair, and a frank, good-natured 
face. All sailors, I thought, are good-natured... 
And in general I had quite a reverence for those 
who “go down to the sea in ships,” a reverence 
that had grown with my growth. And this is 
not strange, when it is remembered that my 
father was a sea captain. 

I was racing down the long, secluded lane, 
that led to our house, one day, when suddenly, 
to my extreme dismay, I encountered ina turn 
of the road, a gentleman on horseback. I was 
entirely unprepared for any such apparition, and 
stood for a minute with my bonnet swinging in: 
my hand, gazing earnestly at it. The next 
moment I had tarned and was speeding swiftly 
down to my favorite hiding-place amongst the: 
alder bushes. 

Then I had a chance to wonder who the gen- 
tleman could be. It was no one that lived in 
our vicinity, or that I had ever seen before. It 
was not Captain Dana, I was very sure of that. 
So I finally concluded that ic was some one. 
come on business, who would go away very 
soon. But though I watched long from my: 
hiding-place, I saw no one leave the honse. 
What should Ido? I was getting more and’ 
more hungry every minute, and it was most din- 
ner time. Go in I must, and meet this man, 
and see him stare Indicrously at me. Well, no 
matter, I would make the best of it. 

I crept up stairs to my own litle’ room, 
smoothed my hair, and then crept softly down 
again, not into the parlor, but into the library’ 
as I called it, but which was in fact a mere lam- 
ber-room for all the old books and old things in 
the house. I softly opened the door and went 
in, and Jo! there stood the stranger with his face 
turned from me, coolly overhauling the things in 
the little cabinet. The bit of cedar I had so 
much prized was carelessly handled as if it was 
a mere plaything. I could not bear to see some- 
thing almost sacred treated so lightly. Still 
less to think that my father and Captain Dana 
had collected these things with so much toil and 
trouble, to be touched by strange hands. 

I went softly up to the intruder, and still un- 
noticed watched him indignantly. I longed to 
push him away fiercely but did not dare to. He 
dropped something, stooped to pick it up, and 
observed me. 

I never shall forget that look of confused won- 
der that rested on me for an instant, and the 
smile that immediately followed. I liked that 
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smile, and it was a young, handsome face that 
was turned towards me. 

“Well, little girl, how do you like me?” 
asked the stranger, coolly. 

Iwas amazed and indignant at this speech, 
and at the self-possession displayed. The smile 
and the face were quite forgotten, and I spoke 
quite the trath when I said, “I do not like you 
at all, and I wish—” 

“Wish what, oddity ?” 

“That you wouldn’t throw those things about 
80,” said I, growing more fearless every minute. 
“They are curiosities that father and Captain 
Dana brought home.” 

“ Captain Dana! is he a friend of yours ¢” 

“No, I never saw him, but he knew my father, 
and he knows my aunts, and I can imagine just 
how he looks.” 

“‘How do you think he looks?” asked the 
stranger, with an expression that puzzled me. 

Unconsciously I was drawn into quite a con- 
versation, and enlarged with some warmth on 
the supposed cheerful appearance of Captain 
Dana. LIhad got so far, when the stranger burst 
into aloud laugh, but seeing that I was much 
annoyed, he stopped short. 

“I beg your pardon, child, but your descrip- 
tion of the old gentleman was so amusing.” 

Again wes my childish heart almost won by 
that beautiful smile, and the fresh, handsome 
face. Iwas just little sorry when the dinner 
‘was announced, even though I had been quite 
hungry before. I sat down in my usual seat 
at table, and watched the handsome stranger, as 
he took his place with the air of an old friend. 

* Alice, dear,” said Aunt Elizabeth, suddenly, 
“this is Captain Dana, the friend you have 
often heard us speak about; he sailed with your 
father when he was alive.” 

Was this indeed CaptainDana? Whata mis- 
take I had made! Visions of the ludicrous 
figure I must heve cut in his eyes rose constantly 
inmy mind. However, it could not be helped. 
I was about to escape form the room after din- 
ner, but was recalled by my aunts. Captain 
Dana was obliged to go away immediately and 
I must stay to bid him good-hy. 

I stood looking gloomily from the window, 

hearing only a confused murmur of voices in the 
room. 
“ Good-by, Alice,” said Captain Dana, sud- 
denly, as he joined me at the window. “ That 
was quite a bitter but wholesome pill of yours 
about not liking me. I am sorry you don't, for 
I like you. I shan’t forget that old gentleman. 
By the way,” said he, suddenly, as he reached 
the doer, “do you like curiosities ?” 
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“Yes, very much indeed,” I answered. 

The next moment I caught a glimpse of that 
handsome face, as Captain Dana rode slowly 
down the lane, and then he was out of sight. 
That face and the smile lived in my memory 
for years. 





And the years went on, bearing my childhood 
with them. They had been tranquil, pleasant 
years, but not such as I should look back upon 
with any feeling of regret. ‘It is a mistaken idea 
with some, that childhood is the happiest period 
of one’s life. True, pure happiness comes only 
in later life, when one comes into a knowledge of 
the realities of living. 

Never once through all the years that had 
passed had I seen Captain Dana. Though 
often memories of him in the shape of curiosities 
from distant lands came to me, that showed I 
was not entirely forgotten. 

Time had certainly not improved my beauty ; 
but then that troubled me none, and I wasted no 
regrets over it. It was one of the subjects, like 
my lost childhood, that I never spoke about. I 
was now twenty-one years old, and I resolved to 
lead a more active life than I had been doing. 
My old desire for travelling had returned ten- 
fold, but I could not gratify it as yet. It could 
be only after yoars of patient industry. And my 
profession was already chosen, a profession that 
fascinated me with its brilliancy and its power, 
and one in which I felt I should succeed. 

A few approved and many discouraged. But 
Iwas independent of approvals or discourage- 
ments. My aunts, who were thoroughly proud 
of me, found no objections to my course. And 
so my destiny was fixed, I should become an 
actress. 

Yes, an actress, not for the fame or wealth I 
should gain, but it was the profession itself that 
Lloved ; loved with all the fervor and the power 
with which I was capable of loving anything. 
I studied earnestly day and night. My art be- 
came a mighty, all-absorbing passion, that left 
room for nothing else. I must either succeed 
gloriously, or fail miserably ; there could be no 
medium. 

One memory, as I have said, I always bore in 
my heart. Captain Dana’s face was one not 
easily forgotten, elee I should have forgotten it 
long ago. But I was not romantic enough to 
suppose thet the real, living face would ever 
come before me again; or if it did, it could be 
nothing to me. 

‘The evening had come when I should make 
my entrance into public life. One of the princi- 
pal characters in a lifelike tragedy was the 
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part assigned to me,a part which required a 
deep, calm, concentrated passion to give it its 
due effect. For the first time in all my life, I 
stood before an audience, assembled to judge me 
according to my meritg. Calm and self-possessed, 
I glanced around at the sea of upturned faces. 
My eyes rested upon one that was not unknown 
to me, a frank, handsome face, that was for an 
instant lighted up by a smile apparently at some 
remark made by a friend. The smile made the 
picture complete; I should have known Captain 
Dana’s face among thousands. 

Now was the time to play my part. I threw a 
life and soul into my acting, that surprised even 
myself. It was like a scene in real life to me, 
and all the passion and the agony I displayed 
were real. As I ended, applause burst from 
every part of the house; applause that almost 
deafened me. Yet my eyes rested only upon one 
spot in that living mass where # face upreared 
itself, upon which an expression of unbounded 
wonder was apparent. 

I had succeeded wonderfully, even where I 
had feared most to fail, and I was safe. A hun- 
dred solicitations for new engagements over- 
whelmed the new star, that had appeared so sud- 
denly in the firmament. But my refusal of all 
offers only increased the wonder of the world. I 
would be free a few days longer before I made a 
second appearance. Like many another I had 
wakened in the morning and found myselffamous, 
and like those others also, when the novelty of 
the thing wore off, I was satisfled with the famo 
T had so suddenly acquired. 

Iwas making such reflections two days after 
my appearance, when a card was brought to me 
with the name “ Captain Alfred Dana,” inscribed 
upon it. If I had been romantic, I should have 
liked that name very much. As it was I went 
down gladly to meet my old friend. I found 
him standing at the window, gazing thoughtfully 
omg, 80 thoughtfully that even my step failed to 
aronse him. He was older-looking, certainly— 
but then everybody grows old with time; but 
there was a care-worn expression upon his face, 
that was new to me. Still I liked the face full 
as well as Thad ever done. He turned round 
and encountered me. 

“I beg your pardon, Miss Earle,” said he, hold- 
ing out his hand, “I was not aware of your 
presence.” 

There certainly was no affectation in this; 
neither had he called with any selfish interest in 
view, as most of the people who had called to 
see me lately had done. Therefore I was sincere 
when I said I was glad to see him. 

“J left you a child,” observed Captain Dana, 


. 





461 


“and I find you a woman, and a very wonderfal 
woman, too. Did you know I had the pleasure 
of witnessing your triumph the other evening ?” 

I could not but be sincere. ‘Yes, I had seen 
him there.” 

“ Indeed !” was the only reply. 

We talked and laughed over his first visit so 
many years ago, and I seized the opportunity to 
thank him for the curiosities he had sent me at 
different times. 

“You know I told you that I shonldn’t forget 
you,” said Captain Dana, laughing; “I sup- 
pose you forgot me long ago.” 

“No, I remembered you,” answered J, 
quietly. 

He looked up instantly and smiled ; that same 
smile hail won my childhood’s heart. Was my 
woman’s heart insensible to it ? 

That evening it rained violently. I stood at 
the window and looked out, but I could see 
nothing; all was darkness. I was thinking 
how a love that had lain smouldering in my 
heart for years, had suddenly burst forth, super- 
seding even the love for my art, which I had 
considered an all-absorbing passion. People 
who said I had no feeling for anything but my 
art, wronged me. I was capable of feeling 
deeply, but I had self-control enough not to dis- 
play what was unnecessary. Therefore, this 
love of mine, which I believed unreturned, my 
proud heart would thrust back, lest it should in- 
terfere with the life I had marked out for 
myself. 

My old habit of building air castles had not 
quite deserted me. It was a good and glorious 
life that I had marked out for my feet to tread, 
and Heaven knows I meant to tread it firmly 
and unshrinkingly. I had carefully counted all 
the pain, and the bitterness, and the weary long- 
ings that would be likely to beset such a lonely 
life as Ihad chosen. Every life has an unwrit- 
ten record of them. Mine, at least, the world 
would never know. I thought how often in 
coming years, I should long to lie down in that 
same little room, as I did that night, and hear 
the rain patter on the roof sbove me. It was 
such pleasant music to soothe onc to sleep. 

The days of another week came and went. 
Captain Dana called to see us often, and [ began 
to esteem his friendship highly. I experienced 
a sort of painful happiness, if any happiness can 
be painful, at seeing constantly one whom I had 
loved, and who was soon to pass from my sight 
forever ; for though not dead to the world, Cap- 
tain Dana would at least be dead to me. 

Thad already accepted a brilliant offer, which 
would oblige me to make my appearance in a 
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distant city. And the very distance I wag to go, 
was an indacement tome. Ishould be removed 
from the sight and sound of earthly things. My 
aunts were to accompany me to my new home, 
and our preparations were alinost completed for 
deaving this old home forever. 

The night before the time fixed for our depar- 
ture, in the dim twilight, I ventured out to bid 
farewell to all the old places. The alder bushes 
were still there, and the berries hung black and 
ripe over the brook. Ata little distance from 
them, on a rude seat under the apple tree, I paused 
to sit down. I caught a glimpse of Captain 
Dama coming towards me. Well, then and 
there would I bid him farewell forever. He was 
evidently troubled about something, and hardly 
spoke to me. I, too, was unusually silent. 

“You «ure going away, then,” said he, at 
fength. 

“ Yes,” I answered, quietly, “I have come to 
bid farewell to all these places which I shall 
leave forever.” 

“Forever is a rash word,” said Captain Dana, 
“<I, too, shall leave soon, but I dare not say 
forever.” 

“Do you sail soon ?” I asked, with increasing 
interest. m 

“Ina month’s time. But Iam weary of these 
voyages.” 

“ Weary! Ah, I never should be weary of 
journeying.” 

“ Alice!” 

T looked up suddenly. 

“ Does not your choxen life strike you as un- 
aatterably lonesome? Have you decided well 1” 

My answer came slowly, “ Yes.” 

“ Alice, bear with me one instant longer. 
Only one more question that I have hitherto de- 
layed because of the agony that I felt sure your 
answer would bring me. But J must and will 
ask itnow. Have I—canI ever hope to have 
any power to alter your decision ?” 

But I neither answered nor moved. Again 
that appeal. 

“ Alice!” 

How was it, that I always was sincere in 
speaking to Captain Dana? From tho depths of 
my heart came the word, “ Yes.” 

And then and there, in utter forgetfulness of 
the glorions life I had chosen, I pledged myself 
forever, and forever was nota rash word. 

I went away, but not to that distant city. I 
have stood, but not alone, upon glorious places 
in other lands. My feet have even trod holy 
ground, and I have seen the sun rise and set 
over the Mount of Olives. Now, in my quiet 
home, with all that is nearand dear to me beside 
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me, and with an ever unfailing trust in the Prov- 
idence that rules all things Yor the best, I write 
this record of MYsBLF. 





A BOY.PIOBURE. 


Here is a good boy-picture. We know the 
original—several of them. They love to get in 
the dirt—they don’t mind about clothes, and 
can’t tell their mothers how they tore them—they 
lose their books coming from school—the cold 
doesn’t affect them—in the spring they play ball, 
and play at marbles in the gutter—in the sum- 
mer they fly kites, and after every circus they 
try standing on their heads. Snow is a delight 
to them, and they pop snow-balls at clever peo- 
ple who don’t look as if they would get cross :— 


“ There's something in a noble boy, 

A brave, free-hearted, careless one, 
With his unchecked, unbidden joy, 

His dread of books and love of fan; 
And in his clear and ruddy smile, 
Unpshaded by a thought of guile, 

‘And unrepressed by sadness; 

Which brings me to my childhood back, 
As If I trod its very track, 
And felt its very gindness.”” 


New York Independent. 





RUSSIAN LEATHER. 


None of the European or American artizans in 
leather have yet been able to produce an article 
equal in quality to that which is sent forth from 
the Russian workshops. Its power in resisting 
decay in damp situations and its freedom from 
the attacks of insects and fungi, are remarkable. 
It is prepared by tanning the skins of calves, 
sheep, and goats with a warm decoction of red 
sanders wood, and afterwards epplyin bya cor 
rying process an empyreamatic oil obtained 
distillation from the bark of the birch tree, whi 
gives it its agreeable odor. The hair is said to 
be loosened by a weak wood-ash lye, of which 
the active principle is carbonate of potash. The 
process of manipulation, as carried on in Russia, 
produces inferior quality when practised in other 
countries.—Scientyic American. 





GOOD ADVICE. 


C. G. Leland, in a recent essay, after speak- 
ing of a poem in which a lady tells her poor loves, 
who proposes marriage, that ‘‘ she will wait for the 
carriage,” says, ‘‘ But don’t wait for tho carriage, 
now don’t! There's a story in Northcote’s Fab! 
of a crane that went fishing, and successively re- 
jected roach, dace, pike arid.salmop, waiting all 
the time for something a little better, and had to 
dine on a spoilt clam after all. And many a lady 
has waited for the carriage,and waited,and waited, 
and had to put up with a poor donkey in the end !” 

Boston Courier. 





WISDOM. 
Love built a stately house; where fortunes came, 
‘And spinving faticies, she was heard to sy 
‘That her fine cobwebs did su; the frame; 
‘Wheress they were sup) yy the rame, 
But Wisdom quickly swept them all away. 


LUCY ATHERTON. 


SONNET. 





BY JOHN &. BAILEY. 





” ‘The woodsman with his sharpened blade 

Hews down the slitdal tree, 

Which. like the Christian meek and staid, 
Forgives its enemy, 

And scatters fragrance on and round 

‘The axe that’s raised to give the wound 

And it destroy. 
The sweetbrier wounds the hasty hand 
‘That's stretched to seise a rose, 


And then sends forth, by sephyr's fanned, ‘ 


Rich perfume on its foes; 

So human life has goods and ills, 

‘Bitter and sweet, and love which thrills 
Our souls with joy. 
——___+4 2-2 _____ 


LUCY ATHERTON. 





BY MARY. A. LOWELL. 





“Down! down! wild heart! cease thy throb- 
bings—let me have peace once more, or let 
me die!” 

“ Hush, hush, Edward,” said a soft voice near 
him, “look for peace where only peace is to be 
found—in a good conscience.” 

“De you, too, accuse me, Adeline?” asked 
the young maz, fiercely. “Little did I think, 





when I came here to-night, that my only sister, 


would throw reproach upon me.” 

“Nor do I, Edward,” said the girl, tenderly. 
“I would not reproach you for the world, but 
think back a few weeks, and try to look upon 
yeur own conduct as if it were another’s; and 
then imagine whether you would have consider. 
ed it right in another man, to Icave an innocent 
girl to be censured by the world, because a vil- 
lain like John Manton reports evil things of her- 
elf and her noble old father. Why, Edward, 
when I see Mr. Delano’s white hairs, and think 
how nearly that wrotch has brought them down 
with sorrow to the grave, I tell you I sometimes 
wish I wes a man, that I might stand up and 
plead for them before the world.” 

As the speaker laid her delicate hand upon her 
brother’s shoulder, she seemed to grow taller, and 
her whole figure to expand, with the emotions 
which filled her young heart. She was a fair, 
slight creature, and might be a little above sev- 
enteen. Her small head was perfect in its shape, 
nd crowned with the most beautiful hair. Hor 
Gne eyes, of a soft, grayish hue, were lighted ap 
with feeling, and her red lips quivered with 
excitement. 

“You battle well, for your friends, Adeline,” 
eaid her brother. “I could almost think that 
Sermen Delano had been telling you the story ef 
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his sister's wrongs, attributing them all to me. 
By Heaven, if you dare to encourage that fellow, 
after what he has said of me, I will never speak 
to you again!” 

Adeline burst into tears. “Edward, you are 
too unjust tome. When did I ever encourage 
Herman Delano? Was it not when you, your- 
self, had brought him to our house, told me he 
was the dearest friend you had in the wide world, 
and said again and again, that you would be 
happy and proud to call him yourbrother? And 
now because John Manton, # creature who is 
stained with vice and infamy, tries to blacken 
with shame a family whose members you have 
known and loved for years, you turn against 
them too. How can you bear to look upon Mary 
Delano’s drooping figure, and pele, spiritless 
countenance, and feel that you have helped 
to quell the beantiful spirit that had 90 trusted 
you? And as I said before, no one could look 
for a moment on Mr. Delano’s white hair and 
noble brow, without feeling that he was immeas- 
urably above the mean souJs around him; and 
believe me, Edward, what he is, his children are 
too—good and noble. There is not a more in- 
nocent creature in the world than Mary; and I 
believe in Herman Delano’s truth, as I believe 
in God, in Nature, ia the Bible! Not more ear- 
nestly do I have faith in the eternal and immu- 
table truth which comes to us from all these, than 
I believe in his virtue and his nobleaess of soul.” 

“You are in earnest, Addie. Would that ° 
you could inspire me with my old faith in the 
family.” i 

“ And so you will be inspired, Edward, when 
this chain of miserable, wretched falsehoods is 
broken. Have I not seen Mr. Delano’s eye flash 
with indignation, when John Manton has come 
into his presence, because he knew him for a 
walking, breathing, living falsehood? Have I ~ 
not seen Mary go away, with a look of sach 
scorn, as might almost have scorched him? And 
if you will foree me to talk of Herman, have I 
not heard such biting sarcasms on his lip, when 
John Manton was present, as to make me know 
and feel, that had he not been a coward, he 
would have resented them ¢” 

“ Woll, Addio, here comes Aunt Lucy, does- 
she knew of this matter ?”” 7 

“Not by my telling, I assure you.” 

“Suppose then, that we lay the case before 
her, and get her epinton. She has had some ex- 
perience of those Mantons, and I should like-to. 
bear whet she weuld say about them.” 

The lady who entered the room where. tie 
brother and sister were, was a majestic-loating 
being. Though somewhat advanced in. life, . 
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she had not yet lost that graceful ease which in 
her youth had characterized Lucy Atherton. 
A severe disappomtment, at that sensitive age 
when “Time goes smiling by, with diamonds 
in his glass,” had but kept her heart in its 
original purity and freshness. Robert Kingman 
lay asleep in his early found grave beneath the 
lime trees of Bermuda, but his image was in 
Lucy Atherton’s heart, as fresh and beautiful as 
on the morning when she saw his white sail recede 
till it became a mere speck on the ocean wave ; 
and henceforth that heart became the repository 
only of things good and pare. She lived only 
by doing good to all who came withir her reach, 
and to none did she dispense her blest inftuence 
more freely, than to these two children of her 
love, Edward and Adeline Atkerton. When the 
sorrow came that destroyed ber young hopes, 
their father took her to his home ; and her presence 
there had proved a blessing and a happiness to 
all within it. 

Edward Atherton and Herman Delano had 
met each other abroad, and they came back to- 
gether. Almost immediately after their return, 
the latter had introduced Edward to his sister, at 
@ concert, and her gentle, innocent manners and 
sweet young face had filled his waking and 
sleeping thoughts. He had taken his only sister, 
Adeline, to visit her, and his attachment te her 
was well known in the circles where both families 

, Visited. Herman Delano liked his friend’s sister, 
as one would like a playful and beautiful child. 
Ife did not comprehend the depths of her heart 
and understanding. She was a noble-! 


girl—passionate, when roused, but with all gen- 4 


erous emotions springing up at the slightest 
sense of wrong to another. 

John Manton was distantly related to the 
Athertons. He was an only child, wayward, 
and ofaviolent temper. His father, dying before 
he was quite of age, left him and his large prop- 
erty in charge of Mr. Atherton ; a charge he un- 
willingly accepted. His own children were then 
very young, and he felt that young Manton’s in- 
fluence on his son might be very injurious. But 
it was his friend’s dying request that he would 
save John from the consequences of a defective 
training, and, pitying his distress at leaving him, 
he promised. 

As Edward grew up, he was within the sphere 
of John Manton a great deal more than Mr. 
Atherton liked. John was independent in a 
moneyed sensa; and as Mr. Atherton, when his 
charge over him had ceased, could not welldeny 
him his house, he soon tried to initiate Edward 
iato ways which his father disapproved. It was 
therefore a great pleasuré to Mr. Atherton, when 
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the business of the firm in which he had placed 
his son required some one to go to Europe for 
several months ; and his only care now was to 
keep Manton, if possible, from accompanying 
him, which he half-resolvéd to do. 

It was on Edward’s return, that John Manton 
first saw Mary Delano; and he determined 
then, that he would win her in spite of Edward 
Atherton’s evident attachment to her. He be-. 
sieged her with presents which she refased, with 
letters that she returned; and the innocent girl, 
unable to disguise her feelings, showed him in 
every way how much she disliked and despised 
him, and his aimless, objectless life, devoted only 
to luxury and dissipation. 

Stung to the quick, he took measures to be 
revenged ; and, step by step, he accomplished 
his object. Mary’s father had been very rich, 
but was now reduced in circumstances ; so that 
he felt no compunction in ruining the character 
ofapoorman. John Manton had a great regard 
for wealthy poople; but here was a fair field, 
and even Herman Delano was not greatly feared 
by him, although he had cowered once or twice 
under the clear, honest gaze of Herman’s eye. 

So it was not long before reports were circu- 
lated, involving the father’s honesty and the 
daughter’s innocence ; for Manton found willing 
tools to do his bidding, and the stories gained 
ground every day, until Mary began to notice 
that some of her acquaintances passed her by 
without recognizing her; and her father went to 
his daily toil in a bank, where he received a mere 
pittance, meeting people who turned coldly away 
without speaking. 

Through one of her father’s servants, whom 
John Manton had often tried to employ in his 
schemes against the Delanoes, Adeline Atherton 
learned enough to make her suspect that the re- 
ports that soon reached her ear, originated it 
Manton’s revengeful temper; and she imparted 
her suspicions to Mary and her father. 

Edward had been absent some weeks on busi- 
ness, and, on his retarn, was met by a friend 
who, not knowing how he stood with the family, 
related all he had heard. 

Edward was like a madman when he returned 
to his father’s house ; and not all Adeline’s rep- 
resentations could induce him to do justice in 
his heart to the injured family. He had such a 
nice sense of honor, that he could not bear to 
have even the name of the woman he loved spoken 
in public places. How was it then when that 
name was coupled with. dishonor and John 
Manton in the same breath! How was it, when 
he saw her pass along the street, with her white- 
haired father by her side, and heard from vulgar 
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lips the scornful jest, and marked the cruel sneer 
that followed them ! 

Again he retarned to Adeline for sympathy. 
Young as she was, she proved stronger and firm- 
cr than her brother; he was subdued to the weak- 
ness of a child, and could not even struggle 
against the new sorrow which had come upon 
him ; or the rage which possessed him. Adeline 
had not breathed a word to her aunt; and when 
that lady entered she was amazed at her nephew’s 
appearance. His face was worn and haggard, 
and his eyes swollen and blood-shot. 

“Keep calm, children,” were her first words, 
“YT will ferret out this abominable falsehood. 
Let no one stir in the matter but myself.” 

Do not think, fora moment that Aunt Lucy 
was a bustling, fidgetty sort of person, concern- 
ing herself, as a matter of curiosity, in people’s 
affairs of the heart. Far from it. She breathed 
serener airs into every household within her in- 
fiuence. She was calm and dignified, dispens- 
ing advice only where her gentle ways had in- 
duced men and women to ask it; and the radest 
and roughest grew softer end more civilized in 
her presence. 

Chance seemed to favor her present determin- 
ation. She had dearly loved the gentle Mary 
Delano, for no one came nearer her idea of what 
swoman should be. Mary’s father was her true 
friend also, and she would have sacrificed much 
to free from any suspicion the parent of one #0 
dear to her as Mary. 

No one, not even Mary, knew that Mr. Delang 
had offered himself and his fortune, in the days 
of his prosperity, to Aunt Lucy. It was in the 
first year of his bereavement, and Lucy Ather- 
ton was more shocked than flettered at the idea 
of s0 soon being asked to fill the place of her 
deceased friend ; for, although the younger mem- 
bers of the family were unknown to each other 
until Edward’s European tour, she, at least, was 
no stranger to the Delanoes. Still, the refusal 
with which she had pained and mortified the 
father, had caused 8 cessation of intercourse, 
which continued until the brother’s intimacy 
commenced with Edward. She had looked on 
+ with pleasure, and watched the progress which 
Addie was making towards loving Herman Del- 
ano; for she felt that the son was following the 
footsteps of the father; and she knew that the 
motherless girl would need just such a protector 
ashe would be to her. ~ 

The evening on which the conversation be- 
tween Edward and his sister took place was 
pleasant and serene, and Aunt Lucy determined 
t enjoy it to the utmost. She was fond of lonely 
walks, and she bent her steps toward « green 
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Jane skirted by magnificent oaks, which had 
been the scene, to her, of many rambles with 
him from whom she had been so early divided. 
She had gained the summit of a hill which over- 
looked a scene of surpassing beauty, and her 
thoughts had been turned away from the subject 
occupying them when she left the house, when, 
looking down into the little valley, she saw John 
Manton walking hastily over the path she had 
just passed. She watched him until he entered a 
small cottage which stood helf-hid among the 
trees, 

Presently he came ont, accompanied by & 
young girl, whom Aunt Lucy knew to be Bessie 
Hartley, the daughter of the owner of the small 
house. David Hartley was a wood-catter; had 
always lived at the entrance of this forest, and his 
daughter kept house forhim. She was a plump, 
fresh, good-looking maiden, and had been en- 
gaged to half the young farmers round the vil- 
lage, but she would not hear of being married 
to any one of them. And she carried off the 
palm as village coquette. 

Miss Atherton saw the pair stop, and supposed. 
that John Manton had been employing her in 
her occupation of straw-braider, for she noticed 
that he wore a large straw hat ; and she saw him 
give her moncy, as she thought, when he parted 
from her at the entrance of the wood. 

Sauntering back, through the pathway that 
led from the woods, he passed behind the rock 
against which Miss Atherton had seated herself, 
reading a letter as he walked. Still concealed 
from his view, she heard him say, “ Why, Her- 
man Delano is a fool, to believe that he can‘touch 
any one that talks about his father.” A few 
minutes after, she again heard him mutter some- 
thing about Bess being a good girl, if she did 
not lie to him so confoundedly ; and then he 
wound up with a half-expressed threat of revenge 
upon Mary. He started when he saw her, and 
for a moment seemed disconcerted ; but recover- 
ing his ueaal assurance, he accosted her with a 
pleasant good evening, and passed on. 

“Hope that old maid did not hear me,” said: 
he, almost before he got out of hearing. 

Aunt Lucy felt that she had some clue to the 
stories that were circulated in the neighborhood, 
and she arose from her seat, intending to go 
round by Hartley’s, and talk with Bessie, if pos- 
sible. In doing this, she could pass by Mr. Del- 
ano’s house, and in passing, she saw Mary at 
the window. 

Mary flew to tho door and called to her friend ; 
and Lucy Atherton, blushing and excited, entered 
Mr. Delano’s house for the first time. Mary, 
who did not know the cause of her friend’s ex- 
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eitement, could not account for the tremor she 
yaanifested. The room was shaded, and she did 
not see that another person sat in the dim twi- 
light. It was Mr. Delano. He recognized her, 
and came forward to greet her. Spite of her ha- 
Ditual serenity, Miss Atherton trembled as Mr. 
Telano pressed her hand. 

“ This is kind in you, Miss Atherton,” he said, 
but Lucy did not hear his words, for her eyvs 
were fixed upon the white locks which were so 
black wheh he had asked her to be his wifo. 

She murmured some indistinct sentences, in 
which troubled tones might be distinguished, 
and seated herself in a dim corner; but Mary 
dragged her out, and would bring her into the 
light and show her their beautifal Provence 
roses, and the splendid carnations which Herman 
had brought her from English gardens; and 
this brought the afternoon to a close. 

When Aunt Lucy rose to go, Mary playfully 
tossed her bonnet on her head, and prepared to 
accompany her. Mr. Delano rose also and took 
his hat. On the steps they met Herman, who 
turned back with them; and as he took Mary’s 
hand under his arm, he whispered in her ear, 
«“ Let fathor for once, wait on a lady home.” 

They walked on silently at first, but before 
they parted, Mr. Delano had said, “ Miss Ather- 
ton, I once asked you to be my wife, and you 
refused. I thought you proud and haughty 
then, but God knows how thankful Iam now, 
that a wife does not share my poverty, nor feel 
the dishonor that has fallen upon my name.” 

“You distress me, Mr. Delano, by referring to 
the past. If, by conquering the feeling that I was 

@teking the placdé-of my belpved friend too soon, 
I had become your wife, do you think eo meanly 
of me, as that I would not have borne my part 
obeerfully in any burden you might have been 
called to bear? Believe me, it was not pride, 
but a tender feeling towards the dead, that influ- 

* enced me—” She stopped short, for she felt 
that she was commnitting herself. 

“Say that once more, my friend! It is long 
since I heard such words from mortal lips, of ten- 
derness for me and mine. And yet,” he added, 
mournfally, ‘“ they come too Inte, too late.” 

Suddenly Aunt Lucy dropped his arm, as a 
thought which seemed too great for utterance 
filled her mind, but she made an effort to repress 
it, and bidding him good night, she went in, and, 
in five minwégs, was locked within her room. 
She opened her window and inhaled the smell 
of the roses, and looked up at the quiet stars. 
Her thoughts went back to the time when Mr. 
Delano had asked her to share bis fortune ; and 
her resolution was formed. 
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“T have wealth enough for both—for all,” she 
said, “and I will shareit with him. If he anffers 
in public opinion now, from falsehoods that 
others have disseminated, how better can they be 
refuted, than by my showing I disbelieve them ? 
Surely, they will not think,” she added, proudly, 
“that Lucy Atherton would marry a man whose 
name could truly be dishonored.” 

There was true heroism in Lucy Atherton’s re- 
solve,for not yet had her early love been forgotten. 
But she stood so much upon her own approba- 
tion, and so little upon that of the world, that she 
feared not to do what some women might not 
dare. She did not sleep much that night; and 
early next morning, Mr. Delano received a note 
from her, which ran thus : 

“know that what I am abont to write, would 
be looked at with astonishment by some, and 
with contempt by many. Let that pass. Lonce 
received an offer of your hand, and, as I told you, 
I refused it because I onget it too soon after 
my friend’s death. I looked back, too, to an 
early grave, where laid the beloved of my youth- 
ful days. But for other reasons, which 1 do not 
choose to speak of, I will say, that if your heart 
is unchanged, if you still believe that Lucy Ath- 
erton can be to you, in any degree, what Mary 
Trevor was, I will be to you all that I can.” 

After despatching this note, Lucy Atherton 
walked down to the edge of the woods to see 
Bessie Hartley. She saw the girl, watching ap- 
parently for some one, and entering into conver- 
sation with her, she soon gained her confidence. 
In half an hour, yielding to Lucy’s gentle words 
and manner, Bessie had told her of John Man- 
ton’s promise to herself and her father, that if 
they would report certain things respecting Mary 
Delano, he would marry Bessie in six months. 
Bessie wept bitterly when Lucy kindly told her 
how utterly unlikely such a marriage could be, 
and described to her what a character John Man- 
ton was. She told her how wicked she had been, 
to injure a family so good antl kind as the Dela- 
noes, and begged her to expose the falsehood, 
assuring her that she should come to no harm. 
Her suggestions prevailed with the poor girl, as 
soon as she could be made to see John Manton 
in his true light, and she promised to repair the 
wrong, if possible. * * * 

Lucy Atherton was married — married in 
church, openly, before the assembled Sabbath 
congregation. No one knew but herself and her 
husband, how it was brought about, bat every 
one seemed pleased; and Mr. Delano, despite 
his whitened hair, looked more youthfal than he 
had done for years. Two years afterwards, a 
double wedding’was célebrated in the same 
place, and the happiness of each and all was 
gratefully attzibnted to Aunt Lucy. 
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PHE VISION IN THE NIGHT. 





‘BY WILLIE &. PazoR. 





‘My hand was on my forehead pressed; 
My mind, in thought’s majestic car 
Was whirling to the realms afar, 

Through avenues of dire unrest. 


‘My heart was throbbing quick and warm; 
Pulsating as if on my face 
The fever-demon held its place, 

And kept wild revel through my form. 


Faded the pictures from the wall, 
And vanished from their dusty shelves 
The books whose writers traced themselves 
Therein. And though I did not call 


‘There came in stately march to me 
The mighty of the elder world; 
‘On me their fiery glance they hurled, 
And asked me why I bent the knee. 


I cowered as if in disgrace; 
Thad no heart to ask “‘ how long,” 
Or what the mission of the throng 

‘That filled the arches of the place. 


In my dumb awe I did not see 
How on each forehead there did shine 
‘The words that were to be a sign 

‘To all the outer world through me. 


The lessons that the past did teach, 
My atabborn heart refused to read, © 
‘Wo single symbol did I heed 

By which the human heart to reach. 


8p all was lost, and when again 
I trod the outer world, no sign 
Showed I had Jearned « truth digjne, 
My stubborn heart would not retain. 
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“Alas for the rarity 
Of Christian charity 


“Waat a zealous champion you are, Ger- 
trade,” said her cousin, Grace Arlington. “See, 
Mr. Butterfly, her eyes dilate, her cheek is 
flashed, her lip trembles, and all because we 
choose to indulge in a bit of scandal at the ex- 
pense of her protege. Take care, young lady, 
one shoald not ruin one’s selfin endeavoring to 
reform unknown gentlemen.’ Whatdo you say, 
Mr. Butterfly?” 

The gentleman addressed, who sat twirling his 
watchchain around his fingers, replied, in a 
conceited manner : y 

“ &h, Mies Glenhem, bettah ‘eed the advice 
of Miss Grace; « young lady's character is 
extremely delicate—'pon my honor ‘us:” 
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Gertrude Glenhem turned toward Broomfield 
Butterfly with a face flashing scom and con- 
tempt, which plainly said, who are you, thas to 
intrade your advice? Then as if repressing her 
indignation, she replied bitterly : 

“Yes, a lady, be she ever so delicate, may as- 
sociate with a young man if he has only a stand- 
ing in society ; that is to say, if all the respect- 
able men and women in the community uphold 
him in his’ iniquity; but if a man chances to be 
unfortunate in life, and claims your sympathy 
and assistance, then, surely, virtue draws her 
immaculate garments closely around her for fear 
of contamination, upon the principle that when 
aman commences going down hill, it’s always’ 
praiseworthy to render him a little assistance.” 

“You're a brave pleader for so fair a one,” 
said Mr. Butterfly, in a tone of sarcastic raillery. 

Gertrude rose to take her departure; she 
would deign no farther reply, when a pleasant 
old gentleman, with a merry twinkle playing 
around his eyes, issned from an adjoining room 
where he had evidently overheard the conversa- 
tion which was passing between his daughter 
Grace and her morning caller, Mr. Butterfly.” 
Holding out his hands to prevent Gertrude’s 
escape, he cried: 

“ There, my bird, I’ve caught you, now tell 
me, pretty one, what troubles you ?” . 

Gertrude raised an imploring look to her 
uncle’s face, from out her tearful eyes, but he 
obstinately would not allow her to pass. 

“Dear Uncle Joshua,” said she, at length, 
beseechingly, “do let this unpleasant subject 
drop. It was very foolish in me to notice it.” 

“Not so foolish perhaps, child,” replied he, 
good humoredly ; “but tell me who is the young 
man in question, you can at least reply to that?” 

“Ah, papa, to relieve my consin’s embarrast- 
ment, I will answer for her,” said Grace, with a 
sneer. “It’s no less a personage than young’ 
Gray Fletcher, who has recently come to towa, 
hang out & newly-painted sign as‘ Attorney and 
Counsellor at Law ;’ but is unfortunately followed 
by reports which seem likely to ruin his success 
in business. How he can have ewakened such 
an interest in Gertrude is beyond my compre- 
hension. To be sare, he’s a noble looking 
youth, but vice hides itself under the mést’ 
pleasing forms,” she added in a voice of virtuous 
warning. 

Perhaps,” said Butterfly, in an undertone, 
“they may have met in their moonlight walks.” 

“ Who knows bat the old elm is their tryating 
place?” replied Grace, in the same tone. 

“ And has Gertrude not a right to defend the 
young man ?” inquired Mr. Abingten. 
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“An undoubted right, sir,” replied Butterfly, 
smiling aside to Miss Grace. 

“T think she uttered a very true remark just 
now, young man, that when a person com- 
mences going down hill, enough stand ready to 
give him a kick,” replied Mr. Abington, with 
considerable severity. ‘Pray tell me,” he con- 
tinued, “has Gray Fletcher a fine personal ap- 
pearance, moustaches, and the like, that interfere 
with any one’s plans ; or has he not lavished his 
attentions enough upon the feminine portion of 
community to ensure a good word from them ?” 

“‘T have never scen him, papa, neither do I 
wish to,” said immaculate virtue, in the person 
of Miss Grace. 

“ And I regard him rather dubiously,” said 
Mr. Butterfly, ‘as if he were a die-away echo; 
his face, or so much of it as was visible, assam- 
ing a delicate roseate hue. : 

“« Come here, Gertrude, my dear, and tell me 
why you've taken so great an interest in the per- 
son in question,” said Mr. Abington, his coun- 
tenance relaxing into a sunny smile. 

“I’m not aware of being so very deeply in- 
terested, uncle, as I know nothing personally of 
him; I heard him quite generally discussed at 
the school of scandal, versus the sewing society.” 

“ And did Miss Tittle say he was a very im- 
moral youth?” said Mr. Abington, with a mock 
sanctimonious air. 

“Worse than that,” replied Gertrude, laugh- 
ing, “she said she hardly dared think, much less 
say, the terrible things she had heard of him.” 

“ And probably, Gertrude, within the next five 
minutes, she rehcarsed the whole story, with 
embellishments to order, and her heart ached 
that it was no worse. These women are strange 
animals,” concluded Uncle Joshua, with a sly 
wink, and shako of the head. 

“Strange animals indeed,” repeated Gertrude. 
“Do you know, uncle, I think there’s hardly a 
worthy woman in the world ?” 

“Not quite so bad as that, I hope, child, 
though to confess thetrath, women are strangely 
going out of fashion, and ladies of nondescript 
manufacture take their place. But you haven’t 
yet told me why you take so great an interest in 
Gray Fletcher. Come, young lady, own up; 
don’t think to cheat your old uncle, own up.” 

“Well, Father Confessor,” replied Gertrude, 
laughing—but not however until she had assured 
herself that her Cousin Grace and the Butterfly 
had flown to more congenial quarters—“in the 
first place, he’s a young man, and just com- 
mencing business, and should be encouraged; 
secondly, if he endeavors to do well here, why 
should past follies be raked up and hurled in his 
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face, leaving him no chance for that repentance 
he may be so ardently desiring? And thirdly, 
is it not better to believe good of a person until 
you are forced to do otherwise ?” 

«Where’s the fourthly, Gertie?” 

“Well, fourthly, uncle, every one seems 
against him, and it strikes me he should have at 
least one defender.” 

“ Your heart’s in the right place, are you sure 
of it?” 

“Yes, Uncle Joshua, anatomically and affec- 
tionally,” replied Gertrude, laughing. 

“It doesn’t go pitipat when you hear his name 
mentioned ?” 

“No, but beats as coolly as now, hear it—ono, 
two, three, isn’t that slow and regular ?” 

“You're all right, never were in love, I sup- 
pose, never had any flirtations, you’re above all © 
this fol-de-rol. Yes, Gertrude, you're a right 
sensible woman, upon my soul; you're the first 
genuine article I’ve seen this many a day. A 
weak fellow always enlists the sympathy of a 
woman, and the deeper a youngster sinks in sin, 
the more anxious she is to draw him out. Don’t 
I know, child ; dida’t Ihave a mother who clung 
to me, years and years ago, through scenes 
which would make your young cheek pale? I’m 
Judge Abington now, Gertie, people seem to 
have forgotten my early misdeeds. It’s wonder- 
fal how money and influence help that thing 
along. “But let me tell you, the remembrance of 
my youthful follies has left a tender spot in my 
old heart. I don’t look at a chap now, and say, 
you've sinne@ and you may go to tophet for all 
Icare. If I can, I give him a cheery word or 
two, and a cordial slap on the back, and try to 
set him all right again.” 

“O, uncle, but you are so good and kind.” 

“Don’t tell me that, you little minx,” said 
Uncle Joshua, a tear-drop glistening in his eye. 
“I believe my soul you're going to kiss me, run 
away, you’ll tread on my gouty toe.” 

Gertrude declared over and over she had not 
the slightest idea of committing such an attack ; 
but her uncle, after ordering her to a distant 
part of the room, continued : 

“Now, young lady, how are wo going to help 
this persecuted youth? That’s the practical 
part of it, for I assure you, if he’s fallen into the 
hands of the tea-loving part of the community, 
they'll never rest till he’s stripped of his virtues 
as dry as a picked chicken bone.” 

“0, uncle!” 

“You may ‘O, uncle,’ as much as you please, 
it’s just as I say, some people had by half rather 
believe evil of a person than good, that’s the 
world’s charity ; you’ye heard of the weather's 
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being as cold as charity when it was right freez- 
ing times, haven’t you?) What do you think, 
child, couldn’t I ran in and see the young man, 
have a little business, so that he wouldn’t mis- 
trast me? J could tell what he was in a twink- 
ling. I'm shrewd, you know; if I find he’s got 
one good trait, I’ll put him in the way to have 
more. Wont Judge Abington’s name go a little 
way towards silencing the scandal of the town?” 

Gertrude’s expressive countenance indicated 
the pleasure she felt at this unlooked for 
assistance. 

“Uncle Joshua,” she said, “I know you'll be 
blessed for your kindness to others.” 

“ My kindness, you young fiatterer, shall I be 
doing more than my duty? Hang me, doesn’t 
the Bible teach Christian forgiveness? Don’t 
I sin semi-occasionally myself? We pray, for- 
give us our trespasses as we forgive others; 
bless you, child, if God took us at his word, and 
extended his charity and forgiveness no further 
than most of his creatures, where should we 
land at last? I tremble to think of it. There 
isn’t much heart work now-a-days. I think 
anatomists must find that organ small, if indeed 
they find it at all.” 

“ Bat, uncle, you’re unusually severe to-day.” 

“T’ve seen enough of the world to make me 
severe; I’m behind the scenes. I notice all the 
wire-pallers by which worldly people are influ- 
enced, and made to turn this way and that, like 
jumping jacks. But good morning, my dear, 
you're so agreeable and sensible I should have 


spent the morning with you, had not the ticking. 


of my watch at this moment reminded me that 
“time and tide wait forcoman.’” Hers, with o 
comical bow he left the room ; but not the hall, 
until he had popped in his head upon Gertrude, 
to inform ner that he would see to her young 
man during the day. 





The deepening twilight threw shadows over 
the lonely office tenanted by Gray Fletcher. It 
would have been dreary enough, had not the 
setting sun sent a warm, cheering glow through 
an opened blind. The golden beams momen- 
tarily flushed the young man’s face, then fading 
away, left him-pale and sad as before. He was 
seated before a low desk, upon which lay a 
weighty volume of the law. A dry pen by the 
side of an unopened inkstand, together with the 
general appearance of the room, indicated that 
business had not been very brisk for that day at 
least. 

“O, dear,” said he at length, to himself, press- 
ing his hand npon his forehead, ‘four weeks, 
and I’ve not received asingle call. There’s my 
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sign, newly painted, no one seems to notice it. 
I can’t live without work. Let me see, just two 
dellars in my poecket-book, all I own in the 
world, and ne prospect of getting more. Nota 
very flattering state of things; and yet I’ve 
heard it said that God will help those who try to 
help themselves. I’m losing faith in that, fer 
baven’t I tried to help myself sinco—” 

“Since what?” inquired a voice within him. 
Here the young man uttered a deep groan. 

“Since I exiled myself from friends and 
home, and became to the world a vagabond and 
awanderer. O,1 see how it is, I’m branded, 
yes, with the seal of Cain. Can it be possible?” - 
He uttered these words in a low, startled voice. 
“Ts it possible that my past sins follow me to 
this quiet place? It seems to me I’ve noticed 
within a week or two, that some have leered cu- 
riously at me, young Dow in particular. I’ve 
fancied, too, they shrank from me as the virtuous 
shrink from the erring. If 80, O, my God, 
whither shall I flee ?” 

At this moment his distress became insupport- 
able, and seizing his hat he rushed into the open 
air. One by one, the gentle stars stole out, and 
twinkled lovingly above. Then the moon 
poured forth a flood of mellowed radiance, even 
upon him, poor and forsaken as he was by the 
world, yet net by God; not by the living, 
breathing, natural world. The flowers shrank 
net from his touch, but raised their fair and 
blushing faces to meet his gaze, and shed their 
perfume even upen his way. There scemed a 
soothing influence rising from the great heart of 
nature, which met and sympathized, and calmed 
his troubled soul. He turned to walk upon a 
rural bridge which led from the town. Tho 
moon threw her rays sparkling down upon the 
stream as though ten thousand spirits had cast 
the feathers from their silvery wings upon its 
surface. He gazed upon the lovely scene. There 
seemed a voice within him to say, “‘ Gray Fletch- 
er, you have sinned, but go—by a lifetime of 
virtue make ‘atonement for that sin! Live a 
better man, and God will help you.” He turned 
back to his office ; a new spirit appeared to have 
taken possession of him. He was a calmer, 
better, more hopeful man. 

“ Ah,” he said, “it’s hard to suffer for the 
sins of a reckless youth, but I’ll not be broken- 
hearted. I'll live it down, with God's help.” 
And dashing a tear from his burning cheek, he 
seated himself before an open volume of Black- 
stone. A moment he pored over its pages, but 
was quickly aroused by the footsteps of some one 
approaching his room. “What,” thought he, 
* is it possible I’m about to have a client.” His 
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heart and hopes rose higher and higher within 
him, as the new-comer neared his office, and 
when, indeed a rap sammoned him to the deor, 
he was almost breathless with excitement. 

“‘ How do you do ?” inquired a pleasant voice. 
“T suppose this must be Mr. Fletcher, whom I 
address.” 

“ Yes, sir, take a seat, sir; you have the ad- 
vantage of me. I could not call you by name, 
although I think I’ve seen you before ” 

“ Abington, sir, a brother lawyer,’ replied 
Judge Abington, for he it was, who had thus 
suddenly made his appearance. 

“Ah, sir,” returned Gray Fletcher, with a 
flash of glad surprise, “‘ Judge Abington, whose 
office is but a few steps from here.” 

“The same,” replied the judge, “and I want 
to get you, if possible, that is if you’ve not al- 
ready too much business on your handg, to ac- 
company me to Ludlow. Court sets to-morrow, 
and being pretty full just now, I'd like an assist- 
ant for a few days.” 

Gray Fletcher could hardly articulate a reply 
for pleasure, but hastily checking himself, lest 
too great willingness would imply scarcity of 
work at home, replied slowly : 

“Let me see, to-morrow, no, I’m not busy 
to-morrow, and shall be able to attend to your 
wishes, with many thanks for your kind 
preference.” 

“No matter about that, Mr. Fletcher, I know 
by my own experience that young lawyers are 
not usually very much hurried by business the 
first few months, therefore I ventured to call 
upon you.” 

“And for which I’m greatly obliged, Judge 
Abington, for to confess the truth, business has 
not yet been very brisk with me.” A cloud of 
sadness gathered upon the forehead of Gray, 
bat was.quickly dispelled by the pleasant voice 
of Mr. Abington, who, rising to leave, cordially 
extended his hand to Mr. Fletcher, and fixing 
his gray eyes upon him, said cheeringly : 

“Don’t be discouraged, young man, success 
doesn’t come in an hour; keep up a stout heart, 
and if you need a good word spoken for you, 
just send over to me, perhaps I can lend a help- 
ing hand—like to give a young man a start. 
Have been through the mill; hang it, it’s hard, 
but it grinds out good qualities, though. Good 
day, good day, my young friend.” With these 
kind words Mr. Abington bustled out of the 
room, leaving Gray Fletcher in a maze of 
bewilderment. 

What could all this mean, he thought, as soon 
as his scattered senses would allow him to think. 
‘Why it seemed like a dream: Judge Abington, 
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the leading man of the town, had paid him a 
visit, and actually engaged his services. Poor 
youth, he was overcome with mingled feelings of 
joy and grafitude, and leaning his head upon 
his hands, he wept. Yes, man that he was, he 
wept. So susceptible is the heart of man to 
kindness. After tho first emotions of surprise 
and pleasure had fled, his mind passed into a 
state of sober reflection. 

“ Judge Abington’s visit will give me a start 
directly,” thought he. ‘There’s young Dow, 
who has been trying to injure me for the last 
week, and who has treated me so contemptuous- 
ly, will notice and wonder at my being at court 
with the judge; and if the judge can patronize 
me, others will.” 

Ah, how much tenderer, and more hopeful 
was his heart now than it had previously been. 
If he had done wrong, how deeply he repented of 
it, and promised to himself and his God, over 
and over, that he would never prove himself un- 
worthy the confidence Mr. Abington had repoxed 
in him. He was not a vagabond now, all the 
confidence of happier days revived, and Gray 
Fletcher stood erect in the nobility of manliness ; 
a sinner, but repentant. Marvellous indeed, in 
their effect were the words of kindness which had 
been spoken. He moved briskly around his lit- 
tle room ; took down a cost that had seen better 
days, brushed it, and hanging it upon the back 
of a chair, viewed it from every possible direc- 
tion: after due deliberation he concluded it 
would pass muster, as indeed it must, for where 

ould a new one comefrom? His hat, too, was 
burnished and reburnished, until the nap seemed 
in danger of suffering serious injury; for, seem- 
ingly unmindful of his work, he labored away 
vigorously for many minutes, as if at every 
stroke he were brushing a load of care away. 

But while Gray Fletcher’s soul was filled to 
the brim with joy and thankfulness, little Miss 
Tittle, a spinster, who occupied a dwelling op- 
posite the office, was engaged in a strange won- 
derment as to the whys and wherefores of Judge 
Abington’s visit. 

“ Who ever heard of such a thing ?” said she, 
to her confidential friend, Hannah. “If the 
judge haint been in that office this long time, and 
he comes down all smiles. What on earth does 
it mean? He knows Gray Fletcher's a forger, 
doesn’t he? If not, some one ought to tell him 
of it. Fletcher shouldn’t be countenanced by 
virtuous people ; he ought to be made to feel that 
the way of transgressors is hard. What, Han- 
nah, do you suppose I’d be seén speaking to a 
forger?” And she raised her eyes to heaven, 
expressive of virtuous indignation. 
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“ Well, Sarah,” replied Hannah, “you know 
the judge never had much principle in such 
matters. Don’t youremember that girl that was 
around town trying to get sewing, and that 
looked so pale and sad? No one helped her, 
you know ; why should they, every one said she 
was a ruined girl? Well, what does the judge 
do but send her to his sister, and told her if she 
hadn’t any one else to look to, she might depend 
upon him; and then the little hypocrite cried, 
and said she was so thankfal, and she’d always 
been alone in the world, and never'd had a 
friend, and made such « fuss that the jadge 
cried too, and pretty times they had. I guess 
Mrs. Abington and Grace wished the girl was in 
the bottom of the Red Sea. I heard all the 
news from Sarah Rankin, that done plain sewing 
atthe house. It’s my opinion the judge is an old 
fool, and I shall believe it, too, if he takes any 
notice of Gray Fletcher—the vagabond. If I 
was a man I’d ride him ont of town.” 

What Gray Fletcher had done to provoke the 
ine of the spinsters in question, was anknown, 
unless, perhaps, he had neglected to return the 
oglings and smirks which they had lavished upon 
him from an opposite window. But certain it 
was, if Judge Abington was disposed to assist 
him, the maidens felt in duty bound to counteract 
his kindncss, so far aslay in their power. And, 
gentle reader, no one can tell what may be ac- 
complished, when a tongue is pat in motion, to 
which in swiftness, a trip-hammer bears no 
comparison. 

“ What the deuce does it mean?” said young 
Dow, to a friend with whom he was walking. 
“ Last week at court, who was there with the 
judge but that notorious Gray-Fletcher? The 
jadge knows him, for didn’t I take special pains 
to inform his daughter, Grace, all I knew upon 
the subjuct? And I was pretty correctly 
informed.” 

Dow had forgotten at the time the five hun- 
dred dollars bail his own poor father had been 
obliged to give for him. Bat then that matter 
had been hushed up, as good luck would have 
it; and he felt only the more obliged to hold up 
as a warning, all sinning fellow-men. Passing 
strange that those who live in glass houses will 
throw stones. But in spite of Dow, and all 
other malicious scandalisms, Fletcher’s star was 
evidently in the ascendant. The judge, to tell 
the truth, liked the young man, and was bent on 
doing him a good tarn. 

“« Well, Gertie, I’ve seen your young man,” 
said Mr. Abingtbn, as he entered the room 
where she was sitting, after his interview with 

Gray Fletcher. 
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“ And what do you think of him?’ inquired 
she, anxiously. 

“ Think of him, chick! O, he’s an old scape- 
grace.” 

Gertrude’s countenance saddened. 
he was really unworthy ?” she replied. 

“Come here, yousg lady,” said her uncle, 
holding out both hands to her ; “ now tell me, is 
all your anxiety pure, sheer disinterestedness ?”” 

“Pray, what else could it be, uncle? Can’ta 
woman have sympathy and charity without be- 
ing in love? Isn’t there such a thing as mercy 
in the world? 0, if I were an artist, I’d paint 
Mercy as an angel, pleading before Justice for'a 
sinner, uptil the tear should glisten in the eye of 
Justice, and every sia be washed away and for- 
gotten, and encircling the whole I’d have en- 
graven in letters of burning gold, ‘Forgive us 
our trespasses.’ ”” 

“ Why, really,” yawned out Grace. 

“Don’t make a fool of yourself, Gertrude,” 
said the sharp Mrs. Abington. 

“ Did any one ever know Gertrude Glenhem 
to make a fool of herself?” interrupted the judge. 
“No, I feel indebted to her for her good sense ; 
she has put me in the way of doing a most 
charitable deed.” 

“Taking care of another crazy Jane, and 
making yourself the laughing stock of the 
town ?” retorted his wife. 

“ Yes, papa,” interposed Miss Grace, “Mr. 
Batterfly said you were a very kind gentleman, 
but unfortagately had some marvellous eccen- 
tricities, such as spending your breath upon that 
miserable girl who came here for sewing.” 

“Poor Mr. Butterfly,” replied the judge, with 
acomic, tender air, “it wouldn’t take much to 
rub the gay coloring from off his wings; per- 
haps he isn’t aware that it’s generally known he 
professed at one time a tender regard for the 
poor girl in question, and afterwards jilted her. 
I think likely he feels sensitive about it. Don’t 
wonder—” 

“0, papa, I’m ashamed of you.” r 

“ Ashamed of me! hang it, you’d better by 
half be ashamed of Mr. Butterfly. But come, 
Gertie, I’ve seen Gray Fletcher, and he’s a fine 
young man. Didn’t I notice a tear standing in 
his eye when I offered to take him to court? La, 
he couldn’t but just thank me ; and deuce take it, 
wasn’t my own voico so husky I could hardly. 
speak? §o I bustled off in ahurry ; but I knew 
T left a happier heart behind me, and to such an 
old cove as 1 am that was some consolation.” 

“ And are you really going to take him to 
court ?”’ inquired Grace, with horror. 

“ Really going to take him, and why not?” 


“Then 
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“0, Mr. Abington, you'll be the rain of our 
family yet,” replied his wife. 

“ And who’s been the building of the family, 
if I haven’t?” said the judge, slyly winking. 

“ Bat, papa, dear papa, he’s a forger; I had 
it from young Dow.” 

“So much the more reason why he should go 
to court to-morrow ; in fact, that’s the very reason 
why I’m going to take him. If he’s been un- 
fortunate, I’m going to help him.” 

“Tt is no more than right that he should suf- 
fer; his sins should. be visited upon his own 
head,” said Mrs. Abington. 

“ Lord bless you, wife, how many of us would 
have heads left if that was carried out ?”? 

But Mrs. Abington, who knew no reason could 
convince her husband of his error, betook her- 
self to turning over ey leaves of the Bible, in 
search of the seri fe of sinners. 

“ Better turn’ tles, wife, and read 
the chapter on ch: 

Mrs. Abington didn’t hear her husband’s re- 
mark, she was already absorbed in “the way of 
transgressors is hard.” 

In spite of the lamentations of Grace and Mrs. 
Abington, who reiterated the prophecy that papa 
would surely ruin the family, Mr. Abington con- 
tinued to patronize the young man, who had by 
his frank, open manner commended himself to 
the old man’s heart. The town wondered at it. 
Even the truly good, and virtuous, ventured the 
remark, “It was better to know a person before 
you trusted him too far.” Young Dow bit his 
lips at the success of his rival, shodt his head, 
and then swore a little. Miss Tittle was more 
than ever confirmed in her opinion that the judge 
was either a fool or insane. 

But how did Gray Fletcher bear his good for- 
tune? Ah, his drooping heart drank in this re- 
viving patronage, as the dying plant absorbs the 
gentlo vivifying showers from heaven, only to 
bloom afrosh, and far more beautifally. 





Gray Fletcher’s office never looked more cosy 
and pleasant than upon the evening of which I 
am writing. <A fire from a cheerful open stove 


sent little shadows playing hide and seek among , 


the furniture of the room ; for the sky was gray, 
and the hour twilight. Fletcher sat near a win- 
dow, busily writing. A few flowers were placed 
on his desk, upon which ever and anon he gazed 
with peculiar affection. But how came flowers 
there, was the query? They looked wondrously 
like some that had been growing at Judge Ab- 
ington’s, But this was not strange, as Gray 
Fletcher had long ago been introduced to the 
family of the judge. Mr. Abington said in ex- 
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tenuation of what some people called hia folly, 
“ Ho’s never known the comforts of a home; I 
like to seo him enjoy himself.” I need not tell 
you who else enjoyed his coming. There is, 
however, my kind reader, a tacit understanding 
between us: you know who watched for his 
coming with longing eyes, so do I; there let it 
rest for the present. As I was saying, Gray 
Fletcher sat writing, when the door opened, and 
in walked Judge Abington. 5 

“ How now, young man, working at this time 
of night? Look out, you’ll injure your eyesight. 
I thought I’d drop in for a moment and consult 
you about a little plan I have, that is if you'll 
hear it.”” 

“Hear it, my kind friend and benefactor!” 
said Fletcher, his whole face lighting up with a 
glow of pleasure, as he seized the old man’s 
proffered hand, “I shall only be too giad to hear 
what you have to say.” 

“ Well, then,” commenced the judge; “hem, 
hem; hang me, I don’t know where to begin. 
Well, then, to make a long story short, Yn 
growing old.” 

“Not yet,” said Fletcher. 

“Yes, yes, young man; I know my own age 
best—I’m sixty—statistics don’t tell fibs if wo- 
men do. I’m too old to carry ongas much busi- 
ness as I have; don’t want the burden of it; 
besides, I’ve got enough of the chink,” he con- 
tinued, slapping his pockets. ‘I want a younger 
partner.” 

“What in the world has that todo with me?” 
thought Fletcher, at the same time a slight 
flashing of the truth passed through his mind. 

“ Well, then, to come to the point, I want you 
to shat up this little office, take down your sign, 
come over to my office, and we'll have a new 
sign painted—' Abington & Fletcher, Attorneys 
and Counsellors at Law.’ How does that suit 
you, hey?” 

Suit, indeed! Poor Fletcher had not a word 
to say; he could only shake hands with the 
judge, clear his throat, pass his hand nervously 
through his hair, and finally cry. The judge, 
too, seemed unusually fidgetty. He rose from 
his seat, walked to the window, knocked down 
the shovel and tongs, and at length said : 

“ Hang it, young man, this must be a smoky 
room, it brings tears to my eyes,” though to be 
sure the chimney was as clear asa whistle. 

Soon Fletcher found voice to say, “ But, judge, 
you’ve not heard the stories afloat.” For they 
had been kindly told to the young man. Some 
people, you know, think it kind to repeat all the 
scandal they may hear to the victim. 

“What do I care for the stories?” 
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“ Bat they are true, jadge.” 

“So much the better, the sin of falsehood wont 
lay at the door of the reporters. There’s just 
one thing, Fletcher, if you’ve done wrong you've 
showed you're sorry for it, and that’s enough. 
T’ve confidence in you, and am pretty certain 
that we can make horses hitch.” 

“O, judge, you've saved me,” gasped Gray 
Fletcher, whose emotion was beyond his control. 

“Why, deuce tako it, what have I done that 
makes you feel so?” replied the judge, a tear 
standing in his eye, which he brushed quickly 
away. 

“Done! why, when the world was dark and 
cold, and Ion the verge of ruin, yes, judge, 
ready to do anything desperate—for ill usage 
drives a man deeper into sin—you came to mo, 
and encouraged me, and now if the heavens 
should open, I couldn’t be more surprised or 
joyful. I’m overcome, judge, I say—” And 
he caught his hand wildly. ‘God bless you, 
God bless you.” 

“Poor fellow, poor fellow ; I declare, I didn't 
think a few kind words were going to do this. 
Td like to cry, fool that I am. ’Tisn’t every 
day I have such pleasure. Come, young man, 
pack up; hang it, I can’t but just speak; pack 
off down to my office, and leave all care behind 
you.” 

And soit came to pass, thatina few days Gray 
Fletcher was installed the junior partner in the 
firm of Abington & Fletcher. All the town, 
Miss Tittle and Dow included, stood on the very 
tip-toe of amazement when they heard the news. 
They were more surprised, evidently, than was 
the old judge, when Gray Fletcher, in a few 
months, came to him with great consternation 
depicted on his countenance, desiring a few mo- 
ments’ conversation with him, very privately. I 
know the subject of their conversation ; can you 
imagine it, kind reader? I’ll leave tho door of 
the audience chamber open, and you may listen 
for yourself. 

“ You're in love, Fletcher; haven’t I known it 
this long time? Can’t cheat these old eyes. 
Come, I don’t want to hear a word,” cried he, 
before Fletcher could get in a word sideways. 

“I know I’m presumptuous, judge, but—”’ 

“Yes, I know it, hang you, take her, she’s a 
noble girl ; don’t speak, you have my consent, 
and I guess you’ve gained hers.” 

It would be useless to spend time in telling 
you what followed; of the greater shock the 
town sustained when it was currently reported 
that Miss Gertrude Glenhem was likely to enter 
the firm of Fletcher ; how Miss Tittle stood for 
the spaco of five minutes, with upraised eyes, 
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and mouth wide epen ; of the anathemas Grace 
and her mother hurled upon the kind judge and 
his grateful niece. But I will tell you that a 
white veil, and orange blossoms were soon 
brought into requisition; that under the orange- 
flower wreath rankled no thorns; that in the 
heart of the gentle bride, peace and meek-cyed 
charity reigned triumphant. ; 

Mr. Butterfly, after having flitted through all 
girldom, concluded to waste his sweetness upon 
Grace. 

Upon Gertrude’s wedding day, Mr. Abington 
sent the young bride a letter, containing a deed 
to the comfortable sum of ten thousand dollars. 

Gray Fletcher long ago learned the story of 
Gertrude’s interest, and charity ; and in the days 
of his prosperity, caused to be painted, a picture 
representing Mercy pleading before Justice, for 
the forgiveness of a sinning youth. Underneath 
the picture are the words, “Forgive us our 
trespasses.”” 

terre 
A GRATEFUL CLIENT. 

When Judge Henderson, of Texas, was first 
a candidate for office, he visited a frontier county, 
in which he was, except by reputation, a stran- 
get. Hearing that a trial for telony would take 
place in a few days, he determined to volunteer 

for the defence. The prisoner was charged 
with having stolen a pistol; the defence was 
“not guilty.” The volunteer counsel conducted 
the case with great ability. He contused the 
witnesses, vered the count, and made an able, 
eloquent and successful argument. The prison- 
er was acquitted—he had not stolen the pistol. 
The counsel Frrived the enthusiastic applanse 
of the audiehce. His innocent client availed 
himself of the earliest interval of the hurricane of 
congratulations to take the counsel aside. ‘“ M. 
dear sir,” said he, “you have saved me, and 
am very grateful. I have no money, do not ex- 
pect to have any, and do not expect ever to see 
you again ; but to show that I appreciate your 
services you shall have the pistol!” So saying, 
he drew from his pocket, and presented to the 
astonished attorney, the very pistol the attorney 
had just shown he had never stolen or had in his 
possession.— Washington Union. 

+2 + —____ 


TAXABLE PROPERTY. 

The following is a literal copy of the list handed 
in to the assessors under the laws of Connecticut, 
requiring a sworn list of all taxable property : 

E—— B— list for 1857— 

To 35 akers of land worth $400. House and 
barn nothin atal onley a place whare theafes and 
Robbers brakes into and steels all I putinto them. 

My head which people ses I muss put in which 
is 80 weeke and feebel is worth nothin atal. 

My wife is no use to me atal, and she is gon 
all the time nothin at all. 


16 Sheape 4 $32 00 

One old tom Cat 25 

One Kitne half prise 12 1-2 
—Providence Journal . 
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BIRTHDAY OF WASHINGTON. 





BY RICHARD WRIGHT. 
Columbia! while thy mountains stand, 
And while thy rivers flow, 
While beats one heart in freedom’s land, 
While man the trath shall know, 
While recollections of the past 
Mend with the future day, 
Above all other days be classed 
‘That one of glorious ray, 
The birthday bright as sun ere shone upon— 
The birthday of Virginis’s Wasmixcrox! 


England, an Alfred may revere; 
France, her Marengo’s chief; 
Russia, the Peter to her dear; 
The Swiss, their proudest leaf 
Of history, when with William Tell 
Dawned Switeer’s liberty ; 
And we our ardent bosoms swell, 
In proudest, strong degree; 
‘We hail a birthday, deat for service done— 
The birthday of our high-souled Wasaincron! 


Our Washington, as bright and pure 
As mortal may be found, 
With every virtue to endure, 
With patriotiem crowned: 
Our Washington, in peril’s hour 
When all seemed lost in gloom, 
‘Himself an all-redeeming power— 
A sunlight to illume— 
To cheer with hope! his country thought was gone, 
To do! to win! transcendant Wasamaron! 


From bis youth upward still the same, ° 
Unchangeable and true, 
Warm with the glow of freedom’s flage, 
‘Which with bis own growth grew; 
In every station which he filled, 
Ta field or cabinet, 
‘His honest bosom but distilled 
The love and trath which met 
With Heaven's approval, as heaven's splendor shone 
Around the brow of peerless Wasnincros! 


General of armies in the cause 
Of struggling Uberty; 
Chief magistrate, whose leading clause— 
Impartiality ; 
Retiring, still he showed his love 
In valedictory, 
Urging us ever to approve 
The Union's unity! 
Each of the States an independent one— 
‘The country all, so breathed a Wassincrox. 


Columbia! while thy mountains stend, 
And while thy rivers flow, 
‘Tisil! hail his birthday through the land, 
With deep affection’s glow; 
Ye “ thirty-one,” from shore to shore 
Join the great Jubilee; 
In union firm, for evermore, 
Clasp hands with Uberty ; 
And come what may, fear not-to draw upon 
Columbia's rock-bailt bank of Wasarxoron! 
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BY ARTHUR C. WAINWRIGHT. 





THERE was a joyful gathering at one of the 
oldest and richest mansions in Leicester Square. 
The rooms were filled with the elite of New York 
society. The young and the gay, the maiden 
in the first bloom of loveliness, and the young 
man whose talents had procured him the invita- 
tion his poverty would have prevented, all met 
together in these splendid apartments, where 
pictures and statues, and beautiful flowers were’ 
mingled with rich furniture and costly ornaments. 
The brilliant chandeliers were reflected back 
from the long mirrors, which multiplied the 
other objects, until the eye ached with exccss of 
light and glitter. A beautifal conservatory led 
from one of the spacious rooms,and was filled with 
the rarest and choicest plants. This room was 
partially darkened, there being no light except 
what came from a shaded crystal lamp, half-hid- 
den by the redundant leaves, and filled with per- 
fumed oil, which gave out an odor beyond even 
that of the flowers themselves. Ona bracket, 
behind some tall, graceful plants, was the ex- 
quisite group of the Angel and the Child ; and, 
just at the-entrance, lay the sculptured image of 
a sleeping infant. Beyond this room was the 
library, opening by glass doors, into a large gar- 
den which extended into the next court, every 
foot of which was worth as many gold pieces as 
could be laid on its surface, but which could not 
be purchased for money; so much did the owner 
prize its refreshing shade, and the green coolness 
which thus sprung up in the very heart: of tho 
hot and dusty city. 

These doors were open, and the refreshing air 
came wafting the perfume of the flowers, as it 
swept through the conservatory, and tempering 
the hot atmosphere of the reception room. And 
all this grandeur and show were to celebrate the 
birthday of Madeline Tracy, the only child of 
the rich owner of the mansion. For her was 
this crowd gathered to do homage to the mani- 
fold perfections which in the wealthy heiress are 
so readily seen and appreciated. 

As may well be supposed, there were many 
aspirants to her favor, and of these, the acknowl- 
edged favorite of her father was young Walter 
Sunderland; and no one doubted the match 
would prove an agreeable one to all parties. 
The young man wae such, in character and rep- 
utation, as to gain the universal approbation of 
the coteries assembled in upper tendom ; and in 
perzon he was handsome enough to be the object 
of admiration to all the young ladies. 
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Among the visitors that evening, invited to 
the princely mansion, on account of his rising 
talent, was Philip Cleveland, a young poet of no 
ordinary genius. He had been gradually but 
surely growing into popular favor, and mingled 
with the highest society ; but no one could have 
deemed him presuming enough to lift his eyes 
to the daughter of the rich Mr. Tracy. 

Ina secluded country nome, with no one to 
listen to the promptings of his genius, except the 
partial ears of his mother aud sister, Philip Cleve- 
land. had sometimes feared that he might over- 
estimate his talents. But he was gratified to 
find, when he entered the upper circles of society, 
that his fame had preceded him, and he was 
most cordially received on account of that fame. 
Madeline Tracy was one of the first to welcome 
dm, as she had been one of the first to recognize 
and herald his genius, before she knew him per- 
sonally ; and it was long before she knew that 
her difingérested praise had awakened for her a 


. gfeeling in his heart, which could never be 


quenched except by her neglect or contempt. 

This night, Madeline had gathered in groups 
those whom she thought most congenial to each 
other; and a little knot of literary people were 
hanging upon the words of Cleveland, as he 
poured out, in his high-toned eloquence, his opin- 
ions upon the art he loved. Madeline watched 
the effect of his words on the listeners, and her 
heart throbbed with emotion at her own thoughts. 

“And this gifted being has laid his heart at my 
feet!” thought she. And as she looked round on 
the trappings of wealth with which she was sur- 
rounded, she thought how infinitely higher wag 
that wealth of mind which distinguished Phitip, 
Cleveland. Yes, he had told her that the crowsi- 
ing reward of his aspiring genius wag. her love; 
but he knew, even if she bestowed ithe might 
vainly ask her father for a rightWB qeceive is. 
And for once, his heart had bitterly’ rebelled at 
the miserable and sordid restraints of society, 
which placed his happiness in the cold keeping 
of those restraints, and would in all human prob- 
ability doom him to disappointment. 

Still it was something to know that Madeline 
returned his love; that she had risen far above 
the heartless conventionalities which would have 
led her to despise an unknown and obscure man. 
It was. worth something, too, to know that she 
had voluntarily wished herself less wealthy, so 
that mo stain of a mercenary nature could be at- 
tuibaged to the man she loved. She told him so 
that very evening, ins few brief moments in 
whieh they stood tog in the twilight dark- 

the conservatesy, and he believed her 
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The voice of Walter Sunderland, eagerly ask- 
ing her father for her hand in the next dance, re- 
called her from her momentary oblivion of her 
guests; and she obeyed the impulse of her 
father’s hand, as he motioned to her to join in 
the dance with Walter. 

“Tam absolutely given to this man,” she said, 
as she gave him the hand she could not well 
refuse. ‘Yes, given to him,” she continued, 
bitterly, as he led her to the set. ‘‘O, for power 
to free. myself, and to give my heart openly to 
Philip.” 

Looking round, she saw Cleveland leaning 
against a pillar, and seeming sad and out of 
spirits. She cast a look of smiling faith upon 
him, which no one noticed but himself; and hie 
eye lighted up instantly ; there was magic in that 
foarless, trusting smile, which gave him new life. 
It told him that come what might, of cloud or 
sunshine, she would be true ard faithful still—and 
he believed it. 

That night Walter Sunderland asked Mr. 
Tracy’s permission to address his daughter, and 
it was granted. Philip inadvertently heard it, 
and in ten minutes from that time, he had stolen 
out through the darkened conservatory, without 
taking leave of his host, and was soon pacing 
the floor of his temporary home at a hotel. Al 
night he walked there, full of dark forebodings 
of evil. He knew Mr. Tracy would never con- 
sent to have Madeline give up Sunderland for 
him, and although scarcely thinking that Made- 
line would change, he yet feared what persuasion 
or threats might force her to do. 

In the morning he went out, unable longer to 
endure the stifling, choking atmosphere of the 
‘house. He felt suffocated, and the outer air 
seemed to act on his heart as well as his senses, 
as an exhilarator. He strolled off into the 
vicinity of Mr. Tracy’s house ; but started away 
again at a wild pace, whea he saw Sunderland’s 
carriage standing at the gate. He crossed the 
square, and turned into a quiet, retired street, 
that seemed as if the inhabitants were all asleep, 
80 full of stillness and repose was the place. 

As he passed on, he heard the massive door 
just shutting, and a light foetstep run down the 
steps. He did not look up, in his abstracted 
state, hardly conscious indeed, that he had heard 
anything. The footstep came on lightly behind 
him, and then a low voice said “ Philip!” He 
turned and saw Madeline, with the flash of morn- 
ing exercise upon her clear, healthfal cheek. 
‘There was the same cordial greeting as ever, 
only she saw the touch of sadness on his brow, 
and unconsciously her own eanght the same 
leok. 
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“ You out so early, Miss Tracy, and Mr. Sun- 
derland’s carriage at your gate!” 

“Miss Tracy!” she repeated, laying her hand 
on his arm, almost caressingly. : 

His first impulse was actually to shake her off, 
bat he caught the reflected expression of his own 
sadness radiating in her eyes, and he softened at 
once. 

“Madeline! then, if I may still call you so. 
The knowledge that you have a visitor this morn- 
ing, waiting your return, has almost maddened 
me ; and the feeling that I cannot compete with 
‘Walter Sunderland for your hand, because I am 
poorer than he is, is too bitter a thought for me 
to bear ca]mly.” 

“Philip Cleveland, yondo mewrong. I have 
owned to you, before this, that you were not in- 
different to me. Will you. force me now to do 
what I have always considered it unwomanly 
and unjust to do—to boast of a rejected offer ? 
If I cannot justify myself otherwise in your eyes, 
know then, that last night, I positively rejected 
Mr. Sunderland ; and if that is not enough, I 
will add further that it was because my affections 
were engaged.” 

“Madeline, you give me new life, new hope! 
May I dare to indulge it? And yet, the differ- 
ence between us, how it preys upon me !” 

“The difference of money, I know. In all 
else, Iam immeasurably your inferior. O, that 
I conld annihilate this foolish, witless distinction 
of wealth, parting as it does, the hearts which 
otherwise would be happy togetlter.” 

“You feel this, Madeline ¢” 

“T do, sincerely.” 


HOW PHILIP CLEVELAND WON HIS WIFE. 


rouse Philip to some great effort, she felt that it 
might yet be realized 

They parted at the. door of Mr. Tracy’s house ; 
Philip with a renewed hope in his heart, and 
Madeline with a faint dawning of the same 
blessed inspiration. Her father met her kindly, 
but with a sober look on his countenance, as if 
he were not quite pleased. 

“ Mr. Sunderland has been here,my daughter.” 

“T know it, father. I met him as he drove 
away.” 

“ And your determination is unaltered 1” 

“Absolutely. ¥ am willing to remain unmar- 
ried, dear father; willing to devote my life to 
you, and make no other ties—but I am_ not wil- 
ling to bind myself to a man whom’ cannot 
love just because he is rich enough to gild the 
cage in which he may imprison me.” 

“Ts it not rather because you have formed 
another attachment, my child ?” : 

“ And what if it were, father ?” . 

“What if it were? Icould not bear to see 
you lowering yourself to the level of a poor 
man.” ; , 

“Think a moment, dear father. Did my 
mother stoop, when she, in the full glow of gen- 
erous, unselfish love, made you a sharer of her 
noble fortune? Did she not feel that your worth 
and nobleness of mind were equivalents to the 
gold which she inherited from her father? And 
did she ever repent that she so decided? Ah, 
why do you interpose an objection in“ my case, 
which was so nobly and successfully waived in 
your own? Did my mother, did any one 


. you less, because your worldly prospects 
“God bless you!” burst from Philip’s liped Hee equal hers? O, father, remember your 


“Then indeed I am happy,” continued he, 
“even if no tie ever binds us together. If your 
father could be persuaded to give up his preju- 
dices also. O, Madeline! would to Heaven you 
were as poor as Lam!” 

They had emerged now from the dull, quiet 
street, and had turned back into the square, when. 
Sunderland’s carriage passed them, and he was 
looking directly at the pair who were walking in 
close conversation. Madeline looked up first, 
blushed and bowed. Philip also bowed, but 
coldly, and they received an angry look in 
return. 

That look brought Madeline to consciousness. 
She knew too well that her father made money 
his idol, and how hard it would be to convince 
him that she did not need to marry a wealthy 
husband. His ambition for her was not to be 
disappointed so. Bat knowing also his veneration 
for talent, she hoped. It would seem small 
grounds on which ehe hoped ; but if she could 





uth, and then, if you have the heart, bind 





me to which I do not value.” 
Mr. ed heavily. He remembered 
the brief & of his youth, and the beloved 


wife, who disobeyed her father to share his lot. 
He did not dare to remember that her father’s 
life had been shortened by that disobedience, and 
that ere they had known a year of the advantages 
which that immense wealth brought them, his 
wife had laid down her life when Madeline was 
born. How little of happiness had that wealth 
ever brought him, except that of ministering 
to his daughter’s comforts! And now he was 
about to make her miscrable for the sake of 
gain. 

“And then again, dear father, how much you 
think of talent! You always respect it more 
than anything else. Would you value the statue 
of a Rothschild a8 highly as you do that of 
Shakspeare or Walter Scott?” And as she 
spoke of these, she laid her hand tenderly on her 
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father’s arm, and gently turned him towards his 
cherished marbles. 

“T know what you would say, Madeline. 
You would bid mo choose between Walter’s 
wealth and Philip Cleveland’s talents. But do 
you grant no excellence to Sunderland except 
his riches ?” 

“Many, dear father! but none that speak to 
my needs. I appeal to yourself, would you not 
have been as happy with my mother, was she 
not as happy with you, as if wealth had been 
showered on you both ?” 

“ God knows she was, and that I would have 
been!” 

“Now, father, let me make @ compact with 
you. "I will live with you, and for you alone, if 
you will promise to abandon all schemes for my 

» marrying at all. I will give up Philip, who loves 
me, not for my wealth, but because he knows 
that I appreciate him. But allow me to remain 
single. “Let me devote myself to you alone.” 

“ You will think me a stern, selfish old fellow, 
if I accept this offer, my child.” 

“No, father. It will cost me regrets, but not 
reproaches.”” 

“Yaccept it then, fora year. Ifin that time 
I see a man who loves you and is worthy to be 
your husband, I shall propose him to your ac- 
ceptance.” 

One interview with Philip was allowed her, in 
which she bade him go and gather the laurels the 
world was ready to bestow on him who seeks 
worthily for fame. The promise that she would 
never marry another softened the pain of part- 
ing to him; and the engagement they 
corresponding, was another balm to 
hearts. . 

A year sped on its course, and Madeline was 
the contented, loving, devoted child, ministering 

to her father’s declining years, with a love and 
affection that merited a rich blessing in return. 
One year, and the world had already crowned 
with its highest honors, an unknown poet. Some 
said he was from one country, some of another, 
bat all agreed that any might be proud to own 
him for her son. 

Madeline read all that came from his pen. It 
accorded with the sentiments of her inmost soul, 
and although she knew not whence the inspira- 
tions of this genius emanated, she felt that they 
were such as Philip Cleveland might feel, had he 

been made happy. She did not reflect that the 
brightest efforts of genius spring from the crashed 
and wounded spirit. 

Daily were these books her solace and delight. 
She read them to her father, who placed tho 
stamop of his approbation on every page ; and his 
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approbation, nice and discriminating as it had 
ever been, was no mean tribute to any anthor. 

This year was not suffered to go by in vain 
regrets, by Madeline. From afar off, but with- 
out any clue to his residence, for his letters to her 
came addressed under cover to his mother, 
Philip wrote her such words as a tender brother 
might have written to an orphan sister. And 
she happy, or at least content with these, pre- 
served her peace and serenity. 

People said that Madeline Tracy was growing 
beantifal. She had ever been called plain be- 
fore; but there was a sweet, spiritual look on 
her face now, suggestive of something better than 
beauty. It was the constant communion, hal- 
lowed and sanctified mysteriously by distance 
and absence, with a kindred soul. 

Again came Madeline’s birthday, and again 
her fatherinsisted on its usual celebration. Mad- 
eline wonld gladly have refased, for the letter 
from Philip had been strangely delayed, and she 
was growing anxious and disturbed; but her 
father’s will was law, and she consented. The 
rooms were again crowded ; but she was delight- 
ed to find that fewer wealthy, and more intellec- 
tual people were invited by her father, than ever 
before. Madeline had never met at one time, so 
many people of talent and intellect ; and never 
had she appeared so much at home, or so self- 
possessed as on this evening. 

She was making @ tour of the rooms, speaking 
cheerfully to each of the guests, when she was ar- 
rested by hearing from one of the little scattered 
groups, a few words respecting the authorship of 
the books which had created so much speculation’ 
Ki on both sides of the Atlantic. One after another 
the guests joined in different tones of criticism ; 
and Madeline was completely hemmed in by the 
crowd. She heard her father’s voice, but could 
not catch his words, until in a brief interval of 
comparative silence, she heard him say to the 
company : . 

“Ladies and gentlemen, I have the honor to 
present to you the anthor of the charming works 
you have just been admiring.” 

Madeline’s heart beat high. She knew in- 
stantly that her father had beer planning some 
pleasant surprise for her; but how little did she 
anticipate what was to follow ? 

As Mr. Tracy’s tall form leaned over the 
group, he beckoned her to come near him, and 
when she came through the parted crowd, and 
stood by her father’s side, sho felt her hand 
grasped, and heard her name spoken. Philip 
himself stood before her ! 








The company had dispersed, and the last good 


468 


night had been utterel, when Mr. Tracy led 
Madeline back to the room now vacant except 
for one motionless figure. Philip Clevcland 
stood there, scarcely conscious of the brilliant 
sensation which he had inspired that evening, or 

“the adulation he had received. What was it to 
him, if his fame could not reflect upon the being 
for whom alone he valued it? Yet he lingered 
still, for Mr. Tracy’s manner had been singular- 
ly kind and distinguishing; and it waa a letter 
addressed to him from Mr. Tracy, and forwarded 
him by his mother, that had brought him from 
his seclusion, on the occasion of Madelino’s 
birthday. And yet how vain for bim to be here, 
and feel that she was lost to him! He had scen, 
es he pnssed the tables and reading-desks scat- 
tered profusely around, his own books, with 
innumerable passages marked as beautiful—and 
he felt how more than delightful it would be to 
have that appreciative second self always by his 
sido strengthening and chcering him. 

Can he believe the reality of his senses, when 
Mr. Tracy approached him with Madeline, say- 
ing, “Mr. Cleveland, one year agoI entered 
into a compact with this little girl, and the clos- 
ing part was that, if by this time, I saw one who 
loved her, and, that I thought worthy to be her 
husband, I shagld prapose him to her acceptance. 
That time has come. You have proved yourself 
worthy ; and she, too, by her beautiful devotion 
to me, notwithstanding that I thwarted her in her 
dearest hopes, deserves to be rewarded with all 
the happiness I can givo her.” . 

“Father!” was all that Madeline could utter, 
as Mr. Tracy joined their hands, and left thom, 
with tho tears streaming down his cheeks. And 
thus Puitre CreveLaND WON HIS WIIE. 

$e 
THE KOSSUTH FAMILY. 

The danghters of the admirable Madame 
Meslenvi, the Nightingale of the Hungarian war 
hospitals, have been most generously cared for 











by Mrs. Cruger, of Ny, York, and, under superior 
rs, grown up to sensible and accom- 
lished d, such as would have rejoiced 
The p arted mother, who exclaim- 
ed.on she could now expire 
5: 3 woald be in a better 
condition rar. Friends of Mad- 
ame Zaloyskl eed for her a little 
farm in New Jersey, whete she lives in comfort 


with hertwo youngest children. Her second son 
is quite distingwished as a civil enginecr in the 
West. The gentle, discreet and accomplished 
Madame Ruttpay has established a boarding- 
school for young ladies at Cornwall, near New- 
burg, which promises to be highly successful. 
Her eldest con, a graduate of Union College, ‘is in 
the engineer department of the navy yard at 
Brooklya; the second is in the navy agency at 
Mew York. They are gentlemanly, unexcep- 
tionable young mon. 
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THE RULE OF RIGHT INVIOLABLE. 


When Philip of Valois swore the officers of 
his mint to conceal the debasement of the coin- 
age, and to endeavor to make the merchants be- 
lieve that the gold and silver pieces were of full 
value, he thought that, although perhaps unprin- 
cipled, such a measure would be vastly profitable. 
And so no doubt believed the other kings, who, 
in the “good old times,” almost universally did 
the like. They ov ed themselves, how- 
ever, as all such schemers do. It is true that 
their debts were diminished “in proportion to 
the reduction in the value of the currency; but 
their revenues were at the same time reduced in 
the like ratio. Moreover, the loss of their repu- 
tation for honesty made them afterwards unable 
to borrow money, except at proportionately hi 
rates of interest, to cover the risk rari by the 
lender.” So that they not only lost on the cred- 
itor side of their accounts what they gained on 
the debtor side, but put themselves ata great dis- 
advant for the future. After centuries of, 
dearly-bought experience, the practice was re- 
luctantly abandoned, and is now universally ex- 

loded as essentially suicidal—just as suicidal, 
in fact, as all other infringements of the rule of 
right.—Social Statics. 





FIRST INVENTION OF GLASS. 


According to Pliny, glass was invented by 
accident, in Syria, at the mouth of the river 
Belus. Some merchant adventurers, who were 
driven there by the fortune of the sea, were 
obliged to reside there for a time, and dress their 
victuals as they might. They made a fire on 
the ground, and some of the kali, which was 
found there, was burnt to ashes. The sand or 
stones accidentally mixed with it; and thus 
without any design a vitrification—or conversion 
into glass—took place ; whence the first was tak- 
en and easily improved. The same writer says 
that the first manufacture of glass was in Sidon. 
© period it was made at Rome; and af- 
at Venice, to a great extent and with 
fits. England and France have had 

izhments for the manufacture of this 



















soor. 
In England, this is saved and applied to the 


wheat, and other crops, with great returns. In 
this country it is too often thrown into the street, 
and lost. About eighteen bushels are a good 
dressing for an acre. Several salts of ammonia, 
magnesia, and lime, render it too valuable to be 
wasted. As a liquid manure for the garden, 
nothing is better than three or four quarts of 
soot dissolved in a barrel of water, and applied 
with a watering-pot. Almost every family may, 
as well as not, ,preserve a few bushels of it. It 
is good for any kind of grain; also for roots, 
especially potatoes and carrots; and nothing 
except Peruvian guano—which it is silly to buy, 
and at the same time throw away about as good 
an article—is equal to it for giving a rich bloom 
to flowers. Save your soot, and you may have 
the richest vegetables and the brightest flowers. 
_ and Anvil. > 
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‘THE COUSINS. 


PROGRESS, 


‘BY GEORGE W. CROWELL. 


‘The march of time has ever brought, 
Along its wide, extended reign, 

Conceptions grand, now fields of thought, 
Enilted truth, whilst error’s slain. 


Its course {s o'er most ancient forms, 
‘When God and right have ceased to be; 
Tt rides triumphant with the storms 
Which sweep o'r mountain, vale and ses. 


‘Thoee storms are of the kingdom mind, 
Which, slow uprising, strovg and sure, 

Burst wild on realms of lust and crime, 
And build an empire there secure. 


New theories into being spring, 
Ilume but faint the mental sky; 

Though rich the fruits they onward bring, 
And stamped with beauty from on high. 


Like morn’s first rays they glimmer low, 
And straggle with a world of gloom, 
Bat atill advancing brighter glow, 
To burst in fall eternal bloom. 


Thus ever since the race of man 
Has reared upon the plains of time, 
Creations from inventive plan, 
Or sought to mould the plastte mind. 


Those fearless souls who Jed the way, 
| Have struggled faithfut, well ond long, 
Before the bright. expectant day 
Has given new triumph to thelr song. 
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MARRYING RICH AND MABBYING POOR. 


BY MRS. MARY CRUIKSHANKS. 





Tuer were by far the handsomest girls in our 
school. It was impossible to say which had the 
most admirers among us—the queenly, dark-eyed 
Caroline, the languishing, graceful Emily, or 
sweet Mary, with her winning gentleness, her 
retiring beauty and her warm, friendly: heart. 
Byron says: 

4 An eye's an eye, and whether black or blue 
Is no great matter, so ‘tis in request.” 
And traly those lines were appropriate to Mary 
Aylett, for intimate as I have always been with 
her, to this day, I know not the color of her 
eyes. If “‘the kindest may be taken as a test,” 
then was the, as I always thought her, by far the 
thost beautiful one among us—for whoever sought 
sympathy from her in vain? whoever asked a 
favor and had it refasod ? Did ote of the older 
scholars emuggie a novel under her pillow, and 
29 
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when she ought to have been studying, spend the 
hours devouring its precious contente—who 
would assist her out of her difficulties so well as 
Mary Aylett? Did a little idle one neglect her 
exercises and run risk of disgrace—who so ready 
to explain, advise and help along, as Mary 
Aylett ? 

And yet she was not more popular than her 
cousins Caroline and Emily, possibly because 
her good deeds were done modestly, while theirs 
were blazoned abroad; or, it may be, that like 
all the world over, the wealth of the two latter 
had more weight than goodness, with the lite 
world of our school. 

When a poor widow's only son was killed by 
an explosion in a mill, not far from our school, 
and our principal gave us leave to assist her, the 
sisters bestowed clothes and money with osten- 
tatious profusion, and called Mary “mean,” be- 
cause she refused to add to the donation; but 
when, a few days after, I accidentally found her 
in the humble cottage, giving words of comfort to 
the sorrow-stricken mother from the Holy Book, 
I was satisfied in my own mind where the trae 
charity was. 

Thave said the Ayletts were all beantifal, and 
two of them were rich; but of Mary’s parents 
very little was known. Her mother had died at. 
Mary’s birth, and her father had gone a voyage 
to India soon after, leaving his child to his 
brother’s care, with a sufficient sum, well in- 
vested, to pay handsomely for her board, clothes 
and edgcation. For sixteen years, all the 
tidings received from the absentee was an occa- 
sional letter, very short, very crabbed—Mr. Ay- 
lett said, “very characteristic.” ‘Brother John 
always was odd; he was odd in his youth, very 
odd in his marriage, exceedingly odd in his 
grief when his wife died.” 

Now as some might like to know what sucha 
character meant, it may be as well to inform 
them that it consisted, in his “youth,” in sup- 
porting his father and mother when his elder 
brother grew ashamed of them; in his ‘ mar- 
riage,” in choosing an amiable poor girl, instead 
of an ill-tempered rich one ; and at her death in 
leaving, as he then thought forever, the scenes of 
his happiness and misery. z 

Disappointment had soured his temper, and 
the letters he sent his brother were not partic- 
ularly affectionate ; and as his brother judged by 
the tone of said letters that his affairs had not 
prospered very well, he in turn did not think it 
worth while to waste much affection on one 
whom he shrewdly suspected would come home 
some day, poor and frieadiess, to be a burden on 
himgfor the remainder of his life. Mz. Philip 
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Aylett had 8 horror of poor people, especially 
poor relations. 

To his daughter, John Aylett never wrote ; he 
could not divest himself of the idea that the life 
of her in whom ho had centered all his affections 
had been given for the little creature on whom 
he never looked but once, and that with the most 
painful feelings. He never tried to love her, even 
in imagination, and he neverdreamed how much 
the poor child had suffered from his neglect. 

As the sum settled on her paid her aunt and 
uncle handsomely for all the care they bestowed, 
Mary was looked on very agreeably by her rela- 
tives, who hoped that she would make a good 
match early in life and then be off their hands. 
“Nothing very extra, of course you know, as 
she has no fortune; but some one in respectable 
circumstances. My niece must marry respect- 
ably, of course.” 

What Mr. Aylett’s ideas of “ respectable” and 
“very extra” matches were, appeared very soon 
after his niece and daughters came home from 
school, when the beanty and reputed wealth of 
at least the two latter attracted hosts of aspirants 
for the fair hands of the youthful heiresses. The 
three girls all “came out” together, and in so- 
ciety, still more than in school days, Mary was 
thrown in the shade by her brilliant cousins. 

Caroline, the elder, was extravagantly fond of 
dress and display ; nothing afforded her so mach 
gratification as the excitement of balls and places 
of amusement, where, in all the glory of her 
beanty and magnificent attire, she cogld sur- 
round herself with all the principal gentlemen of 
her set, and triamph over the forlorn state of less 
favored belles. 

For Emily Aylett, such scenes had many 
charms ; but her natural indolence made the ne- 
cessity of constant attention to her toilet an irk- 
some restraint, and she would often have pre- 
ferred remaining at home to doze away an even- 
ing on her fayorite lounge, to undergoing the 
fatigue of dressing for the most brilliant party of 
the season. Had she been born in humble cir- 
cumstances, Emily would have been an untidy, 
ill-dressed sloyen ; but as it was, what with tho 
watchful care of her mother, the diligence of her 
maid, and the never-failing kindness of Mary, she 
contrived to keep up an appearance of elegant 
negligence, well suiting her style of beauty, and 
extremely fascinating to some tastes. 

To both sisters, Mary was an indispensable 
assistant—her tact and willingness being of the 
greatest service to people as dressy as the one 
and as indolent as the other. Of course all she 
did for them was asked as a favor, but these fa- 
‘Yors camg to be of such constant demanding 
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that at times even her patience came near 
wearing out. 

“Mary dear, wont you arrange the lace on my 
dress? You know you can do it so much better 
than Minnie can, and to-night I am anxious to 
look my best, you know.” And the vain Car- 
oline stood before her glass trying the effect of 
flowers or pearls in her dark hair, finally decid- 
ing on the pearls. 

Before Mary could answer, Emily, from her 
luxuriously pillowed sofa, exclaimed : 

“© Caroline! how can you be so selfish ? you . 
know Minnie can put your lace on just as well as 
Mary can, while nobody can do my hair half so 
well. Jane makes me so nervous, I can’t get 
composed again all the rest of the evening.” 

Of course the end of such conversations was 
that “Cousin Mary” performed the offices of 
both the maids ; and Caroline’s velvet dress, and 
Emily’s blonde curls, were both beautified by her 
skilful hands. 

“How do you like Marcus Willington, 
Mary?” asked Caroline, as the last touches 
were being put to her costume ere going down to 
meet a select party assembling in the parlor. 

“Who do you mean? that tall, dark gentle- 
man I saw last evening?” 

“No—O no!” answered Caroline, with a sly 
look at her sister, who was sitting in the large 
easy-chair in the room, recovering from the 
fatigue of dressing. “O,no! that’s Emmy’s 
conquest. I mean that one who talked so much 
to papa Jast evening, and wore such a beautiful 
ring. You must have noticed that ring! I 
don’t think Iever saw such a magnificent dia- 
mond in my life !”” 

“T don’t like him at all, Caroline,” said Mary, 
with a look that showed she now knew who was ° 
meant. 

“You don’t? Why, Mary, he’s the richest 
young man in New York to-day !” 

“That makes no difference. If he was the 
son of the great Mogul himeelf, and owned all 
the diamonds in the Indies, I should like him no 
better.” > 

“ Why, what possible objection can you have 
to him?” Caroline asked, with a slight touch of 
ill-temper in her tone. 

She thought a great deal of Mary’s opinion, as 
in fact did all the family, and it was rather an- 
noying to hear so decided an expression of 
disapprobation. 

“Do you really wish me to tell you?” Mary 
asked, with some surprise at Caroline’s evident 
interest in her new acquaintance. 

“Certainly I want you to tell me, for I can- 
not imagine what you can find fault with. Hoeis 
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splendidly handsome, he is talented and accom- 
plished, and better than all, he is rich as the 
most extravagant person could desire. I can’t 
think what fault you can find, particular as I 
know you are.” 

“He used language last night, which if not 
wicked, was decidedly improper.” 

“O, is that all! Everybody does that once 
in a while, especially when they have taken a 
little more wine than common—and you know 
papa’s wine is enough to tempt any one to in- 
dulge a little beyond the rule, at least they all 
said so at the table yesterday. You ought to 
have been there—they all do seem to enjoy our 
dinner parties so !”” 

“Tam not partial to parties of any kind— 
least of all dinner parties.” 

“0, Mary, you are such a dear little nobody! 
You don’t like this and you don’t like that! Do 
you like: Emily’s new beau, that magnificent 
Dubourdien ?” x 

Mary laughed and colored a little, as she said: 

“ You know I was not introduced to any one, 
lastevening. I did not come into the room un- 
til late, and I don’t think half a dozen people 
saw me.” 

“But you saw all that were there, and I want 
to know what you thought of him—that tall, 
dark Southerner! Isn’t he splendid? Isn’t he 
charming? Wont Emmy be a lucky girl, ifshe 
only secures him? I can’t tell you how many 
hundred slaves he has, and they say his planta- 
tion is worth more than any three in the State. 
I should have been almost tempted to try to win 
him myself; but then slaves are just the things 
for anybody as idle as Emmy is, and besides, 
when I marry, I want to stay here and eclipse 
those who have held their heads abov6 me this 
season.” 

“Why, Caroline, what ® disposition !” 

“ Well, I suppose it is not right; but you know 
I never pretend to be a Christian such as you 
are—so don’t lecture, now, but tell me what you 
think of Arthur Dubourdien.” 

“J have not thought much about him.” 

“ Well, what made you color so, just now?” 

“How can you girls talk so much? You quite 
weary me listening to your nonsense,” pleaded 
Emily, from the lounging-chair. 

And Mary, having finished her offices for 
them, went to her own room to attire herself. 
“But then,” ag Caroline would have said, if any 
one had remonstrated about these impositions, 
“Mary was always prepared to dress in 4 hurry ; 
she always knew just where to find everything, 
and her clothes were always ready—so it did not 
matter if she had not much time.” 
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Mary did not tell them that the reason she 
would not speak of the Southerner was because 
she could not express a good opinion, and would 
nota bad one. But that she did not like him, 
was certain ; and even yet her cheeks burned at 
the recollection of one or two looks he had be- 
stowed on her during the previous evening. 

Two hours after this conversation, Caroline 
came to where Mary wasin an animated conver- 
sation with some of the elders of the party, and 
calling her aside, whispered : 

“ You must let me introduce you—Mr. Wil- 
lington wishes it so much.” 

“But Caroline, I am a very insignificant per- 
son, and you know I told you I did not wish it; 
pray take and introduce the gentleman to some 
of the many lovely young ladies here to-night.” 

“Ono, Mary! do be good for once. He is 
very earnest about it.” And here Caroline low- 
ered her voice. “You will have to know him 
some time, Mary, for we are all but engaged.” 

Mary’s whole expression changed in an in- 
stant; even Caroline was awed at her look. 

“ When I told you that I would not know that 
man, I meant it. If you were my sister, and 
going to marry him, I should say the samo.” 

Caroline went back to her beau, while Mary, 
disturbed and unhappy at the conversation, soon 
made her escape from the room. It was not 
many minutes before her aunt came to look for 
her. 

“Why, Mary, what is this Caroline tells me ? 
You should not act so, child! You make your- 
self look particular, and that is something every 
young lady ought to avoid. Mr. Willington 
feels seriously annoyed ; and in the present posi- 
tion of Carry’s affairs with him, it is very un- 
wise to do anything to vex him.” 

“ Why so, aunt ? why be more anxious about 
him than any one else?” 

“My dear, he is the best match in New York, 
possibly in all America!” 

“QOdear!” There was something very like 
impatience in the tone of this exclamation and 
the look which accompanied it. ‘Aunt, I want 
you to listen to me for a moment, and then we. 
will end all these vexations. I refused to be in- 
troduced to Mr. Willington because I heard him 
make use of bad and profane language, unfit for 
any gentleman to use—certainly unfit for any 
friend of mine to use. It makes no difference to 
me if he is going to marry Caroline, although I 
shall be sorry for her sake. He may be rich, but 
he is not a man to make a wife happy. You 
know I only go down stairs to please you and 
the girls, and if I am obliged to become ac- 
quainted with persons unpleasant to me, I shall 
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have to remain in my own room when there is 
company here.” 

Mrs. Aylett was astonished at such a display 
of independence in the usually mild and yield- 
ing Mary. She did not attempt to argue any 
more with her, but when telling her hasband of 
it, expressed her opinion that “a great change 
had come over her.” 

“ Well, I always said it would do her harm to 
go to so many meetings and places with that 
Mrs. Sawyer.” 

“What could Ido? You know Mrs. Sawyer 
is so wealthy and aristocratic, and Mary is so 
much her own mistress, that I could not prevent 
it. Iam very sorry, now; for she has got her 
mind full of out-of-the-way ideas about religion 
and propriety, and many other things that young 
girls like her don’t need to trouble themselves 
about, and I am afraid she will end by falling in 
love with some one as odd as she is herself.” 

“Well, her father was odd before her. I only 
hope she wont fall in love with anybody that’s 
poor. I don’t like poor people.” 





Orange wreaths and satin dresses; bride cake 
and kid gloves ; cards, compliments and kisses ; 
marriage settlements, and future residences— 
what a delightful confusion reigned in the man- 
sion of the Ayletts on that auspicious morn when 
both the beautiful daughters were given from the 
care of their parents (those parents who ought to 
have been their guardians for at least five years 
longer), into the protection of two husbands, lit- 
tle more than strangers to all parties. 

Mr, Aylett was perfectly satisfied with regard 
to money matters; on that point, nothing could 
be said. But what did he know about the dis- 
positions or the morals of those into whose 
hands he committed the fates of those two bean- 
tiful, inexperienced girls? Nothing—simply 
nothing. They were rich—that was undeni- 
able; and in his opinion, to be rich wasto be 
everything. He owned there was something 
about young Dubourdien which made him ap- 
pear distant; but then the Southerners were 
always a haughty set! And no one could say 
that Marcus Willington was not a “first-rate 
fellow—so merry and jovial! A capital fellow, 
too, to take a glass with ; he knew how to appre- 
ciate good wine.” Mr. Aylett would have 
thought so, if he could have seen some of his 
hopefal son-in-law’s liquor bills. 

Not even Caroline herself, with all her ambi- 
tion to outshine her acquaintances, could find the 
least fault with her new home, so magnificent, so 
perfectly in accordance with her taste were all its 
arrangements. All that lavish expenditure could 
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do, had been done ; and the young bride stepped 
on velvet carpets, and listened to the falling of 
tiny fountains, and looked on nothing but gold 
and silver, and costly pictayes and dresses of 
rich material. And when she was weary of all 
this, she went out to ride in a satin-lined car- 
riage, the envy and admiration of all beholders ; 
and when her husband was weary of their insipid 
society, he withdrew himself to a secluded apart- 
ment, where, surrounded by the luxuries of an 
Eastern saloon, he could indulge undisturbed in 
his peculiar tastes. Happy Caroline! 

And Emily, too, was happy; happy in her 
fond belief of her husband’s devotion—happy in 
the knowledge that a dozen slaves awaited her 
slightest bidding—happy in the knowledge that 
she could for the future sleep and dream away 
her existence, undisturbed by demands on her 
time or patience! 

‘What mattered it if the air of her new home 
was oppressive and debilitating, in its uncom- 
fortable warmth? Did not her husband keep 
slaves to fan her when she slept—to shade her 
when she rode or walked—to gprinkle cool and 
fragrant essences around—to render life as de- 
sirable as possible? Happy Emily! Even dress- 
ing lost half its fatigue, where so many willing 
hands were stretched ont to assist, and where gar- 
ments were made more for ease and comfort, 
than show. 

But how different would have been that young 
wife's feelings, had she witnessed a scene which 
took place on the plantation in less than twenty- 
four hours after their arrival. Her husband is in 
a little cabin ; his companion is a beautiful girl 
of nineteen or twenty, without any disfiguring 
marks of colored descent save a pair of eyes 
wild in their brilliancy. 

The girl was evidently in a high state of ex- 
citement, while he, with kind words, was trying 
to soothe her. 

“ You know, Mima, that we had decided, long 
ago, that it was best for me to marry. You 
must not be jealous and angry ; you will always 
be first in my love.” 

The girl made no reply, but stood nervously 
rocking a little cradle which hung from the low 
roof; back and forth she moved it, not with the 
intent of hushing the little inmate, but to still 
the wild workings of a bursting heart. 

Arthur Dubourdien went to the other side of 
the little cot and stooped down to look in. 

“How is the boy, Mima? Let me take him 
up; I want to see him.” 

He made a movement as if to touch it, but 
quicker than lightuing she snatched the child 
from its little bed, and pressed it to her breast. 
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“You shall not have him! You shall never 
have him again! O, my babe! my babe! we 
are forsaken and forgotten. There is no onc to 
love us, no one to care for us now.” 

An agonizing look passed over Arthur Du- 
bourdien’s dark face, and he moved towards the 
girl, who stood swaying herself about as if 
unable to control her actions. 

“ Mima, listen to me—pray listen to me! You 
must not act so, Mima. You know that no 
wife, no one on earth will ever be as precious to 
me as you and the child are. Come! be like 
yourself once more, now, and listen to reason.” 

And so with gentle words he soothed her at 
last, and she even smiled when she saw him 
caress the beautiful boy; and he left her calm 
and gentle. But it was the calmness of the 
snow-covered volcano, liable to burst forth in 
wild rage at any moment; and Arthur Dubour- 
dien knew it well. 

Happy Emily! she little dreams that even 
while her husband sits at her side and smooths 
her fair sunny curls, and speaks the fond baby 
language she loves so well to listen to, his 
thoughts are in that little cabin and with that 
dark, splendid beaaty, whose life and energy are 
80 mgvh in accordance with his own, whose high 
spirit it is 80 hard to subdue, whose deep love it 
is so gratifying to know. 

But Emily knows nothing of all this, and 
there are none to tell her; and so her life is ono 
summer-day of calm repose, and at home her 
mother hears of her happiness with feclings, 
which not even a life of such influences as she 
had been under, ean quite subdue. 

But in the little cabin there are horrible feel- 
ings cherished against that fair, pale young wife, 
and the dark eyes of the revengefal Mima flash, 
as the low carriage drives past, bearing its lovely 
occupant to the fresher breezes of an adjucent 
hill, or to the accustomed airing nearer the 
mansion. 





“ Henry, I would not sit up any longer, I 
think! Your face is flushed now, and you had 
better get some sleep and finish it in the 
morning.” 

The young man lifted his head from the 
writing, over which he was so earnestly bend- 
ing, and with a fond look at the speaker, 
answered : 

“I must not trust to the morning, mother; I 
cannot sleep until I have completed it. But you 
must not sit here any longer! I cannot say your 
face is flushed, for it is pale as death! Put your 
sewing away, dear mother, and go to your room 
atonce. I didn’t think it was so late.” 
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“Bat is it so necessary that Mr. Sawyer 
should have that writing to-morrow, Henry ?” 

“Tt must be done, mother, and I must do it; 
for to none other would he trust it. Iknow he 
hardly thought it possible, but I will show him 
that if energy and fidelity ere what he expecta 
from me, he shall not be disappointed. He isa 
good friend to me, mother.” 

“ He is a good friend, but I think he makes 
you work too hard, Henry; and his wife thinks 
80 too.” 

“All the better for me by-and-by, I hope. 
Mr. Sawyer’s own younger days were hard ones, 
and he believes such lessons are good. I know 
he gives me these hard tasks to try me, some- 
times.” 

“But I am afraid of your health, Henry; I 
am afraid you will overtask your strength.” 

“Don’t be afraid, mother ; I will be very cau- 
tious. You don’t know how much more precious 
life has been to me, lately.” : 

“Perhaps I know more than you are awaro 
of, Henry.” i 

The young man changed color, and slightly 
started and smiled. 

“TI forgot Mrs. Sawyer,” he said. “I see 
she has betrayed me. But you don’t blame 
me?” 

“No one could blame you, my son.” 

The mother left the room; but for a few mo- 
ments the writing did not progress as well as it 
had done. Busy thoughts interrupted the rapid 
movement of the pen, and at last the young man 
rose and went to the window of the small and 
plain-looking room. 

Ontside all was dark and silent; the great 
city was sleeping, save where here and there a 
glimmering light told of the watcher at the sick 
bed, or some one who, like himself, labored for 
bread while others rested. There was no mur- 
mur in that young, hopeful heart at the recollec- 
tion of how many around him were better off 
than himself—how many there were to whom 
labor was unknown, and whose luxuries had been 
purchased by the sufferings of their fellows. No 
such thoughts filled his brain; but he breathed a 
silent prayer for the still greater number of sick 
and suffering, the poor and the desolate, and 
then closing the window, went back to his task. 
He had marked out a course, and he was pur 
suing it with determined energy ; he had striven 
for a prize, and he was winning it. 





“J cannot permit any such thing, Mary ; while 
you are under my care, you mast do as I direct 
in all important matters. I don’t wish to hear 
any more about it; the thing is settled now, and 
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so told that very promising young man this 
morning.” 

Mary Aylett conquered her inclination to 
smile at the very summary manner in which her 
love affairs were to be disposed of, and gravely 
resumed the argument. 

“My dear uncle, this is acase which so nearly 
concerns my happiness that I cannot possibly 
allow any one to interfere to such adegree. In 
anything of minor importance, you know, I have 
always shown you the obedience of a daughter; 
but about my marriage, no one but my father 
haa a right to interfere, or forbid my doing as I 
like. If you have any serions objections to the 
person who came to see you this morning, I 
want you to tell them to me plainly, and I will 
profit by them if they are reasonable.” 

“Objections? Why, bless my soul, child, it is 
all objections! That young man is nothing but 
an objection. You can’t possibly think of mar- 
rying him?” 

“ But why, uncle? What isthe reason?” . 

«Why he is poor, child—a beggar—absolutely 
a pauper! You must be mad, Mary, to think of 
such a thing.” 

Mr. Aylett was growing very nervous as he 
found how firm and resolute that gentle girl 
could be, when sure that she was right. 

“He has but a small salary, I know, uncle, 
but he is far from being a beggar. He has en- 
ergy and industry enough to not only make a 
living, but to rise in the world, if health and 
strength are spared him.” 

“Pshaw! Energy and fiddlesticks! You 
sha’n’t have him! so there’s an end of it. A 
miserable lawyer’s clerk, indeed! I guess you 
can do better than that—a pretty girl like you, 
Mary.” 

“I don’t want to do any better, unele; IJ am 
quite satisfied to share his poverty.” 

“Well, I aint satisfied that you shall. I hate 
poor relations too much to let you marry a beg- 
gar, and then come to me by-and-by with a 
whole troop of children and a poverty-stricken 
husband, to support. Ican make a great deal 
better use of my money.” 

“Uncle!” Mary’s feelings were almost too 
great for words. How different was this scene 
from what she had sometimes pictured—leaving 
home with a father’s blessing. But her father 
had long since been supposed dead, and her 
only relative thus crully wounded her feelings. 

Mrs. Aylett, who, since her children’s mar- 
riage, had become much attached to Mary, 
secretly did much to comfort her for her uncle’s 
anger; and Caroline—who, little time as she had 
been married, had learned the trath of some few 
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old proverbs—was very affectionate when they 
met, and Mary thought much changed, s0 little 
did she say against the poverty of him whom 
Mary hed chosen. 

“Tt is a pity he had not been better off; your 
father would not have said a word against it if 
he had been better off,” said Mrs. Aylett. 

“O, mother, don’t say anything to hurt Ma- 
ry’s feelings ; money is not everything.” Happy 
Caroline ! 





“Now, Henry, I must not have you think any 
longer that I am going to be a burden on your 
hands.” 

They had been married almost a week, and he 
was preparing for his morning’s walk to the 
office when she thus addressed him. 

“A burden, Mary? I don’t understand 
you.” 

“ Well, [know you don’t, dear, and that’s what 
I want to explain.” 

“TI think I can guess what you want to do; 
but I cannot allow it. You have never been 
used to do anything, Mary, and I do not intend 
you shall have to work for a living while you are 
my wife. Attend to your books, or your sewing, 
dear, and amuse yourself as well as you can 
while Iam away. I have made every arrange- 
ment with mother, and she will see that the girl 
attends to her duties about the house. You 
have had no experience in such cares yet, and I 
do not wish you shonld.” 

“But it was not that I wanted to say, Henry. 
I wanted to tell you that I was richer than you 
thought, for the sum that my father settled on 
me is mine now, so you see that I am not quite 
a penniless bride.” 

“You are mistaken, love, about that. The 
morning I saw your uncle he told me the first 
thing, that on your marriage you would lose 
that, as it was only left to pay your board to 
him.” 

“Well, he did not tell you the truth, Henry, 
and I thought I would not say anything about it 
until we were married; but it is mine, and will 
be quite an addition to our income. Of course 
it did not seem a great deal to uncle, but it will 
be something to us, wont it?” 

“It will, indeed, and I’m very glad it is so; 
even if you did not tell me before,” he added, 
laughing. 

“Well, now, since you have discovered that 
you are so much richer than you thought you 
was, wont you stay home a few days longer from 
the office? You can’t think how I dread the 
thought of your being shut up there all the bright 
sun-shiny day.” 
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“(My dear Mary, if I consulted inclination, 
most certainly I would not leave you; but my 
word, dear, the promise I gave Mr. Sawyer, 
that cannot be broken on any consideration. I 
told him I would be there this morning, and of 
course he expects me, and of course I must go. 
You would not wish me to do otherwise ?” 

“No, no, Henry; it was very childish of me 
to say such a thing. I shall soon get used to 
being here without you, and it will be a pleasure 
to expect you home in the evening.” 





“Why did you not raise Henry Harding’s 
salary a little higher when you were about it?” 
asked Mrs. Sawyer of her husband, as the two 
sat at breakfast that morning that Henry started 
for the office. 

Mr. Sawyer put down his coffee cup and looked 
almost angrily at his wife, as he answered : 

“ Because I wish him to struggle a little, as I 
did when I was his age; because I want him to 
deny himself luxuries as I used to have to deny 
myself; because I den’t waat him to spoil that 
doll of a wife he has been taking ; and because 
I want to see him become a greater man than 
ever I dared to hope to be.” 

Mrs. Sawyer smiled. “Will all this be ac- 
complished, think you ?” 

«TI trust so, for I love the boy as if he was my 
own.” 

No one would have thought under that rough, 
harsh-looking exterior, how much benevolence, 
generosity and love were hidden; but such was 
the fact, although he sometimes teok strange 
ways to show it. 

“I bope Mary wont be deprived of too many 
of the comforts she has been used te ; it wont do 
to make her suffer for marrying the man of her 
cheice, especially when we know it to be euch a 
good cheice.” 

“Don’t be uneasy, Mrs. Sawyer, you know 
very little of that boy if you think he would let 
her want for anything. I tell you, you will see 

the day when she will be as far above you in 
poins of wealth and position, as I am now above 
him.” 

Mrs. Sawyer smiled again. “ Youcan’t make 
me jealous if you try; I think my little favorito 
deserves all the good that can possibly befall 
her.” 

“I don’t know about that,” was the answer. 
“ She must be something more than the common 
run of our fashionable girls if she deserves the 
husband she has got.” 





A, year passed Emily Dubourdien’s marriage 
with but little change ; but ere a sccond elapsed 


a beautiful babe was given to the mother’s arms, 
and then for the first time she cast aside the idle 
habits she had indulged in from her childhood, 
and really began to take an interest in life and 
living. 

On Arthur, the birth of his child had the effect 
of increasing his love for his beautifal young 
wife, and at the same time filling his mind with 
apprehensions of the worst kind. 

Mima, with an evil eye, had noted the change 
in him she loved so well. She felt that the fair, 
innocent girl whose will so gently yielded to his, 
was gradually twining herself round a heart, not 
natarally evil, but spoiled from unrestrained 
liberty. 

So potent was the spell of love which Emily 
had cast around her husband, that ere a year of 
their married life was at an end, he would hare 
made any sacrifice to have got rid of the bean- 
tifal Mima from the plantation; would have 
done almost anything to prevent the possibility 
of his wife’s ever knowing of her existence. 

But no offers could induce the girl to leave, 
and Arthar could not find it in his heart now to 
forcibly send her away, or sell her es he would 
once have done, for Mima was his slave. 

But he lived in constant dread of her, and 
possibly the watchful care he had of Emily was 
one of the strongest reasons of her attachment 
tohim. Certain it was that they were very hap- 
py together, and the little delicate babe was 
almost worshipped by both. 

No one ever saw Mima near the house, yet 
she came there often when they little dreamed 
there was a spy on their actions; when Arthur 
had no idea that those flashing black eyes were 
watching him caress his babe and its mother; or 
that cars of keenest sharpness were listening to 
his loving words. 

Through the other slaves he learned how 
strangely Mima treated her boy from the time 
Emily’s little girl was born : one hour bestowing 
the wildest caresses upon it, the next abusing 
the poor child with heartless cruelty. But the 
slaves all said Mima was mad, and Arthur him- 
self almost thought so sometimes. One night 
there was a fearfal storm, and while the thunder 
rolled overhead, and the lightnings flashed, and 
the rain came down in torrents, Arthur strove to 
quiet Emily’s fears, and allay her apprehensions 
with that tenderness which had become part of 
his nature now. 

The little child was with them, and while its 
nurse was busy about the apartment, Emily pat 
on the little cambric nightdress, and tied the 
bands, and then arranged the delicate lace frills, 
and then held the little beauty up in her arms 


476 


for the father to admire. And as he lay care- 
lessly on a sofa, Arthur Dubourdien thought 
mever was sweeter picture seen than that fair, 
young, girlish mother and her lovely infant. 

But other eyes than his were on them ; and a 
tall, slender form stood outside in tho darkness 
and the storm, and felt not wind nor rain, nor 
saw aught save that beautiful group, and the 
admiring glances he bestowed on them. Her 
child, which she held to her heart, at last began 
to cry with the cold rain falling on him, and she 
hastily tarned away and went to her desolate 
eabin. 

“She sits in her splendor and her state, and 
he loves her better than he ever loved me; while 
his boy and I may wander about in the dark and 
cold, and perish in the storm for aught he cares. 
O, shall I let her rob me of all my joy? Shall 
I let her have all the good, while I have none 
but the bad? No, never! She shall know what 
it is to mourn for a lost one, as I have.” 

The next night at that hour the scene without 
was calm and peaceful, scarce a trace remaining 
of the storm, while within the mansion all was 
terrified confusion, horror and dismay. 

The beautiful babe, the precious babe, the 
cherished one, was dying, was dead ; and Arthur 
Dubourdien turned from watching its last strug- 
gle to bear the almost lifeless form of his wife 
from the scene. k 

No more smiles and little winning arts; no 
more loving kisses and fond words; the baby 
was dead; cold and white, and not at all like 
the little warm, living creature they had all loved 
so well. And they buried it out of sight, and 
the mother, hopeless and helpless, with nothing 
to cheer her, sunk into worse habits of inactivity, 
and gradually pined and drooped away; and 
the father, uncertain of the cause of all their 
grief, and yet not daring to have his worst fears 
confirmed, grew moody and ill-tempered, and 
the once happy home was broken up; the slaves 
were sold and dispersed, and all that tells of the 
past are the two white marble monuments which 
mark the resting places of Emily Dubourdien 
and her babe. 





Five years after their marriage, as might have 
well been foretold, Caroline Willington’s hus- 
band wos a confirmed drunkard. Disgrace and 
troubles of various descriptions had humbled the 
proud wife’s heart, and it was almost her only 
comfort to go to Mary, and after recounting her 
trials, receive the warm sympathy which her 
cousin never denied. 

Caroline, too, had lost a babe, an only babe, 
and it was pitifal to see with what emotions she 
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would caress Mary’s pretty infants, sometimes 
lamenting that her own darling had been taken 
away, again rejoicing that ithad been spared the 
disgrace of the wretched father. All her love of 
display was gone, her beauty was destroyed by 
gtief and constant anxiety. Mary could scarce 
realize that the careworn, prematurely old-look- 
ing woman was the once beautifal, blooming 
Caroline Aylett. 

A very large party was given one night by a 
lady with whom the Ayletts had long been inti- 
mate, and Mary and her husband, as well as 
Caroline and Marcus, received invitations. 
Henry would probably have gone, for the lady’s 
husband was one whom he esteemed and re- 
spected ; but in the evening, Mary perceived 
symptoms of illness in her youngest treasure, the 
“wee baby,” and of course no party had any 
charms for the fond young mother after that. 

She urged her husband to go, for Henry was 
now a rising man, and many songht his society, 
who at the time of his marriage would have 
disdained to speak with him. Of course Mary 
was proud of this, and it gave her every satis- 
faction to see him in the society he was so well 
fitted to adorn. 

“You had certainly better go, Henry,” she 
said, on this occasion. “ You know how many. 
pleasant people Mr. W—— always collects to- 
gether, and you will enjoy yourself well.” 

“ And leave you home here to walk about the 
room all night with the litle one? No, I am 
afraid I should not enjoy myself much.” 

Mary said no more, for Henry always knew 
best, and to tell the truth, she was not sorry to 
be relieved in her care of the child, who, sick 
and fretfal, refused to go to any one but its 
parents. 

Late in the night, it grew so much worse that 
Henry went and brought their physician, who 
pronounced it a very sick child, and took the 
father back with him to get some more medicine. 

“ Have good courage, dear, I will be back in a 
few minutes; I don’t believe it is going to be 
anything very serious,” Henry whispered, as he 
saw how pale Mary’s cheek grew at the doctor’s 
words. 

For half an hour she sat holding the litile 
feverish babe in her arms, pressing the hot hands 
to her lips and brow, and using all those litle 
soothing arts mothers so soon learn. 

The child had just fallen into a troubled sleep, 
starting at every noise, and throwing ite limbs 
restlessly about, when a loud ring came at the 
door, and Henry’s mother came into the cham- 
ber in a few seconds with the bottle he had tak- 
en, and a scrap of paper.. There were a few. 


| 


THE COUSINS. 


pendled words, and Mary’s heart grew almost 
cold as she read them: 

“‘ Give the child his medicine, and leave it with 
mother, and come instantly to Caroline. Don’t 
delay a second | Henry.” 

Many women would have stopped to still the 
pitifal cries of the little one, unwilling to leave 
the mother’s arms ; but, though it cost her a deep 
pang, Mary obeyed the urgent command to the 
letter, and lost nota second. She felt that some 
fearful calamity alone could have caused her 
hasband to pen such a note. 

“Do you know where to go to?” she asked of 
the man who stood holding a horse and sleigh at 
the door. 

“Yes, ma’am. O, ma’am, aint this dreadful ?” 

Mary made no answer; the man was suffering 
from some dreadful agitation; for her life she 
could not ask him what he meant by #his, the 
word which he evidently fancied she understood. 

But why prolong horrors? Why try to de- 
pict the misery contained in that wretched man- 
sion, where the master lay dead and disfigured, 
the victim of a drunken riot—the mistress a rav- 
ing maniac—the servants terrified and bewil- 
dered, looking for some one to give reasonable 
orders? Of course any one with Henry’s calm 
decision was invaluable to such a time; and 
while he assisted to hold the frantic wife, he di- 
rected the movements of those who could restore 
order to the fearfully disordered house. 

The story was soon told. Marcus Willington 
had slipped away from his wife and the rest of 
the company at an early hour; had gone among 
some of the vile companions he best loved to 
associate with; had drank until intoxicated, 
quarrelled and fought with one, and just as his 
anxious wife came home to look for him, with 
fearful forebodings, he was carried into his house 
a bleeding, disfigured corpse. : 

Caroline never recovered from the shock 
her already shattered mind and body; a few 
weeks of raving delirium, a few more of quiet, 
sinking away, and then they laid her beside her 
husband in the churchyard. 

Mary, too, suffered severely from the terrors 
of that night, but she soon recovered, and her 
convalescence was materially aided by the unex. 
pected arrival of an old and careworn man, bent 
with years and sorrows, and faded with long 
residence beneath a tropical sun. 

It was John Aylett, who came home to die 
among the scenes of his youth; having grown 
almost fabulously rich, and found all too late 
that not even the excitement of money-getting 
could care a broken heart. He lived but a short 
time to enjoy the comforts and happiness of his 
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daughter’s home, and very soon after his death 
his brother and his wife also ended their worldly 
cares and troubles. 

Mary and her husband are yet living, and if I 
have not given their true names on these pages, 
it is solely because he is so well and honorably 
known to the world. 

Old Mr. Sawyer’s prophecy has come true, 
and the lawyer’s clerk has risen to be a greater 
man than ever he dared to be. His sons are 
ranked among our best and noblest men, doing 
highest credit to the professions they have chos- 
en; and the husbands of his daughters are truly 
among the lawgivers of the land. 





AMERICAN GENERALS. 

Washington was a surveyor, and in after life a 
farmer. “‘ Expressive silence! muse his praise.” 

Knox was  bookbinder and stationer. 

Morgan (he of the Cowpens) was a drover. 
Tarleton got from him a sound lecture on that 
subject. 

Greene was a blacksmith, and withal a Qua- 
ker, albeit through all his Southern campaigns, 
and particularly at the Eutaw Springs, he pat 
off the outward man. 

Arnold (I ask pardon for naming him in such 
company) was @ grocer and provision storekeep- 
er in New Haven, where his sign is still to be 
seen ; the saime that decorated his shop before 
the Revolution. 

Gates, who opened Burgoyne’s eyes to the 
fact that he could not “march through the 
United States with five thousand men,” was a 
“regular built soldier,” but after the Revolution 
a farmer. 

Warren, the martyr of Bunker Hill, was a 
physician, and hesitated not to exhibit to his 
countrymen a splendid example of the manner 
in which American physicians should practise 
when called upon by their country. 

Marion, the “ swamp-fox” of the South, was 
a cow-boy. 

Sumpter, the “ fighting-cock ” of South Caro- 
lina, was a shepherd’s boy.—/tichmond Enquirer. 
rr 

2 THE PERSIAN WHEEL, 

This is a contrivance for raising water to 
some height above the level of a stream. In the 
rim of a wheel turned by the stream a number of 
strong pins are fixed, to which buckets are sus- 
pended. As the wheel tarns, the buckets on one 
side go down into the stream, where they are 
filled, and return full up the other until the; 
reach the top. Here an obstacle is placed in su 
a position that it overturns the bucket, and the 
water is poured into a spout or convenient re- 
op Is is evident that with this form of 
wheel the water can only‘be raised to the height 
of the diameter of the wheel, and there is no 
doubt that it is avery rude contrivance. It is 
much used in Persia for the irrigation of the land, 
and very many of them may be seen on the banks 
of the river Nile.— Scientific American. 





Love is like honesty —all the world are talking 
about it and yet it is bat litle understood. 
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LOOK UP. 





BY LENA LYLE 





Look up! look up, thou troubled one, 
Thy Father is above; 
His heart {s filled with kindness, 
For the children of his love. 
Come to him when in sorrow, 
And he a balm will find, 
To set the aching heart at rest, 
To calm the troubled mind. 


Look up! look up, poor orphan child, 
The whole earth is before thee, 
Heed not the storms of angry Fate, 
That now are brooding o'er thee. 
But place thy hand upon the plough, 
And press it firmly on; i 
Look not behind, but on ahead, 
At what is to be done. 


Look up! look up, lone widowed heart, 
Reft of each gladsome ray; 

O, place thy trust in Him who dwells 
In realms of cloudless day. 

Look up, and ask of him the peace 
Which nowhere else thou'lt find; 

Call him, and he will quickly come, 
Thy wounded heart to bind. 


Look up! look up, forsaken one! 
Let faith dispel the gloom 
That hovers round thy spirit now, 
O, bid religion bloom. 
Look up to Him who dwells above, 
The King of heaven and earth; 
He made the meanest thing that creeps, 
He gave this world its birth. 


Look up! look up, I say, to all, 
Ne’er yield ye to despair! 

Fling far away upon the winds 
‘The sickening thoughts of care; 

Tet not a doubt of what's to come 
Assail thy trusting heart, 

But let thy faith in Ged and man 
Be of thyself a part. 
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TRUE LOVE’S GIFT. 


BY MARY W. JANVRIN. 


“No! never will I wed an unbeliever! Never 
peril my soul’s happiness by linking myself 
with one who doubts the existence of a God! 
And yet, why should it cost me a pang to reject 
Bayard Hartley? Ah, is it not that I fear for 
his future; that I fear for the genius that undi- 
rected and unhallowed, may lead his splendidly 
gifted mind into thick shades of mental night ? 
O, if by this marriage, I conld be instrumental 
in winning him to a better life—if I could save 
him—then, indeed, O how joyfally would I put 
my hand in his—for, ah me! I fear my heart is 
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his already—then, indeed, would it be my high- 
est happiness to marry him! But alas! I can- 
not, Idare not ; it would only be a double wrong, 
for what says my Bible? ‘ Be ye not unequally 
yoked with unbelievers.’” Anda fair girl swept 
back the folds of dark hair froma pale, high 
forehead, and leaned her face against che cool, 
moist window-pane. 

The little wicket gate swang to in the yard 
below, and outlined in the bright moonlight, she 
saw a well-known, manly form approaching the 
house, and in another moment a familiar bell-pull 
broke the silence of the calm, summer's evening. 
Why did Ellen Haven start nervously, and the 
red blood fiush her cheek, then rush back upon 
her heart again leaving her marble pale? Why 
did her limbs almost refase support, as, obeying 
the servant’s summons, she went down to the 
parlor? 

Ah, her heart had been right in its premoni- 
tions! Bayard Hartley had sought her that 
night to ask her to become his wife; Bayard, 
whose genius she so admired, whose dreamy, 
artist eyes had first sounded the well of love in 
her young heart, whose voice had been the 
sweetest dream of music she ever expected to 
listen to this side of heaven! And she, alone 
and untrammelled in the world, the heiress of an 
ample fortune, free to do her own heart’s bid- 
ding, with none to urge or hinder; why did she 
not place her white hand in his that night, and 
whisper, “ Yours, Bayard, forever more ?” 

Because, amid all the fascinations of his pas- 
sionate love, amid the thrall which this travelled, 
eloquent, and caressed son of fortane knew 60 
well how to weave around the woman he loved ; 
because, amid all, one memory had kept her 
pure and true, the memory of her gentle mother, 
whose death-bed rose terribly distinct to the child 
who knelt beside her and listened to that mother’s 
dying words. ‘“ My daughter, I look back upon 
the wreck of my life! Young, trusting, and a 
Christian, I went out from my father’s home to 
become the bride of your father—an infidel! 
Much as I loved him, I could not respect. Our 
life was outwardly calm, but ah, what an inward 
warfare! He died suddenly; in his death-hour 
wicked women heard his latest breath. I do not 
know that he carried with him into eternity 
another faith than the dreadful skepticisms of his 
life. O, my daughter, let your Bible be a prec- 
ious boon ; let gold never come between you and 
it; and never, never let an unworthy love turn 
you aside from the path of duty!” 

Such, a dying mother’s advice to her only child; 
and now the hour had come when the test should 
be applied. ‘‘ Strange fatality,” thought Ellen, 
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as het hand trembled on the door leading to the 
room where Bayard awaited her, “‘ strange fatality 
that bequeathed my mother’s love-experience to 
her child !” f 

But not, like her mother, did Ellen Haven 
yield. There, in that quiet sammer’s evening, 
were spoken words that proud, self-confident man 
of the world had not thought to hear, and by one 
whom he had deemed a weak, confiding girl, 
whose only earthly happiness centered in his 
love. 

And she had rejectedhim! For a mere whim, 
an idle prating about duty, sho had cast aside 
his love! Had the artist been heart-free, he 
could have smiled and gone on his way, so 
lightly did her eloquent pleadings that he would 
abjure his skepticism affect him ; buthe did love 
her, strongly as a gifted, passionate man could 
love, and thus in warmer words he besought a 
return of his affection. 

Bat though his entreatics moved her much 
(and when did lover-tones fail to weaken wo- 
man?) they could not turn her aside from the 
path conscience had marked out. 

“It is impossible,” she said, firmly, but with 
pale cheek. ‘‘ Bayard, much as Ilove you—and 
Ideny nothing—dear as you are to me, I dare 
not wed you. Do not urge me more. We part 
as friends; and may God guide you to the true 
fount of love and light, shall be my daily prayer. 
Good-by, Bayard !”” 

But the discomfited and suffering man, com- 
prehending not, in the whirl of his own selfish 
passions, the stronger bonds that held her from 
his arms as his wife, haughtily refused the whito 
hand she held appealingly towards him, turned 
upon his heel, and then, overcome by anger, 
paused a moment on the threshold to utter a few 
keen invectives ; reproaches that paled her cheek, 
and brought a“quiver to her lips. 

“It is well! You talk of duty, Miss Haven. 
Daty and conscience, forsooth I hope the lat- 
ter will never bring you any stings, if, in the 
fatare you hear of me as an aimless, reckless 
man ; a waif in the most dissolute cities of the 
Old World, whom you drove thither, an unbe- 
liever not only in God, but in virtue and true 
Womanhood! Ellen Haven, you never loved 
me! but you have coquetted with me, played 
with my hopes, feelings, and my love, till youled 
me on to this rejection. Talk of your duty! ’fore 
heaven, I would not wonder, if I stayed here five 
minutes more, to hear you say that your Bible 
commanded you to wed that young fop, Isling- 
ton, wikh more guineas than brains, whom all the 
world has pronounced a fitting match for the 
rich heiress, Miss Haven !” 
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Pale as death Ellen Haven sank down ona 
couch, when, with imperious, angry step, Bayard 
Hartley passed out. With hands pressed con- 
valsively over a wrung heart, tears falling rapidly 
down her cheeks, and his taunts still sounding 
loudly in her ears, she lay long, till the white 
summer moon rode high, and silvered all the 
landscape without. 

It was a hard struggle between wounded love 
and duty; but a high, moral nature, though it 
suffer ever #0 keenly, will not weakly yield, nor 
did Elica Haven. 





Bayard Hartley stood in his room with prepar- 
ations complete for his departure. Pictures were 
removed from the wall; articles of vertu, with 
his costly furniture, had been hustled into an 
auction-room ; the rich Persian carpet was soiled 
and trampled by tread of porters’ feet, and now 
he stood looking moodily from the window down 
the crowded city street, awaiting the arrival of 
the hack which was to take him to the steamer. 

A wild, haggard look was about his dark eyes, 
but a bitter, cynical smile wreathed his lips, a 
smile that betrayed, more than it concealed, a 
heart ill at ease within. The door opened, and 
a handsome, jaunty-looking, fashionably-attired 
young man sauntered in. 

“ What the d—ickens means this, Bayard ?” 
was his salutation, starting back and glancing 
round with an air of surprise. ‘]tooms torn to 
pieces, trunks packed—why, my boy, this looks 
like a start! What does it mean, dear fellow ?” 

“Tt means that three hours hence I shall be 
borne oat of Boston Harbor on my way to 
Europe. The Canada sails to«lay, and I go in 
her,” answered Hartley, shortly. 

“The deuce you do!” And a low, prolonged 
whistle betrayed the elegant Fred Pomeroy’s as- 
tonishment; if anything could be said to astonish 
that calm, self-complacent, aristocratic, and im- 
maculately-gloved young gentleman, who espec- 
ially prided himself upon never being betrayed 
either into vulgar haste or surprise, “why, my 
dear boy, when did this plan get into your head ? 
Thought you’d sown your wild onte—eh ? and 
intended to settle down, become ‘a respectable 
citizen,’ ‘useful member of society,’ in this 
dem’d old Puritan city, paint pictures, and all 
that sort of thing. And now you're off to 
Europe! Besides, what will the fair Haven do 
for an escort, when her most devoted and most 
favored is upon the other side of the big mill- 
pond? for, you know, rumor voted one Bayard 
Harley as the prospective lucky fellow who 
should come in for a share of the heiress’s 
thousands !’” 
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“Unfortanatdly, Miss Haven’s arrangements 
for the future and mine conflict. At least, I am 
not supposed to be the participant of those plans, 
since, for aught I know to the contrary, she may 
have turned nun and vowed to build a foundling 
hospital or convent with her surplus funds,” re- 
plied Hartley, with asperity. 

“More likely that she builds a five story stone 
front in the region of Mount Vernon Street, and 
sets up that golden calf, Reginald Islington, as 
the idol of her worship. Ha,ha! thatis not bad, 
isit, Bayard? That isn’t bad—capital hit—thiok 
I must report it—‘ Fred Pomeroy’s lest joke.’ 
Good-by, my fine fellow—give us your hand— 
write a fellow once au age when you get over 
with the old dons there, the other side of the 
water. O, river! as we say in Paris, I’m off.” 
And the elegant perfumed and becurled Fred- 
erick Pomeroy departed, to retail what his shal- 
low brain conceived to be a capital joke. 

“Please, Mr. Bayard, a maa left this package 
at the street door for you!” Anda female do- 
mestic appeared in the doorway. 

Hartley took the small paper package and 
opened it. A richly gilt and velvet bound vol- 
ume met his eye, Mechanically he turned to 
the fly leaf, whereon were delicately pencilled a 
few words, “ Will Bayard Hartley keep, and 
read this true love’s gift?” The chirography 
was only too familiar—light and graceful—it 
was Ellen Haven’s. The volume was a book of 
which he had spoken lightly, sneeriagly—a 
Bible! 

Now a red flush sprang to his cheek; fora 
moment he wavered between love and anger; 
then tossed the volume contemptuously into a 
pactly-filled trunk which stood open. 

“Cant, bigotry!” he exclaimed, scornfully. 
“She thinks to win me back at this late hour. 
No, Ellen Haven, if you have loved me, you shall 
suffer! If daty and conscience bade you to 
reject me, pride and firmness send me to the 
shores of the Old World. It shall place the ocean 
between us! ‘True Jove,’ indeed, which sent 
me from you coldly as the veriest ascetic in exist- 
ence. By heavon! if you knelt to me now fora 
emile, I would chill you with my scorn!” And 
the excited Hartley walked the ficor madly. “Ho 
there, waiter, strap up those trunks and take them 
down to the door. The hackman has come!” 
And three hours later Bayard Hartley was on 
his way to Europe. 

That night, while the summer moon rose high 
over the city, and silvered the quiet suburbs, 
again Ellen Haven received tribute of the “heart, 
hand and fortune ” of the elegant fop, Reginald 
Islington; the latter item (fortune), classing 
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within its limits the comfortable sum of fifty 
thousand, inherited from a poor, dead-and-gone, 
money-making, labor-loving father, a fast nag on 
the Cambridge race course, a box at “ the Bos- 
ton,” gold-bowed eye-glass, primrose kids, and 
sundry bottles of Macasser, all of which, strange 
to relate, Ellen Haven very quietly refused; so 
quietly, indeed, that the young exquisite doubted 
his rejection until the closing ofthe parlor-door 
and the total silence that followed announced 
the fact of his being left alone, when with extra- 
ordinary celerity he retraced his steps to the 
city, mentally reeolving never to venture within 
range of Miss Haven’s quiet words and scornfal 
eyes again. 

But to the poor, suffering girl who gained her 
chamber, and, from her mood of mortification that 
she should thus have been the recipient of an empty- 
headed fop’s “adoration,” fell into a long, pain- 
ful reverie, what sad thoughts did the silver, 
early summer moon bring, shining as it did on 
her beloved hastening over the ocean ? 





Reader, picture if you can with your mind’s 
eye, a gallant ship tossed on the wide seas in all 
the fury of a raging tempest. A fearful sight, 
this noble vessel, that of erst ‘‘ walked the 
waters likea thing of life,” now rolling hither and 
thither, an inert, heavy mass, whose next plunge 
might be into deepest whirlpools—abysses whose 
secthing foam should strangle utterly the breath 
from hundreds of white lips, and send hundreds 
of souls into the presence of their God! 

Reader, to you who are familiar with that late 
terrible calamity which yet fills our land with 
sorrow, to you who read how the fated Central 
America went down in mid ocean, carrying with 
her a more precious argosy than the golden dust 
with which she sanded the floors of coral caves— 
a precious freight of human hearts, loves, hopes 
and joys—to you the picture will loom up fear- 
fally distinct ; a wild, startling reality, and not 
a phantom picture of the brain ; and now, behold 
on the deck of this fated steamer, amid the throng- 
ing mass of human life, pale, trembling and un- 
nerved at the prospect of a terrible death, one 
whose footsteps four years before had trodden the 
deck of a foreign-bound steamer, Bayard 
Hartley. ; 

Far and wide had the wanderer roved; the 
Old World was familiar to his vision. His foot- 
steps had roved throughout Europe; he had 
penetrated into the heart of gay, metropolitan 
Paris, had drank deeply of the cup of dissipation, 
had bivouacked with the German students, 
quaffed their sparkling Moselle and the vintage 
of the Rhine, had paused to dream months away 
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in classic Italy, where Madonna and child, and 
the rare creations of a Titian and Corregio, 
looked down from gallery walls, and: then had 
strayed beyond where the thousand minarets of 
‘Turkish mosques pierced the blue, southern sky, 
gathered the roses of Cashmere, and, treading 
the sacred turf of Palestine, looked upon the 
altar-stone where the chivalrous crusader knight 
had knelt to breathe forth his pious vows. 

He had witnessed the performance of the rites 
attendant upon the different religions of the 
earth. The Hindoos had worshipped Brahma, 
Boodh end Vishnu, and performed their sense- 
less rituals before him; he had noted the Ma- 
homedan worship, and heard at twilight on 
Byzantine walls from Byzantine towers the 
miuezzin’s ery, “ Allah ilallah!” “ There is but 
one God, and Mahomet is his prophet!” he had 
stood in the Vatican and Saint Peter’s, heard the 
pomp and ceremonial of high mass, the curling 
incense-wreaths, heard the ‘* Grand Te Deum” 
and wondrous legend of virgin and martyr-red 
saint ; and been an observer of the forms and 
ritual of the established Church of England ; 
and in hambler houses, heard the man of God 
discourse of the Christian’s faith; and yet 
Bayard Hartley was still-an unbeliever! When 
the Old World paled on his vitiated taste, then 
this man of cosmopolitan life sought a new ex- 
citement in the new state that sits enthroned on 
her golden hills of our far western shores. To 
the El-Dorado of the nineteenth century he bent 
his way ; and California never held, amid all her 
heart-sick, unnerved, gold-wearied sons, one who 
carried a heavier heart or dragged away a more 
aimless life, than Bayard Hartley. At length, 
more from love of change, than any other 
motive, he turned his thoughts to the Puritan 
city of his birth in distant New-England ; and, 
gathering up the golden ounces which a few 
rapidly-executed but splendid pictures had 
gained him, he enrolled his name among the pas- 
sengers shipping on board the Central America, 
and again turned homeward. 





«“¥llen, child, you surely are not going on to 
New York by the night boat, and alone, too! I 
cannot consent to it! What sudden whim is 
this? If you insist upon this visit, your cousin 
Ralph shall bear you company next Wednes- 
day. Surely a week cannot make much differ- 
ence; besides you will then have time to write 
to your aunt Lester announcing your visit. 
Come, Ellen, put away this sudden whim !” and 
Mrs: Haven paused from the pleading speech 
she had addressed to her niece. 

“No, Aunt Emeline, please don’t oppose it! 
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I must go to New York this very night! It is 
but a short journey, and Captain Westis the 
most gentlemanly of captains. Uncle James has 
secured me a state-room ; and as for travelling 
alone, you need have no alarm on that account. 
Please don’t say any more, aunt! It is no idle 
whim that prompts this visit.” And thus decided, 
Ellen Haven set about hasty preparations for her 
departure. 

“Dear me, James, you can’t think how I hate 
to have Ellen go on the Sound to-night! J am 
afraid of the steamboats. O, that dreadful Cen- 
tral America calamity! Wasn't it dreadful ?” 
And Mrs. Haven looked sad and sighed heavily, 
as she left her husband at the dinner-table pre- 
paratory to offers of assistance to her niece. 

“La, wife, you’re nervous, that’s all! The 


| visit’ll do Ellen good; now I think of it, she 


looked pale as a ghost this morning when she 
came into the store for me to go down to the 
office and speak for her state-room. I think the 
change will benefit her-—am glad she thinks of 
it—always did wonder that a handsome, wealthy 
girl like her should be content to live a quiet, 
hum-drum life with us old folks. She’ll see 
gayety enough at her aunt Lester’s. Don’t you 
think that our Ralph is getting to like Ellen 
wonderfully, wife? She’d make him a good lit- 
tle helpmeet, if she could learn to like him well 
enough; but, by the way, I wonder where that 
painter, Hartley, vanished four years ago? I 
thought Ellen and he were going to make a 
match of it. Never did like him any too well. 
Ah yes, wife,” the merchant added, with a sigh. 
“Sad affair about the Central America! Terri- 
ble, terrible! Gloomy faces on State Street to- 
day. In fact, it cast a gloom over the whole city. 
Dreadful, wife, dreadful! Haven’t had time to 
read the list of the saved, yet, but will bring 
home the evening papers.” 

“ Wife, wife!” and James Haven looked up 
from his paper that evening, as hie sat in his 
cheery parlor, “hear! ‘ Bayard Hartley,’ among 
the saved from the foundered steamer. ‘Bayard 
Hartley ;’ why, we were talking of him this very 
noon! And he was coming home from Cali- 
fornia with a fortune! Wife, do you suppose 
that Ellen saw his name in the list and hurried 
on to New York tomeet him? Talways thought 
the girl liked him. Poor thing, I pity her.” 

“Perhaps they were engaged, James. You 
know he came out here often before he left,” 
suggested Mrs. Haven. “And yet I think she 
would have told me.” 

“Maybe not; Ellen’s a quiet girl, but deep. 
Maybe not, wife. But Nelly’s a hundred times 
too good for him, to my mind! But, poor fel- 
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low, he had a narrow escape of it!” And the 
old merchant removed his glasses, and sat fora 
long time in a deep reverie. 





“And so my gift was not slighted; but, in 
that terrible hour of darkness and doom, reveal- 
ed to you the one source of light and life? O, 
Bayard, what an escape, not only from the fear- 
ful waters, but from the death of a shipwrecked 
soul!” and the speaker shuddered. 

It was a dimly-lighted apartment where, ten- 
derly bathing the temples of a pale, emaciated 
man, sat Ellen Haven. In that moment when 
she had read his name among the “ saved”’ from 
a dreadful ocean grave, all the conventional 
forms of society were set at naught; she but 
obeyed the promptings of her noble womanly 
heart and hastened to his side. All of the past 
was forgotten ; she but saw the man she loved 
lying exhausted, faint and ill, and hastened to 
his side, where she heard a revelation it thrilled 
her heart with deepest gratitude to learn. 

Now let us hear it repeated by Bayard Hartley’s 
own lips, as, transferring the hand that lingered 
caressingly on his forehead to his own clasp, he 
told briefly the story of that terrible night. 

“ Ah, my best-beloved Ellen, when we parted— 
I in pride and anger—how little I foresaw this 
meeting! I went forth, a haughty man, arraigned 
against my Maker; I return a humble and 
abashed penitent. And, Ellen, you through 
Him have been the instrument of this! You, 
whom I vowed to forget, and blot oat from my 
heart in a wild career of dissipation, but whose 
pale, sweet face came before me day and night, 
turning me aside from maddest revels and saving 
me from my woret enemy—myself! Ellen, you 
have been my guardian angel ; and this,” laying 
his hand upon a Bible, “this has proved to me 
the day-star of life. In the darkness of that ter- 
rible night on the waters, while men, women and 
children were scattering their golden treasures 
about the cabin, wildly calling for the aid no 
hamen orm might bring; in that hour, alone in 
my cabin, and prostrate before the sense of a 
mighty power I knew not how to name, like a 
lightning-flash came the memory of this book. 
Drawing it eagerly from the trunk where I had 
idly thrown it, and where it had lain untouched 
during my four years’ wanderings, I opened it to 
read these words, ‘ The voice of the Lord is upon 
the waters: the God of glory thundereth: the 
Lord is upon many waters!’ Ellen, that saved 
me! not only, as you have said, from the en- 
gulpbing waves, bat from that more terrible 
death of the soul. It saved me; it upbore me 
in the desperate battle with the chill waters that 
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terrible night and that gray, drear day; it was 
with me when the rescue came. Ellen, the 
faith born there, midst the darkness and the 
waves, can never dim till merged in the stronger, 
clearer revelations of eternity. That Bible was 
indeed ‘true love’s gift.’ And now, Ellen, 
dear Ellen, what wonder that I ask the heart that 
prompted it, and the hand that sent it? My 
only beloved, will you stay with me to be hence- 
forth the angel of my life ?” 

There is small need to recall Ellen Haven’s 
answer. It may be inferred from an exclama- 
tion her aunt made that day week, when she read 
a letter handed to her as she sat at work in her 
parlor: 

“There! it is justas James thought; Ellen 
went to New York purposely to mcet this Bayard 
Hartley! Foor child, how she must have suf- 
fered | and not to tell me she was engaged to him. 
And I suppose she was expecting him home in 
the steamer! What if he’d been lost? Poor 
Ellen!” And certainly, to have caught a glimpse 
of good Mrs. Haven’s sad countenance at that 
moment, one would have boen inclined to pity, 
rather than rejoice at the happiness of Ellen 
Hartley. But, reader, you and I know better. | 

re 
DESTITUTION IN NEW YORK. 

The Christian Intelligencer gives the following 
instance of the distress that prevailed in that 
city during hard times :—‘ We heard of an in- 
stance where a clerk, who had lost his situation 
by the failure of his employers, and who could 
get nothing to do, having been reduced to great 
want, went to the market-place and watching an 
opportunity, ashe thought unobserved, put a 
piece of meat under his cloak. He was seen, 
and an officer was directed to follow him to his 
home, and be cautious and make inquiry and 
report before he took any steps. Waiting a few 
moments after the man had entered his house, he 
knocked. The clerk opened the door, and, on 
seeing the officer’s dress, he said : 

“So I am found out, am I? Before you take 
me away come inside a minute.” 

The officer went into the room, and found the 
wife and tour children each with a piece of the 
meat in their hands, eating ravenously. He 
burst into tears, and the clerk said : 

“My wife and children have had nothing to eat 
for four days. Everything is ‘pawned or sold, 
except what you see; I will go with you, if you 
say so.” The officer went back to the market 
and reported what he had seen, when the butchers 
filled up a basket with provisions, sent it to hia 
house, and supplied him until he found work. 

re 


Wisdom and virtue are by no means sufficient, 
without the supplement laws of good breeding, 
to secure freedom from degenerating into rude- 
ness, or self-esteem from swelling into insolence. 
A thousand incivilities may be committed, and 
a thousand offices neglected, without any remorse 
of conscience, or reproach from reason. 


NOSE OF YOUR BUSINESS. 


NONE OF YOUR BUSINESS. 





BY MARGARET VERNE. 





I was alittle girl of ten summers, when I 
heard the following story. It struck me then as 
something quite out of the usual routine of 
things, and I have treasured it in my memory 
for many years. 

I was my brother’s pet, and one evening, after 
his return from Europe, when he was about to 
welcome to his own home a number of friends 
whom he had not met for years, I begged him 
to let me remain in the parior, close beside him. 
He did not refuse me, and so I listened to, and 
enjoyed the conversation with him, with real 
childish gusto. 

“ How was it, Charlie?” asked my brother, 
turning to a fine-looking gentleman, with largo 

* blue eyes, and a pleasing face, who sat at his 
right, stroking his beard leisurely with his fin- 
gers. “ How did you win that most inexorablo 
of all ladies, your guardian’s daughter ?”” 

The gentleman smiled one of the most be- 
witching smiles I ever beheld, and said, with 
some little hesitancy in his voice and manner : 

“O, that was a singular affair, which, though 
it may be very amusing to listen to, was, never- 
theless, hard to endure. I am not sure that it 
will benefit you to hear it.” 

«« How was it?”’ asked my brother, and “‘ How 
was it, Mr. Davies?” chorussed in some half- 
dozen voices. 

“Since you are all my friends, and having 
seen my Mabel, cannot blame me that my love 
for her bordered on frenzy, I will tell you, how 
at last, everything was brought about to my 
mind. Well, as stories have it, I was poor, and 
Mabel was an heiress. I was in love with her; 
but if she was with me, she kept that love secret. 
She never told me so. Consequently, my life 
grew to be one prolonged misery, though, all the 
while, I hoped against hope. 

“Ah, but the day of all days, when affairs 
came to a crisis; when the darkest hoor of night 
gave way, making room for the bright morning 

of my love. Telling Mabel that I loved her had 
grown to be one of my daily customs, as much 
as that of attending, regulerly, family prayers, 
every morning, and, if I romember rightly, 
usually followed the morning’s worship, while 
we were left alone together in the sitting-room. 
So, upon that memorable day of which I speak, 
I said, ‘ Mabel, if you will only love me I will do 
apything in the world for you; make any sac- 
rifice chat you may name; endanger my life; 
jeopardize my health and strength ; anything.’ 
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“ Mabel looked soriously at me for a moment, 
and then added : 

“Charles, do you realize what you have been 
saying?’ 

“OQ, yes! most certainly I do. Name the 
way in which you wish to test my love, and you 
shall find that I am true—as—as—the eternal 
heavens !’ 

“* Well, well, that will do. We are to have 
& party to-morrow night,’ she commenced, se- 
viously, ‘ will you promise me to attend it?” 

“T bowed an assent. 

“To-morrow forenoon,’ she continued, rest- 
ing her white hand upon my arm, and coming 
up closely to my side, ‘ I want you to make sev- 
eral calls for me. One at te R. House, one at 
N. Hotel, and one upon Miss Reeves at her fath- 
er’s house on B. Street; and more, I wish you to 
promenade for a considerable length of time up 
and down Broadway.’ 

«¢ With all my heart, dear Mabel,’ I respond- 
ed, ‘I see nothing disagreeable in that.’ 

«*But you have not heard me through yet ; 
when you have, you may protest at once against 
my test a8 youare pleased to term it.’ 

“«« Never, never, Mabel !’ 

«Well, I wish you to make this answer to 
every person who addresses you upon the street, . 
at the hotel, or in any place you chance to be.’ 

“« What,’ I asked, breathlessly. 

«These words—None of your business |” 

“T could not speak for several moments, I was 
80 astounded. 

“Will you do it?” asked Mabel. 

“«¢Y.e-8, y-e-8,’ I stammered, my face flashing 
crimson. é 

«Very well. And now, but onething more; * 
you must report upon your word and honor to 
me the whole of your adventures. Will you? 

“*Yes, Mabel,’ I answered, feebly. 

“Well, then, here is my hand on the bargain. 
After you have performed faithfully your mission, 
perhaps—’ she blushed, held down her head, and 
didn’t finish the sentence. I bent my lips down 
to hers, kissed her passionately, and left her to 
ponder alone upon her strange request. 

“I must say, ‘ None of your business,’ to every 
person that speaks to me, I mused aloud when 
in my chamber. ‘Why, peoplo will think me 
insane! Miss Reeves, delightful Miss Reeves, 
beautiful Miss Reeves, will order her father’s ser- 
vants to turn mo out of doors. She'll think I go 
there on purpose to insult her. By Jove, it is 
too bad! If any woman but Mabel had pro- 
posed such a method of procedure to me, I would 
have annibilated her by a single look. But 
Mabel, dear Mabel—I'll do it!’ 
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“The following morning at ten o’clock, I 
started for N. Hotel. My guardian’s house was 
dlong distance from it, and daring my walk I 
met many of my acquaintances. As good lack 
would have it they were all too hurried to greet 
me with anything beyond a bow and a good 
morning, until I met good parson W——. In 
vain I tried to dodge him; looked in every 
«direction but the one from which he was coming, 
Int to no account. He put bis hand on my arm 
and sounded a round good morning in my ears. 

“T bowed and moved a step forward, but he 
lteld me fast. 

“Do not hurry, youngman. I wish to speak 
with you upon a subject which should put every 
other out of sight—of your immortal soul !’ 

“T bowed again. 

“How have you felt in your mind since I 
last conversed with you ?” 

“O, that odious sentence with which I hed 
vowed to answer every one who spoke to me, 
how could I utter it! 

* «Bow have you felt?’ he repeated, looking 
anxiously in my face. 

“None of your business!’ I answered, plamp 
and fair. 

“The gentleman looked as though he expect- 
cil the earth to open under my feet, so he stepped 
back from me. ‘Young man,’ he said, solemnly, 
‘beware how you treat lightly affairs pertaining 
to your immortal interests. I forgive your in- 
sult to me—’ 

“J broke away from him before he had‘com- 
pleted the sentence. I was half crazed. 

“A few moments’ brisk walk brought me to N. 
Hotel, which I entered with the air of a martyr. 
I had but just stepped inside the hall, when'a 
loud, brisk voice began : 

“Good morning, Mr. Davies; you are just 
the person I have been wishing to see. Step 
into the parlor, if you please, while I whisper in 
your ear a bit of good news.’ 

“T thought for a certainty, that I should sink 
through the floor as I reluctantly followed my 
worthy friend, Mr. Allen, throngh the hall. For 
many months he had been striving to make room 
for me in his extensive wholesale warehouse ; 
because he had taken an interest in me, and knew 
that my yearly allowances ceased when my edu- 
cation was finished. 

“ «Davies, I have it all arranged now as I 
have so long wished. You can have the head 
clerkship in our establishment, and receive a 
good roand’substantial salary. If you are faith- 
fal, in a few years you shall come in with us as 
a partner. We old men need « capable young 
man like yon, to look after us. What do yousay?’ 
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“My tongue clove to the roof of my mouth. 
I thought I should fall from the chair in which I 
was sitting. 

“Say, Davies, my good fellow, what do you 
think of it?” 

“«None—none of your business’ I gasped. 

“Mr. Allen looked me in the face a moment, 
und then arose, proudly with a ‘Very well, sir!’ 

“TT buried my face in my hands, I had insult- 
od the warmest friend I had in the whole city. 

“Nothing can be worse than this, I thought. 
I will walk throngh the remaining scenes of this 
farce, like an undaunted actor. 

“«*Halloo, Charlie,’ was the next exclamation 
that startled me, as I was walking up the eteps 
of the R—— House, and at the same moment a 
hand was laid familiarly on my shoulder. ‘I 
haven’t seen you fer a number of weeks—not 
since I was married. By the way, you haven’t 
seen my little wife yet; come up now and be 
introdaced,’ continued my friend, too busy with 
his own thoughts to notice that I did not reply to 
him. ‘I believe traly, Davies, that I am the 
happiest man in existence. I wish you were 
half'as happy. This way,’ and he led me upa 
broad flight of stairs and paused before a door 
upon the first landing. 

“ «We have a suite of room, here.’ 

“A moment more and I was in the presence of 
Mrs. Thomas Langley—a pretty, sweet-looking 
little brunette. 

“My friend, Mr. Davies, Mrs. Langley!’ 
commenced Tom, with a sort of pride visible in 
her tone. ‘One of my boon companions,’ he 
vontinued, as I bent low over the white hand of 
the lady. 

“What would I have given to have been my- 
self forthe next halfhour. I cursed myself for 
the foolish promise I had made; in my heart I 
walled Mabel everything but a true woman. 
Why shouldn’t I? Iwas making a fool of my- 
self a laughing-stock among my friends. At 
last a bright thought strack me. Mabel had 
said that every reply of mine must be—‘ None of 
your business!’ Surely I was not precladed 
from asking questions myself. So I commenced 
a lively conversation with the lady, which I 
should have enjoyed heartily, had I not been 
trembling all the while with fear lest she should 
ask me a question.. One came at last, which I 
answered in French. I saw at once that she did 
not understand the language, but was too proud 
to admit the faet. I looked at Tom. His eyes 
blazed hke fire. He was as familiar with the 
language as his‘own mother tongue. A moment 
more and I bowed myself out of the room. 
Tom’s fiery glance followed me. He was pos- 
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sessed of a high temper, and I felt anything but 
sure as to the way the affair would terminate. 

“Decidedly uncomfortable in my feelings, I 
made my way towards the home of Miss Reeves. 
You may judge of my joy, my happiness, on 
being told that the lady was away! With one 
bound I cleared the steps and landed on the 
sidewalk. I have always felt thankful to her for 
her timely absence. 

“JT walked briskly up Broadway congratula- 
ting myself that my trials were nearly ended, 
but vowing in my inmost heart that I would 
never bestow another tender thought upon Ma- 
bel Annis. 

“A little beggar-girl crossed my way and ask- 
ed me if I would give her a penny, and I thun- 
dered out my answer to her, at the same mo- 
ment I dropped a silver coin in her thin hand. 
I could say ‘ None of your business,’ to the king ! 
I exclaimed, looking resolutely about me. 

“«How are you getting along?’ sounded a 
pleasant voice at my elbow. I looked around to 
see the roguish, laughing face of Mabel Annis. 

“None of your business!’ I answered with 
marked emphasis. 

“At two o’clock, P. M., reached home sick 
anddisheartened. I had lost a lucrative situa- 
tion, as wells the confidence of a tried and 
esteemed friend. I had insulted a woman ; and 
treated with levity and disrespect the teachings 
of a minister of the gospel, beside making myself 
ridiculous in numerous other instances. There 
was nothing left for me to do now, but leave the 
city. If I remained in it, I should always be 
notorious. 

“With an air of sxllenness and pride, I sought 
Mabel in the parlor, and told her of my exploits 
as well as I could, amid peals of ringing, musi- 
cal laughter. 

“¢ After you have called upon Miss Reeves, 
we'll talk about—’ commenced Mabel. 

“Then you will never have that privilege!’ 
I said, sternly, interrupting her. 

«« Just as you please,’ returned Mabel, with.a 
pretty toss of her head. x 

««« That I have acted the part of a foolish, in- 
experienced boy, I'll admit, Mabel,’ I said. 
* That you have made my love for you a weapon 
against myself, you are well aware. But Iam 
stronger now, than I was this morning. I do 
not think if you had cared for me, even as a 
brother, you would have aided in making me 
eppear ridicutous.’ 

««*Bat indeed, Charlie! I ditin’t mean any 
harm ; it was so fanny that I couldn’t help tell- 
ing yon to doit. You were always begging me 
to test your love, you know?” 
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“«Test my love, Mabel! Why did you not- 
tell me something to do that would have been an 
honor to you in the suggestion, and to me, in the 
performance of it? Why didn’t you tell me to 
bea brave, true man, true to myself and true to 
you, instead of sending me out on a mean mis- 
sion to disgrace myself, and make my best friends 
my enemies.’ 

“Ts it too late for you to be a true man now, 
Charlie? Wont you try to be one if I ask 
you?” 

“T looked into Mabel’s face. Great tears 
were running down her cheeks, and her red lips 
were quivering with emotion. My heart smote 
me for what I had been saying. After all, I 
loved Mabel better than any one in the world. 
I began to fecla strange, choking sensation in 
my throat, and a rising of tears in my eyes, 
which in my new strength of manhood I would 
not have had Mabel seen for the world, so I 
turned slowly away from her and left the room. 
I thought #t was unmanly to weep. 

“Until six o’clock in the evening I busied 
myself in my room packing my trunk. When 
my task was nearly completed, I was interrupted 
‘by a low rap at the door, and on opening it 
Mabel stood before me her eyes red and swollen 
with weeping. 

“‘Tam going away,’ I said, as she glanced 
inquiringly about the room. 

“‘Thave dore all that I can, to repair the 
-wrong I did you,’ she said; ‘I have called on 
Mr. Allen, and he said that the situation was 
still yours, and that you were perfectly excusable, 
Mr. Langley laughed uproarously, at my ex- 
planation, and said that he did not blame you. 
-And parson W——, though harder to convince 
than the other gentlemen, said that when he had 
-an opportunity of conversing with you, he didn’t 
‘doubt ke should fully exculpate you from all 
‘blame. That is all,’ and she turned to go. 

“No, no, Mabel, you shall not go from me 
in this way, after you have proved yourself so 
noble 2 woman. Only consent to be my wife, . 
and I will be everything you wish me to be,’ I 
said, passtonately, drawing her to my side, 

“Will you be my wife?” 

“Again Mabel’s rosy lips quivered, and her 
-Gelicate eyelids drooped over her eyes, as she 
placed both her hand in mine. And I don’t 
believe there was ever a happier person in exis- 
‘tence than I, when I pressed a betrothal kiss 
pon her lips. 

“Tt is needless to say-that parson W— 
was wholly reconciled, when three weeks after, 
he was the recipient of around, handsome bridal 
fee nt Mabel’s and my wedding.” 
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Curions Matters. 


An Execution two Centuries ago. 

From the Diary of John Hull, Treasurer and Mint- 
Master of~Massachusetts, recently published by the 
American Antiquarian Society, we take the following 
item :—‘' 1657, 28d of 2d (i.e. April 28d). We received 
letters from Hartford, and understand that the work of 
reconciliation (in the Church) went very slowly forward. 
We also heard that at a town called Farmington, near 
Hartford, an Indian was so bold as to kill an English- 
woman and likewise her maid, and also sorely wounded 
little child—all within their house—and then fired the 
house, which also fired some other houses or barns. The 
Indians being apprehended, delivered up the murderer, 
who was brought to Hartford, and (after he had his 
Tight hand cut off) was, with an axe, knocked on the head 
by the executioner.” 


Patchouli. 

Of all the Eastern odors, patchouli is that most em- 
ployed in Europe, not as a scent for the handkerchief, 
but asa preservative for it against the destraction of 
insects. Itts sald to have been introduced into Europe 
in the following manner: It was observed by the pur- 
chasers and sellers in Paris of Indian shawls, that they 
possessed ® peculiar fragrance. It was useless to attempt 
to pass off homespun gocds for the genuine article; how- 
ever admirable was the imitation, the fraud was imme- 
diately detected by the absence of the true scent. At 
last the haberdashers discovered the secret; the scent 
was owing to patchouli, and the plant, which was then 
firat imported to aid the deceptions of trade, soon became 
a fashionable perfume. 


Physiological Fact. 

Little or no water is found in the stomach of a drowned 
Person; and when it is present, it can in no way have 
contributed to death. The experiments of Oriffia and 
Marc have proved that water is never found in bodies 
submersed after death; and that it eannot be made to 
enter the stomach without the assistance of a tube 
passed into the gullet. This fact, and that of little or no 
water entering the lungs, cannot be too widely propa- 
gated, as the popular prejudice is in favor of the opposite 
opinion; and bodies taken out of the water sre still 
rolled on barrels, and held up by the heels, in order to 
dislodge it—a practice fraught with the greatest danger, 
if the smallest chance of resuscitation exists. 


Singuler Death from Hydrophobia, 

Mrs. Ann Randall, of Norwich, Coun., was induced by 
curiosity to offer water to a cow that a few days pre- 
viously had been bitten by a mad dog, and exhibited all 
the symptoms of hydrophobia. The froth and saliva 
from the cow’s mouth got into the water, and afterwards 
Mrs. Randall thoughtlessly put her hand into the water 
to rinse out the pail. On one of the fingers of the hand, 
thus introduced into the water, was a slight abrasion of 
the skin. Ina few days after this, Mrs. Randall was at- 
tacked with hydrophobis, and after three days of horrible 
agony, died. 














Extraordinary Longevity. 

Anaged couple, Charles and Betty Morris, are now liv- 
ing at Howell Croft, Belton, England, and it is a curious 
coincidence that each has just seen 102 summers. The 
old man isa handloom weaver, and was following his oc- 
cupation last December. His son, who lives with him, is 


54 years of age. 
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CURIOUS MATTERS. 


A skilfal piece of Ingenuity. 

An ingenious design, the result of much patience and 
Perseverance, was recently shown s contemporary, who 
thus describes it: It consisted of a glass bottle, the 
height of which was only one foot, and in which were 
constructed several reels of wood, having on them 8487 
heads, 120 yards of silk, and eight chins images; alto- 
gether, this curious bottle contained 8038 pieces, so 
jointed and framed that they filled the bottle, and had 
all been put together through the neck. But the crown- 
ing work was the stopper, from which four pieces pro- 
Jected in the form of a cross, s0 that it could not be with- 
drawn, and the question with us was, how was it got in? 
This ingenious piece of work is » singular ouriosity in 
art. 


A French Foundling Hospital. 

A touching custom has prevailed at Lyons for many 
years. The first child that is abandoned to the care of 
the foundling hospital on the eve of Christmas day, is re- 
ceived with peculiar honor and attended to with every 
care A very handsome cradle, prepared beforehand, re- 
ceives its little body, the softest coverings give it warmth, 
the kindest solicitude watches over its slumbers.. The 
whole is designed to present the strongest contrast to 
the scene in the stable in which the Saviour was received, 
on entering on his earthly existence, and that the being 
seemingly condemned to perish, the victim of vice or 
misery, is savod by the birth of Him who was sent on 
earth to inculcate charity and good will. f 








Curious Mode of Capturing Whales. 

At Qualboe, one of the Faro islands, a peculiar species 
of whale, called the beaked or long-nosed variety, is 
caught by very singular means. When a stray fish of 
this tribe, individuals of which frequently measure about 
thirty feet long, is soen on the surface of the water, 
some boatmen gently approaches it, tickles the huge 
creatures back with one of his oars, and #0 pleases the 
unconssious prey, that It suffers another to stop up its 
blowing-holes with woollen gloves or stockings, a process 
which prevents it from sinking. Tho blubber being then 
perforated, and fishing-lines fastened through it, the 
prise is pulled softly on shore and despatched with spears 
that are usually kept at hand for the occasion. 





An Australian Marvel. 

‘The Melbourne Argus gives a summary of the discov- 
eries in natural history by Mr. Blandowski, during his 
recent expedition on the Lower Murray, in the waters of 
which he found fifteen varieties of fish, in addition to the 
five already known, and amongst them three species of 
viviparous shell fish, and also some fresh-water sponges. 
But the greatest curiosity in his collection, was a variety 
of the bos constrictor with two small legs, ali vel- 
oped indeed, but sufficiently so as to enable jUlle to 
ascend the smoothest tree by inserting them in the crev- 
ices and excrescences of the bark. 


Natural Compass. 

It is’ well-known fact that, in the vast prairies of 
Texas, a little plant is always to be found, which, under 
all clroumstances of climate, change of weather, rain, 
frost or sunshine, invariably turns ita leaves and flowers 
to the north. If solitary traveller were making his 
‘way across these trackless wilds without a star to gukte’ 
‘or compass to direct him, he finds an unerring monitor 
ina humble plant, and he follows its guidance, certain 
that it will not mislead him. 





CURIOUS MATTERS. 


‘A New and Amusing Oure for Love, 

The son of 8 wealthy nobleman in a fashionable Paris- 
jan faubourg, became enamored of the pretty daughter 
of his father's concierge (door-porter), and determined to 
marry her. The aristocratic papa, of courge, opposed; 
Dut moved at last by the despair of bis son, gave his con- 
sent, with the proviso that the smitten youth should go 
to sea for twelve months before his marriage. Shortly 
after his departure, the father, who had previously ob- 
served a tendency to embonpoint in the young intended, 
took her under his special charge, gave her every kind of 
the most nourishing and succulent food and good wines, 
forbade her to take exercise, as unbecoming in his fature 
daughter; and, in fact, stall-fed her to such an extent 
that when the enamored swain returned from his year’s 
voyage he was horrified to find, instead of the slender, 
elegant girl he had left, an immense fat woman, as big 
as two Albonis rolled into one! Of course the ruse was 
successful, and the unfortunate victim of good cheer has 
been pensioned off. 





Curious Bank Transaction. 

The editor of the Belfast (Ireland) Journal has availed 
himself of the columns of the London Times to expose an 
extraordinary transaction in which one of the Glasgow 
banks was concerned. -‘‘Not many years ago,” says the 
writer, “acertain gentleman became indebted to one of 
these banks to the extent of several thousand pounds; 
when he was hauled up, {t was found that he had no as- 
sets, and the bank, therefore, insured his life to the ex- 
tent of thelr debt, upon which they ofcourse pay a heavy 
annual tax. This gentleman called on the bank some 
time after, and told one of the managers, ‘I am offered 
a lucrative situation in Sierra Leone, but you know ifI 
go out there the policy will be vitinted; however, I must 
go, asI cannot starve.’ What, then, was to be done? 
The same man is now comfortably living on the econti- 
nent, onan snouity granted by this bank, which annuity, 
added to the premlum of insurance, forms a nice little 
item in the expenses of the establishment.”’ 


The Effects of Moonlight. 

Professor Piazea Smyth, the Astronomer Royal for 
Scotland, in his interesting account of a recent ectentific 
expedition made by him to the Peak of Teneriffe, has set 
at rest the quastio vezata of the heat of the moonlight. 
He says that his thermometrical instruments were sensi- 
bly affected by the moon's rays, even at the lowest of two 
stations oceupled by him at different elevations. In 
tropical climates, meat which is exposed to the moon- 
light rapidly becomes putrid; and in the West Indies, the 
negroes, who will lie sweltering and uncovered beneath 
the full glare of tropical sun, carefully mufile their 
heads and faces when exposed to the moonbeams, which 
they believe will cause swelling and distortion of the 
features, and somotimes even blindness. 





Electrotype Pearls. 

The Japanese are famous for their electrotype pearls, 
which are made in the following way: A quantity of 
oysters and muscles are collected, when their mouths 
are forced open, and a copper plate, from one-fourth to 
three-fourths of an inch in diameter, bearing a stamped 
impreesion of the image desired, {s placed within. The 
oysters are then replaced in the water, where they are 
allowed toremain from twelve to fifteen months, during 
which time the oyster, irritated by the copper plate, 
forms a coating of pearl over the surface of Jt. 


ee 


487 


The Paper Plant. 

‘Tho Mineral Point Tribune has a description of a plant 
with the above name, discovered in Wisconsin by Miss 
A. L, Beaumont. The lady describes it as follows: “I 
discovered, two years ago, a plant which yields both 
cotton and fiax from the same root, and I believe Iam 
the first person who ever cultivated, spun and knit from 
it. Iam persuaded that any article that will make as 
good cloth as can be made from this plant, will make 
good paper; hence Icall it the paper plant. It can be 
planted in the spring, and cut in the fall or winter. It 
bleaches itself white as It stands, and will yield at least 
three or four tons to the acre. From a single root that 
I transplanted last spring, there grew twenty large stocks, 
with three hundred and five pods containing the cotton, 
with at least sixty seeds in each. From this root I ob- 
tained seven ounces of pure cotton, and over halfa 
pound of flax. It iss very heavy plant, and grows from 
six to seven feet high.” 


‘Weathercocks. 

‘The vane, or weathercock, must have been of very 
early origin. Vitruvius calls it triton, probably from its 
having the form ofa triton. The usual form on towers, 
castles and secular buildings was that of a banner; but 
on ecclesiastical edifices, it generally was a weathercock. 
‘There was a symbolical reason for the adoption of a figure 
ofacock. The cross surmounted a ball, to symbolize the 
redemption of the world by the cross of Christ; and the 
cock was placed upon the cross in allusion to the repen- 
tance of St. Peter, and to remind us of the important 
duties of repentance and Christian vigilance. Apart from 
symbolism, the lange tail of the cock was well adapted to 
turn with the wind, and fore similar reasen the arrow 
and the fox might be chosen; though the hare and gray- 
hound are less favorable. On thechurchof8t Laurence, 
in Norwich, the vane is formed like a gridiron, with the 
holy martyr extended upon the bars. 





Curious Fact. 

Itis generally thought that when a vessel is full of 
water any solid substance immersed in it will cauee it to 
overflow, and such will be the case if the substance is 
not soluble in the water; but the philosophic truth, that 
in dissolving a body, you do not increase the volume of 
the solvent, may be proved by a simple and interesting 
experiment. Saturate a certain quantity of water, at a 
moderate heat with three ounces of sugar; and when it 
will no longer receive that, there is room in it for two 
ounces of salt of tartar, and after that for an ounce and 
adram of green vitriol, nearly six drams of nitre, the 
same quantity of sal ammoniac or smelling salts, two 
drams anda scruple of alum anda dram and a half of 
borax—when all these are dissolved in it, it will not have 
Increased in volume. 





Reason for Italic Words in the Bible. 

‘Those words generally consist of auxiliaries, a8 on, are, 
twas, ete., which in the original are not written, but un- 
derstood. It is the genius of the ancient Hebrew, Greek 
‘and Latin languages to omit the minor words of 8 sen- 
tence; but as the omission sometimes gave rise to obsca- 
rity, the translators supplied them, and for distinction, 
printed them In italics. Thus in the Gospel of St. John, 
“There was a man sent from God, whose name was John.” 
In the original Greek the italicised word is omitted. 


The Slorist. 


Flowers, that bloom to wither fast; 
#1, whose beams, are soon o’ervest ; 
warm, but not to. last; 
Bueh by earth are given.—H. F. Gout. 


Basturtium and Mignonette. 

Both these plants, generally regarded as rather tender 
snnesis, may become, by attention and care, hardy, 
woody shrubs. The first winter of their growth, pot them 
‘end keep in the house; in the spring transplant them to 
the borders, where the growth of another summer will by 
fall render them hardy enough to be left in the ground 
in future, requiring only = little protection. Thus the 
care during one winter changes these pretty annuals into 
hardy shrubs. 

Hibiscus. 

The rose-colored, pale rose, and white with crimson 
centre, are beautiful flowers. The Hibiscus Grandifiorus 
is very large flowered. They are tall and robust plants, 
worthy of a place among the shrubs, and their blossoms, 
which strikingly resemble those of the hollyhock, make 
# fine display in August and September. Do not neglect 
to make on early provision of them. 





Fertilizers for Flower Plants. 

It has been proved that, for the generality of flowers, 
and more especially geraniums and the more delicate 
Miles, common giue, diluted with a sufficient portion of 
water, formes richer manure than any other yet discov- 
ered. Plants placed in sand on the worst soils, display 
beauty and vigor when watered with this composition. 
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Meadow Sweet—Spirea. 

The Spireoas are very desirable border plants. There 
are the white and the double. The Spirwa Japonica is 2 
distinct and beautiful species, a foot high, with spikes of 
white flowers. The Spirea Cobata is a robust species 
with long spikes of red flowers. They bloom in Juneand 


July. 


Stooks and Asters. 

A shallow box, four or six inches deep, the size of a 
Aiteben window, may be made to produce quite a quan- 
tity of choice asters and stocks with very little attention. 
bs the days become warm, the box should be placed in 
the open air to harden off the young plants, or else the 
window opened quite wide. 





Wiphea, 

A very beautiful little plant, a native of Gautemals, 
and has a dwarf stem, with hairy, fleshy leaves, some- 
thing like @ Gloxinia; the flowers are of a snowy white- 
ness. The plants look best planted in clusters, and only 
require green-house heat. 


Monks-hood—Aconitum. 

‘Phe aconitums or monks-hoods are low plants with 
finely cut leaves, and flower-stalks from two to three feet 
in height, bearing clusters of blue, white, yellow or va- 
Megated flowers, and blooming from July to October. 


Heaths. ' 

A mixture of charcoal and sandy peat, and a great 
number of pebbles, mixed with the soll in each pot, is 
Vory beneficial to almost all species of heaths. 
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A splendid Greenhouse. 

In the royal botanical gardens at Kew, England, there 
is one green-heuse, 862 feet long, the centre 100 feet wide, 
‘and 66 feet high, and the wings 60 feet wide and 20 feet 
high. It is built entirely of iron, stone, brick and sheet 
glass. It is heated by twelve furnaces, and by hot water 
plpes and tanks, carried beneath the floor. ‘The aggre- 
gate length of these pipes is about five miles. From the 
lofty gallery in the interior you look down on magnif- 
cent palms, sugar canes, cocoe-nut tress, the great Stre- 
kiseia Augusta, and many rare and beautifal tropical 
trees, in the most healthy and luxuriant condition. The 
building containing the palm trees cost $200,000. 





Phioxes, 

The phioxes stand at the head of all hardy herbaceous 
Perennials. The increase of new varieties has added 
largely to their value by great improvements in habits of 
growth, size and form of flowers and brilllancy and va- 
riety of colors. They fill up « great blank during the 
latter part of July, August and September. They are 
perfectly hardy, and flourish in eny soll. 


Millfiower—Achillea. 

‘The Achilleas are handsome pisnts, from one to two 
feet in height, with large heads of flowers, blooining from. 
July to October. The Prarmica Plena (sneezewort) is a 
spreading plant, with « profasion of small double daisy- 
like flowers. 

Bellflower—Campsnuls. 

The bell-flowers are pretty, and varying in color from 
white through various shades of lilac and tender purple 
to deep blue; some are dwarfin habit, and others tall, 
covered, during # great portion of the summer, from July 
to October, with handsome bell-shaped flowers. 


Tea Roses, 

The perfame of these roses is most delicate and sgree- 
able; indeed they may be called the sweetest of all roses. 
The flowers are also large and very delicate in their col- 
ors, such as white, straw and fiesh color, and various 
tinte of rose combined with them. 


Carnation and Picotees. 

The Carnation is universally admired for its brilliancy 
sod beauty of color and delicate fragrance. It stands 
deservedly next in popularity to the rose. I¢ flourishes 
in good garden soil. The Picotees are usually hardieet. 





Snapdragon—Antirrhinum, 

There are many beautiful varieties of this flower of all 
colors, from white to dark crimson, variegated, eto., in 
bloom nearly all the summer. They aregreat ornaments 
for the parterre. 

Sphenogyne. 

Beautiful annual plants, which only require sowing in 
Apzil or May in any common garden soil. 

Quassia, 

‘This is found to injure tender shoots, if not washed off 
fn the same manner as tobaceo water. 


Oriental Poppy. 
This plant has magnificent flowers, six to eight Inches 
in diameter, and of a bright orange yellow. 
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The Garden. 

A garden creates a taste for simple pleasures. Those 
flowers and trees that may or may not interest the pass- 
ing stranger, will always be looked upon with interest 
and affection by the eye of htm who planted them with 
his own hand. This love of natural beauties is the best 
antagonist to the love of artificial, stimulating, and ex- 
pensive excitements. ‘Consider the lilles how they 
grow,” ald the wisest and the holiest, while aiming to 
produce simplicity of faith and of taste; “ they toll not, 
nelther do they spin; yet Solomon in all his glory was 
not arrayed like one of these.” One great souree of 
pleasure in @ garden is, that it subsidizes the forces of all 
nature. These work for the man who works for them, 
‘and that, too, while he sleeps and eats and is otherwise 





@ |. All the increase is clear gain to human hap- 
piness. 
Duvaua. 


Chilian shrubs, which prove nearly hardy in this cli- 
mate. The Duvaua dependens require very little protec: 
tion during the winter. The leaves of plants of this 
genus, if thrown into water, will start and jamp about in 
& very extraordinary manner, almost as if possessed of 
life; and they smell strongly of turpentine. The plante 
should be grown ins light dry soil, and trained against 
south wall, where they can be protected by « thatched 
coping during the winter. ‘The flowers, which are white, 
‘are produced in small spikes, and they are succeeded by 
dark purple berries. 

Planting Fruit Trees. 

McIntosh says: “In planting fruit trees where the 
eubsoll is of indifferent quality, it is advisable to place 
under exch a piece of pavement three feet square and 
adout twelve or fifteen inches under the surface, that the 
roots, when they come in contact with it, may be made 
to take a horisontal direction. This is one great means 
of keeping them near the surface, and has been found of 
much advantage.” 


Alsine—Caryophyllace. 

‘This genus was foundod on the Chickweed, and it con- 
tains several, four or five weedy-looking species. There 
is one variety which is pretty, for it bears a great profa- 
sion of tiny white blossoms, slightly fragrant. The spe- 
cles which composed the genus Alsine appear to have 
deen nearly all distributed among other genera, andeven 
Chickweed is now called Stitiaria media. 

Nitraris. 

Low shrabs with white fowers, which are very hardy, 
and will grow well in situations exposed to the sea. In 
gardens, the ground in which they grow should be ocea- 
sionally watered with water In which saltpetre has been 
dissolved. 


Primila Cortusoides. 

‘This is a very ornamental species of Cowslip, and pro- 
duces its brillant red flowers from May toJuly; requires 
loamy soil, kept moist, and « shady situation; and 
therefore cannot be treated like a common border flower. 


Torenia. 

Australian plants with pretty flowers, which require 
tobe kept in @ green-house, and grown in sandy loam. 
One species is a half-hardy annual, which may be raised 
on a hotbed and planted ont in May. 
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Compost for Flower Culture. 

The most important requisite for the successful eulti- 
vation of plants is to have a stock of suitable compost 
adapted to the several varieties. A plant in unsuitable 
mould cannot be healthy. The following materials are 
necessary : good garden mould, mould from decayed turf 
from @ pasture or field, mould from decayed leaves, de- 
composed stable or cow-yard manure, sea or river sand, 
peat from the meadows that have been exposed to frost, 
coarse sand or gravel, broken flower-pots, charcoal or 
oyster-shells, and old mortar or plaster. Garden mould 
will not be needed if there is a supply of fine decayed 
turf mould, and will be wanted only in case of necessity. 
Turf mould, for a basis, is probably the best ingredient 
fors compost for plants. The broken pots, charcoal, ete., 
are used for drainage, to be placed in the bottom of the 
pot at the time of potting, about one-fifth of the pot be- 
Ing filled with it when broken up. Leaf mould is not 
always to be obtained; but it is a precious fugredient in 
scompost, and many plants thrive much better in it 
than in anything else. Jt takes a long time to decom- 
pose leaves 80 as to be suitable for compost. To have 
compest in perfection, the different ingredients should 
be mixed in advance of the time wanted. 


The Violet. 

‘This sweet little flower is a universal favorite. The 
odorata and ite varieties are most valued, but they can- 
not be had in perfection unless a good deal of genius is 
bestowed on them. Slugs are very destructive to the 
violet, devouring the flower as much before as after they 
are in bloom. Where the flowers are much in request— 
when grown near cities—beds are made on purpose for 
them, composed of a layer of coal-ashes on the bottom, 
covered with a compost of peat-earth, loam, decayed 
dressing from the stable, and sand, ten fuches thick. 
On this, young runners are to be planted, six inches 
apart, and carefully attended to. The sweet-scented 
violet should not be wanting in any eollection of plants, 
on account of its fragrance and early appearance. A 
single flower will perfume a large room. The flowers ap- 
pear in April, and continue for # considerable period of 
time. There are the single white and single blue, and 
the double blue and white varieties. The double sorte 
‘are the most desirable, and may be rapidly multiplied by 
divistons of the plants. 


Adenophora. 

Perennial plants with blue bell-shaped flowers, resem- 
bling the Campanulas. They require to be planted in 
rich but light soil, and are easily killed by much moist- 
ure. They are natives of Siberia, and easily propagated 
by division of the roots, and are quite hardy. 





Malachodendron. 

A handsome bushy shrub, which may be trained asa 
low tree, with large white flowers. It sheuld be sown in 
andy peat, and it is propagated by layers or cuttings, 
the latter of which, however, require sand, ® bell-glass, 
and bottle heat, to make them strike out. 





Prinos. 

Hardy North American shrabe, thet will grow in any 
light soll, though they prefer peat, and in any situation. 
‘They are generally propagated by Inyers. 





Tormentilla. 
Britieh plants, with yellow flowers, which, though 


‘weeds, look very well on rock-work. The double-flowered 
variety is very ornamental. 
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The Honsewite. 





Wine Jelly. 

After soaking one ounce and a half of gelatine for ten 
minutes in & pint of cold water, sdd a pint of bolling wa- 
ter, and stir until the gelatine is dissolved. Beat well 
the whites of two eggs, and put them into a mixture com- 
posed of one pint of wine, half pound of sugar, the juice 
and gratings of one lemon, and a little nutmeg, ground 
cloves, and cinnamon. Then put the whole into the 
gelatine water, place it over a slow fire, stir it gently until 
it bolls, take it off, and let it stand a moment, and then 
strain it until {t becomes clear. In warm weather, use a 
larger quantity of gelatine. 





To destroy Cockroaches. 

Add about a teaspoonful of powdered arsenic to about 
teaspoonful of finely mashed potate, rub and mix them 
well together, and then crumble about a third of it every 
night at bed-time about the kitchen hearth. It will be 
eaten up, or nearly #0, by the following morning. The 
creature is very fond of potatoes, and devouring them 
greedily, crawls again into his hole and dies. No smell 
attends their disappearance. In putting this method 
into practice, care should be taken to sweep up any re- 
maining crumbs next morning. 

Boap. 

Fourteen pounds of bar sosp in half a boiler of hot wa- 
ter; cut up fine; edd three pounds of sal-soda made fine, 
one ounce of pulverized rosin; stir it ofien till all is dis- 
solved; just as you take it off the fird, put in two table- 
spoonsfal of spirits of turpentine and one of ammonia; 
pour it in a barrel, and fill up with cold soft water; let 
it stand three or four days before using. It is an excel- 
lent soap for washing clothes, extracting the dirt readily, 
and not fading colored articles. 

For Chapped Hands. 

Take five drachms of camphor gum, three do. white 
beeswax, two do. spermaceti, two ounces olive oil—pat 
them together in a cup upon the stove where they will 
melt slowly, and form # white ointment ina few minutes. 
If the hands be affected, anoint them on going to bed, 
aad put ona pair of gloves. A day or two will suffice to 
heal them. 


Brown Bread. 

Take three quarts of corn meal and wot it up with 
Dolling water, letting it stand twenty minutes to swell, 
then add one quart of rye meal, or if that is not conven- 
font, add one pint of wheat flour, and one teacup of mo- 
Ingees, and wet the whole up with milk or cold water; 
then bake two hours or until it is done. 





Brighton Biscuit. 

(Said to keep a year if you wish.) Four pounds of 
flour, two pounds of white sugar, one pound of butter, 
ten eggs, the juice and pulp of one orange, halfa tea- 
spoonful of soda; roll out quite thin, and cut in rings or 
any other shape you please. 


Keeping Beef fresh. 

In presorving beef, the ribs will keep longest, for five 
or six days in summer; the middle of the loin next; the 
ramp next; the round next; the shortest of all, the 
brisket, which will not keep longer than three days in 
hot weather. 
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Beans. 

For laboring men at this season of the year, there is 
nothing more nutritious and wholesome; besides, there 
is no other food of which a little will go 80 far, and do so 
much good. Boll them three hours in plenty of water, 
with a pleoe of pork to flavor them just right. Put in 
pepper as soon as they come to boil; when cooked, adda 
lump of butter and some cream or good milk. The meat 
and butter generally makes them salt enough. If there 
is plenty of soup about them, take them to the table in 
a deep dish lined with bread crumbs. 





Bancid Butter. 

To a pint of wateradd about thirty drops, thatis, about 
half a teaspoonfal of liquor of chloride of lime; wash 
in this two and a half pounds of insupportably rancid 
butter; when every particle of the butter has come in 
contact with the water, let it stand an hour or two, then 
wash the butter well again in pure water; the butter is 
then left with the odor, taste, and sweetness of fresh 
butter. 


Sand Tarts, 

(An exceedingly delightful German cake.) Rub one 
and a quarter pounds of butter into two pounds of flour, 
and then add two pounds of sugar; wet the ingredients 
with four oggs, leaving out « sufficient quantity of the 
whites to paint the cakes, with a feather. Roll out and 
cut the dough into thin squares, strew them over with 
pounded almonds (previously blanched), and cinnamon, 
and then bake them. 

Remedy for Ohilblains. 

Boil some turnips, and mash them until reduced toa 
pulp; put them ina tub or large basin, and put the feet 
in them, almost as hot as can be borne, for a short time, 
before going to bed. Persevere in doing this for a few 
nights, and the itching and irritation of the chilblsins 
will be cured. Of course this must be before the chil- 
blains are broken. 

Bacco Hoo. 

‘A beverage, to be used in the same way as tes, or cof- 
fee. Mix together, one pound of grated chocolate, one 
pound of pulverized sugar, one pound of rice flour, and 
four tablespoonsfui of arrowroot. When used, boil one 
pint of milk, and then add three tablespoonsful of the 
above, with a little water. 


Dropped Sugar Cakes. 

Dissolve two tablespoonsful of ssleratus in s teacupfal 
of sour cream; add it to one teacupfal of sugar, five eggs, 
a quarter of a pound of butter, and enough ficur to make 
‘a batter thick enough to drop on a buttered tin; flavor 
to your taste. 

Soda Pudding. 

Mix together four eggs, four tescupsfal of flour, two of 
brown sugar, the same quantity of butter, and a tea- 
spoonfal of soda. Bake the pudding in a mould, and 
serve it with wine sauce, which may be mado with milk, 
instead of water. 

Cream Doughnuts. 

To one quart of cream, sweet or sour, add five eggs, and 
enough flour to form a soft dough; also put in a little 
salt. If the cream be sour, mix with it one teaspoonful 
of soda. Roll the dough thin, and fry the cakes in lard. 
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Lark Pie. 

Cover the bottom of ple-dish with thin slices of beef 
and fat bacon, over which lay ten or twelve larks previ- 
ously rolled in flour, stuffed as above, season with e tea- 
spoonful of salt, » quarter ditto of pepper, one of chopped 
parsley, and one of chopped eschalots, lay « bay-leaf 
over, add a gill of broth, and cover with three-quarters 
ofa pound of half puff paste, bake one hour in a mod- 
erate oven, shake well to make the gravy in the ple form 
4 kind of sauce, and serve quite hot. 


Bice Bread. 

Take one pound ands half of rice, and boll it gently 
over a slow fire in three quarts of water about five hours, 
stirring it, and afterwards beating it up into a smooth 
paste. Mix this while warm into two gallons, or four 
pounds of flour, sdding at the same time the usual 
quantity of yeast. Allow the dough to work a certain 
time near the fire, after which divide it into loaves, and 
it will be found, when baked, to produce twenty-eight or 
thirty pounds of excellent white bread. 





To clean Books or Prints. 

Ink spots may be removed by oxalic acid dissolved in 
water, and carefully applied with « hair pencil. To re- 
move oil or grease, warm the spot, lay over it blotting 
paper, and upon it the heated blade of a knife, when the 
blotting-paper will absorb the grease; then apply spirits 
of turpentine, with a hair pencil, and restore the white- 
ness of the paper with spirits of wine. 


To make Ink. 

To four ounces of bruised galls, allow two ef copperas 
and two of gum-arabic; put the galls into a large bottle, 
with three pints of rain water; and, in three or four days, 
dissolve the gum in hot water, and add it with the cop- 
peras. Shake the bottle frequently for some days. A 
few cloves may be put into the bottle, to prevent the ink 
from moulding. 

For a Sprain. 

Mix equal parts of spirit of camphor, distilled vinegar, 
and turpentine, and rub the part affected.—Cold water 
applications are excellent for sprains; as, to bathe the 
pert in cold water, to pour cold water upon it, or to put 
bandages wet in cold water around it.—Extract of arnica, 
applied to @ sprain, will remove the pain in a short 
time. , 





To make Apple Molasses. 

Take new sweet cider just from the press, made from 
sweet apples, and boll it down as thick as West India 
molasses. It should be boiled in brass, and not burned, 
as that would injure the flavor. It will keep in the cel- 
lar, and is said to be as good, and for many purposes 
better than West India molasses. 





For blistered and tender Feet. 

Boil any quantity of bran in water for twenty min- 
utes, strain, and add it to the water of the usual foot- 
bath. To be used tepid or cold. 


Potatoes for Breakfast or Tea. 

Take mashed potatoes, with milk, salt, butter, and 
flour til] you can roll out; cut in squares, and fry brown 
on both sides. An egg will be an addition. 
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Rice. 

Boll s pound or more until every grain is soaked 
through and swelled to Its biggest; salt to the taste, and 
put it away in the coldest corner of the cellar. For sup- 
per, I pour cold thin cream, well sweetened, over it, and 
season with nutmeg or lemon. It is cheap and healthy 
food, and very good for children. 





To cement broken China. 

Beat lime into moat impalpable powder, sift it through 
fine maslin; then tle some in a thin muslin: puton 
the edges of the broken chins some white of egg, then 
dust some lime quickly on the same, and unite them 
exactly. 


Bread Omelet. 

Put into a large teacup of bread crumbs a teacup of 
cream, a spoonful of butter, with salt. pepper and nut- 
meg: when the bread has absorbed the cream, break in 
the eggs, beat them a little with the mixture, and fry 
like omelet. 


Fried Parsnips. 

Boil them until they are about half done, lift them out, 
and let them cool; slice them rather thickly, sprinkle 
them with fine salt and white pepper, and fry them & 
pale brown in good butter. Serve them with roast meat, 
or dish them under it. 





Wash for the Skin. 

Four ounces of potash, four ounces of rose-water, two 
ounces of pure brandy, and two ounces of lemon-juice; 
put all these into two quarts of water, and when you 
‘wash, put a table-spoonful or two of the raixture into the 
basin of water yowintend washing in. 

Water Proof. 

To make boots water-proof, melt three ounces each of 
resin and beeswax, and stir in one pint of boiled oll and 
heat all well together; when partly cool add three ounces 
of turpentine. Apply hot with a brush. 

‘Washing Dishes. 

Much time is wasted by housekeepers in wiping their 
dishes. If properly washed and drained in a dry sink, 
with a cloth spread on the bottom, they look better than 
when wiped, besides economy in saving time and labor. 





Syrup of Tea. 

One pint of water, two pounds of sugar, an ounce of 
black tea; boll together for five minutes, or rather less, 
and then strain. A wineglassfal to half a pint of cold 
water makes very good cold tea. 

= 
Boston Brown Bread. 

‘Mix three parts Indian and two parts rye meal. Sift 
and wet down with sweetened water, hot, a little salera- 
tus, and yeast, into a stiff pudding. Bake with asteady, 
strong heat until well done. 





To clean Bottles. 

Cut some raw potatoes in pieces, put them in a bottle 
with a little cold water, rinse them, and they will be well 
cleaned. 


To wash Glass. 

Glass should be washed in cold water, which gives it a 
brighter and clearer look, than when washed in warm 
water. 


Gditor's Gable. 


MATURIN M. BALLOU, Epiror ann ProperzTor. e 








THE GREED OF GOLD. 

In one of his vigorous essays, Mr. A. B. Meek, 
one of the most promising of our Southern 
writers, speaks forcibly of the sacrifice of the 
higher intellectual powers to the prevalent pas- 
sion for wealth in this country. ‘‘ This inordinate 
passion,” says Mr. Meek, “is like the lean kine 
of the dreaming monarch, swallowing up every 
better purpose. It gives its hue and impress to 
every phase and feature of life. The parent, in 
the education of his child, must have him taught 
only those things which will be of practical value ! 
Education iteelf is curbed, and fashioned by their 
influence. After delving in a miserable way, for 
a few years, over the primary branches of in- 
struction, the hopeful youth, now that he is 
bearded and built up like his father, assumes the 
fall stature of an educated man, with just knowl- 
edge enough to addle his brain, and engender a 
spirit of ignorant vanity—self-chuckling and 
deaf—which besets and debases hits whole moral 
nature.” #* * * “He at once launches ont into 
all the petty plans and speculations of the ‘good 
old way in which his fathers went.’ He loses all 
remembrance of the Pierian fountain, if ever he 
had knelt at its moss-covered curb-stone, and re- 
members the beautiful days of his youth, only as 
so much time squandered in idle pursuits, and 
under tyrannical task-masters. This is the char- 
acter of the greater portion of our youth; and 
verily it may be said few of them are likely to 
die of that disease which Festus thought had 
affected Paul. The nobler race of the olden 
scholars has never existed in our land. We 
know nothing of that generous order of intellec- 
tual Palestre, who from youth to manhood, from 
manhood to age, with an enthusiasm as deep as 
woman’s love, drank of the goldea waters of 
philosophy in the groves of Academe, or, ina 
later ago, bent with a fever at the heart, and a 
flush upon the pallid cheek over dingy scrolls in 


the midnight quiet of some German university !” 
eee 


Ceremony.—Ceremony was always the com- 
panion of weak minds; it is a plant that will 
never grow in a strong soil. 





AniTumeticaL.—A mathematician has dis- 
covered that an infallible method for producing 
division in families is to multiply jealousies. 











INCREDIBLE FEAT OX THE TIGHT ROPE. 

On 8t. Mark’s day in Venice, in February, 
1680, Malcolm tells us, in his “ Manners of Eu- 
rope,” that a person adorned in a tinsel riding- 
habit, having a gilt helmet upon his head, and 
holding in his right hand a lance, in his lefta 
helmet made of a thin piece of plate gilded, and 
sitting upon a white horse, with a swift pace am- 
bled up a rope six hundred feet long, fastened 
from the quay to the top of St. Mark’s tower. 
When he had arrived half way, his tinsel coat 
fell off, and he made a stand ; and stooping his 
lance submissively, saluted the doge sitting in 
the palace, and flourished the banner three times 
over his head. Then, resuming his former 
speed, he went on, and, with his horse, entered 
the tower where the bell hangs; and presently 
returning on foot, he climbed up to the highest 
pinnacle of the tower, where, sitting on the 
golden angel, he flourished his banner again 
several times. This performed, he descended 
to the bell-tower, and there, taking horse, rode 
down again to the bottom in the same manner as 
he had ascended. 


+ + —___—_. 
JUVENILE Simpricitr. — “ There, now!” 
cried a little girl, while rammaging a drawer in 
@ bureau; “there, now! gran’pa has gone to 
heaven without his spectacles. What will he 
do?” And, shortly afterwards, when another 
aged relative was supposed to be sick unto death, 
in the house, she came running to his bedside, 
with the glasses in her hand and an errand on 
her lips. ‘ You goin’ to die?” “They tell me 
so.” Goin’ to heaven?” “I hope 60.” 
“Well, here are gran’pa’s spectacles; wont you 
take them to him ?” 
——____+ 2+ _____ 

Tue Reason wHr.—“ Please, sir, I don’t 
think Mr. Dosim takes his physic reg’lar,” said 
a doctor's boy to his employer. ‘Why so?” 
“Cause vy, he’s getting vell so precious fast !’” 





@sar.—This word is stated to be derived 
from the gipsey word chabo or chavo, a boy, or & 
young lad ; the feminine form, chabi, is used for 
a girl. 





Irat14n Provers.—At an open house, or 
chest, arighteous man may sin; avoid temptation. 
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BAGGING A RIVAL. 

Two gentlomen, one a Spaniard, and the 
other a German, who were recommended, by 
their birth and services, to the emperor Maxi- 
milian IT., both courted his daughter, the fair 
Helene Scharfequinn, in marriage. ‘This prince, 
after a long delay, one day informed them that, 
esteeming them equally, and not being able to 
bestow a preference, he should leave it to the 
force and address of the claimants to decide the 
question. He did not mean, however, to risk 
the loss of one or the other, or perhaps of both. 
He could not, therefore, permit them to encoun- 
ter, with offensive weapons, but had ordered a 
large bag to be produced. It was his decree,' 
that whichever succeeded in putting his rival in- 
to the bag, should obtain the hand of his daugh- 
ter. This singular contest between the two gen- 
tlemen took place in the face of the whole ceurt. 
The contest lasted for more than an hour. 
At length the Spaniard yielded, and the Ger- 
man, Ehberhard, Baron de Talbert, having 
planted his rival in the bag, took it upon his 
back, and very gallantly laid it at the feet of his 
mistress, whom he espoused the next day. 

Such is the story, as gravely told by M. de St. 
Foix. It is impossible to say what the feelings 
of a successful combatant in a duel may be, on 
his having passed a small sword through the 
body, or a “‘ bullet through the thorax” of his 
antagonist; but might he not feel quite as 
elated, and more consoled, on having put his 
adversary “into a bag?” 





Men any Womenx.—The terms, man and 
woman, in their proper and full import, convey 
far more than those of gentleman and lady. A 
trae man and a trae woman will be gentlemanly 
and ladylike, and a great deal more. There are 
men, and there are so-styled gentlemen, who 
have little or nothing manly about them. 

a 

A numan Bszr-Bort.—A witness in a New 
York court lately testified that he had drunk 
forty-two gallons of lager beer in less than twenty 
minutes, without being intoxicated. We should 
think such habits would bring a man to his bier 


at last, 
ee 


A rusxr Bor.—“ Dick, how is it you are al- 
ways possessed of such astore of fun? Where do 
you get it?” “I manufacture it. I can make it 
out of nothing. For instance, I could make fun 
of you, but for friendship’s sake.” 








A Coyxrrapiction 1x Terms.—The Lon- 
don Times says: “ Let us see how the truth lies, 


in regard to facts.” 





WITCHCRAFT IN NEW ENGLAND. 

There is one case in the New Haven records 
which is very curious: The body of ® poor wo- 
man, accused of witchcraft, tried and executed, 
was ordereil to be examined by a jury of women 
to find the “witoh-mark,” the seal of the “ dev- 
il’s own.” One of the female jurors, a woman 
of sense, was an unbelicver in the whole matter. 
On examining the body, this lady declared that 
“the poor woman was no more of a witch than 
she was.” Fatal declaration! Her associate 
jarors discovered the deadly sign, and their 
unbelieving associate was forthwith arrested as a 
witch hérself, and was condemned on what was 
held to be her own confession—her Built being 
reasoned out by the following process of logic: 

1. She had declared that the woman whose 
body she had examined, was no more of a witch 
than she was herself. 

2. The other women jurors discovered the 
witch-mark, 

8. The woman, upon whose body the mark 
was found, was a witch, of course. 

4. So also was their fellow-juror, who had 
virtually confessed as much by the exclamation 
already cited. 

What an affecting proof of the imbecility of* 
the human mind, after all its boastings, is sup- 
plied by facts like these ! 





A crue, Coox.—Lonis XVI. had a cook 
famous for his dish of eels. He cooked them. 
thus: ‘“ Take one or two live cels ; throw them 
into the fire. As they are twisting about on all 
sides, lay hold of them with a towel in your 
hand, and skin them from head to tail. This 
method is decidedly the best, as it is the means 
of drawing out all the oil which is unpalatable.” 

+--+ —___—_. 

Coriosirizs.—Dr. Dryasdust has donated. 
the following curiosities to Mr. Kimball’s mu- 
seam: ‘Che key to the pantry of the “castle in 
the air ;” a piece of embroidery executed by the 
“ Sphinx of Egypt’ with ‘‘ Cleopatra’s needle,” 
and a knob from s “consular bureau.” 

a 

Poxnma m Larin.—The ridiculous muss 
that is made, as to who was Lola Montez’s pa, is 
a carious verification of her genealogy, as writ- 
ten in prophetic Latin: “ Parturiunt Montez, 
nascitur ridiculus mus.” 

+22 + 

A Goop Morro.—Shelley was very fond of 
quoting the passage from Godwin’s St. Leon; 
“There is nothing which the haman mind can 
conceive, which it may not exccute.” 


494 


THE CHARACTER OF FRANKLIN. 

The example of Franklin, more than that of 
any other American, is held up for the imitation 
of our young men; and our readers cannot have 
failed to observe that youth become more early 
and deeply interested in the inner life of Frank- 
lio, than in that of any other public character. 
We use the term inner life, in contradistinction 
to the outer or public career by which and for 
which great men are usually known, and mean 
by it the way and manner in which one does 
great things as well as small, rather than the 
great things which he does. In contemplating 
the career of a great man, youth usually look 
upon his gpublic acts as they would upon 
great monuments—not as things for daily and 
familiar use, but rather as objects for rever- 
ence and admiration upon stated occasions. 
Hence the force of example is,in these cases, 
lost; for one cannot emulate that in another 
which he does not thoroughly feel and under- 
stand in himself. There must be a sympathy, as 
well as admiration, to ensure emulation. Now 
with Franklin, the case is different. There was 
that in his character and qualities which makes 
the young fecl a deep interest in what he said 
and did, and enter into the spirit of his actions, 
whether public or private. This peculiarity in 
Franklin which makes him so deep an object of 
interest to the young, was his naturalness. He 
was natural in all that he said or did, whether in 
his every-day life and business, or in the public 
capacities which he filled. Now most sensible 
men are natural enough in their private, common 
walk—but how few, how very few are there, who 
appear before the public, who put not on a 
stilted, artificial manner, deportment, thought, 
expression and action! Not one in a hundred 
of public characters are free from it. But youth 
see, or rather feel the unreality, and therefore 
only wonder and admire—never sympathize and 
emulate. 

This naturalness of Franklin resulted from the 
peculiar traits which adorned his character, and 
the absence of others which too often mar the 
symmetry and deface the beauty of great men. 
He was not ambitious, he was not avaricious, he 
was not sensual; on the other hand, he was in- 
dustrious, economical, persevering, independent 
and honest. These good qualities, acting upon 
a well-organized and bright mind, and a feeling 
heart, made him the great public benefactor of 

+ his country, as a political economist, a moralist, 
a philosopher and a statesman. His honesty 
taught him the rule of truth and sincerity, as his 
guide in public or in private life. His indepen- 
dence led him to act right in all cases, regardless 
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of appearances, or the opposition of those who 
upheld wrong, however powerful they were in 
strength or numbers. His perseverance won for 
him success against the fitful storms of opposi- 
tion, ever followed by the calm and prostration 
of exhaustion. His economy nicely adapted 
means to ends, and actions to circumstances, 
thus enabling him to come out of the contest not 
only victorious, but possessed of that for which 
he fought, and the means and capacity for its 
enjoyment. His industry made his means of 
tenfold power by their constant employment; 
secured and improved the advantages of success ; 
diminished the waste of disaster; and consti- 
tuted him the master, instead of the slave of 
circumstances. In short, we behold in the char- 
acter of Franklin, whether in public or private 
life, that rare combination of qualities, endow- 
ments and motives, which may be called the per- 
Section of common sense. 

As apleasing commentary upon the success of 
Franklin’s career, and a confirmation of the cor- 
rectness of the estimate which mankind have 
placed upon it, it may be remarked that he him- 
self was not dissatisfied therewith, but was on 
the whole content. In remarking upon his life, 
during the progress of the important events 
in which it was involved, as well as in the even- 
ing of his days, when prejudice and passion grow 
dim and fade in the opening vista of another 
world, he frequently declared “that he would 
willingly live over again the same course of lite, 
even though not allowed the privilege of an 
author to correct, in a second edition, the faults 
of the first.” 

How few, among the great men of the world 
who are held up as the sons of glory, could say 
this at the close of their lives! It is well that 
the young are warmed towards a character of 
such conscious rectitude, the records of whose 
outer life bear such faithful testimony to the cor- 
rectness of the inner estimate! Happy for our 
country was it, that Franklin lived to bless her 
with his valuable wisdom and his honest coun- 
sels, when most her youthful steps needed wise 
and true guides! Happy is it for our country 
that his great example is left as a familiar, 
household guide, to interest and instruct the 
youth of our land! 

———+ re + 

Licuts From THE Duncron.—Sir Walter 
Raleigh’s “History of the World” was written 
during eleven years’ imprisonment, and left un- 
finished ; Voltaire’s “‘ Henriade,” while he was 
a prisoner in the Bastile; and Bunyan’s “ Pil- 
grim’s Progress,” while he, also, was suffering 
imprisonment. x 
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THE GIQSIES. 

This careless, free-and-easy race of people, 
who are the wonders of the earth, without home 
or resting place, and no certain knowledge 
whence they come, or whither they go—the 
scorn and contempt of all Europe—are about to 
havea history given to the world from the pen 
of the late Walter Simson, a Scotch gentleman. 
The work will be edited by his sun, James Sim- 
son, now in New York, and will be published 
simultaneously in this country and in Europe. 
Bohemia is the centre from which this race has 
diffased itself throughout Europe, though their 
origin is oftenyassigned hy historians to Spain. 
The name of gipsy is supposed to come from 
the word Egyptian ; and this has led to conjec- 
tares that this singular people originated in that 
country, and are a branch of the Coptic type of 
the ancient Egyptians. Certainly any history 
which will present a connected account of the 
language and customs of this remarkable peo- 
ple, and trace them ethnologically to their start- 
ing point in their wild and varied career, will be 
sought for with avidity, upon its publication. 
The work will contain proof of the gipsy lineage 
of the celebrated John Bunyan, author of the 
Pilgrim’s Progress, who was born in Elstow, near 
Bedford, England, in the year 1628. 





Seur-Estezx.—Some Frenchmen who had 
landed on the coast of Guinea, found a negro 
prince seated under a tree, a block of wood for 
his throne, with three or four negroes around 
with wooden pikes, for his guard. His sable 
majesty anxiously inquired, “ Do they talk much 
of me in France ?” 





Novet Ipza or Heaven.—An Indian was 
lately hung in Texas for the murder of a child. 
When on the scaffold, he said he was going to 
Arkansas, and wished the other Indians to send 
his gun to him after he should get there. 





Incoxsistext.—We wonder the members of 
our Legislature are trying to put down organ- 
grinders as nuisances, when they are constantly 
calling on their friends to organize! = * 





Ices.—The quantity of ices consumed an- 
nually at the restaurants, coffee-houses and con- 
fectioners of Paris, is calculated at 16,000,000 
poands, English weight. 





Sati Men.—A Cincinnati paper says there 
are some men in that city so small, that the tax- 
collector is unable tO find them, when he goes 
round with his bills. 
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ADVICE. 

Would a man wish to offend his friends ? 
Let him give them advice. Woulda lover know 
the surest method by which to lose his mistress ? 
Let him give her advice. In short, if we are 
desirous of being universally hated, avoided and 
despised, the means are always in our power— 
we have but to advise, and the consequences are 
infallible. ‘The friendship of two young ladies, 
though apparently founded on the rock of eter- 
nal attachment, terminated in the following man- 
ner: one of them said to her friend, “My 
dearest girl, I do not think your figure well 
suited for dancing; and as a sincere friend of 
yours, I would advise you to refrain from it in 
future.” The other, naturally affected by such 
a mark of sincerity, replied, “I fecl very much 
obliged to you, my dear, for your advice ; this 
proof of your friendship demands some return: 
I would sincerely recommend you to relinquish 
your singing, as some of your upper notes re- 
semble the melodious squeaking of the feline 
race.” The advice of neither was followed—one 
continued to sing, and the other to dance, and 
they never met but as cnemies. 

te 

1A Honprep to Onw.— There were a ban- 
dred justices,” says one, at the monthly meeting. 
“A hundred !” says another. “ Yes,” says he, 
“do you count, and I will name them. There 
was Justice Balance, put down one; Justice 
Hall, put down a cipher, he’s nobody ; Justice 
House, you may put down another cipher for him 
—one and two ciphers are a hundred.” 





Hearinc sr Macainery.—Artificial ear- 
drams are now made of fine silver wire, with a 
disk of India rubber or gutta percha between. 
They are placed in the ear and worn without 
inconvenience, and it is said the effect is 
magical. 

Camsnipck Wir.—A gentleman of St. 
John’s College, Cambridge, England, having a 
clubbed foot, which occasioned him to wear a 
very high-heeled shoe upon it, one of the college 
wags called him “ Bildad the Shuhite.” 

ore 

Tue Hurcaixsons Corxep.— When the 
Hutchinsons give a concert out west, their rustic 
admirers pay their admission fees in corn, which, 
by the way, is much better than wildcat money. 

———+ 2-2 + ___. 

Epwin Boorn.—At the termination of a 
successful engagement in New Orleans lately, 
this distinguished young actor was presented 
with a splendid service of plate. 
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THE FORTRESS OF GIBRALTAR. 

The opposite heights upon the Straits of Gib- 
raltar, one in Europe and the other in Africa, at 
the entrance to the Mediterranean Sea, the an- 
cient Calpe and Abyla, were known to the an- 
cients as the Pillars of Hercules. There seems 
to have been a fortress upon the European side 
from time ithamemorial. In the year A. D. 712, 
this position was captured from the Visigoths, 
who then ruled in Spain, by a body of Saracens, 
from- Arabia, followers of Mahomet, which sect 
overrun a large part of Europe about that time 
with fire and sword. The leader of the captors 
of the promontory of Calpe was named Farik, 
and hence the present name, Gibet-Farik (Moun- 
tain of Fayik), or Gibraltar. The African 
promontory, Abyla, was named Gibel-Maba. 
The Saracens in Spain, being hard pressed by 
the Christians, in the year 1091, called in their 
brethren of the same faith, the Moors from 
Africa, to their assistance. The Moors seized 
the dominions they came to protect, and subdued. 
the Saracens. Gibraltar was held by the Moors 
until the year 1462, when it was captured by 
Henry IV., King of Castile. It remained a 
Spanish possession until the breaking out of that 
great European struggle, known in history as 
“The War of the Succession,” which lasted 
eleven years. In the third year of this war—in 
1704—the English, under Sir George Rooke, 
captured the fortress after a fierce cannonade by 
land and sea for three days. 

Gibraltar has since continued an appendage to 
the British crown, and having been greatly 
strengthened and improved by the English, it is 
now considered as impregnable. It was attacked 
by the Spanish and French in the fall of 1704, 
but they were repulsed with immense loss. 
Subsequent efforts were made by Spain to re- 
cover this stronghold of her empire, in the years 
1720 and 1727; but in both cases her troops 
were repulsed with very severe loss. In July, 

+ 1779, the French and Spanish commenced that 
memorable siege of Gibraltar, which lasted up- 
wards of three years, and which was carried on 
by the most prodigious armaments ever brought 
to bear against a fortress. The besieging army 
amounted to 40,000 men, and one thousand 
pieces of artillery were brought to bear upon the 
fortress from the land. In addition to this, 
there was a naval force of forty-seven sail of the 
line, all three deckers, tén immense floating bat- 
teries, mounting two hundred and twelve guns, 
innumerable frigates, and smaller craft, gun and 
mortar boats, lauiches for landing the troops, 
ete., to so great an extent as. literally to cover 
the bay. For weeks together, six hundred shells 


, 
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were daily thrown intothe town; and upon one 
occasion eight hundred barrels of gunpowder 
expended by the besiegers. In a single night 
their floating batteries were destroyed by the 
English, with red-hot balls, and their whole line 
of works broken up by a sortie from the garri- 
son, under Gen. Elliot. The loss of the besieg- 
ers in munitions of war alone, upon this night, 
was estimated at over two million pounds ster- 
ling, or about ten millions of dollars. The final 
defeat of the allies occurred however on the 13th 
of September, 1782, wher the British garrison 
numbered only 7000 troops. 

The greatimportance of Gibraltgr to England, 
is as a naval and military station at the entrance 
of the Mediterranean, for the protection of her 
commerce, and as a security for the good con- 
duct of Spain in the intrigues of European pol- 
itics. This fastness is literally the key-stone of 
Spain, and of course while in the possession of 
England, that kingdom is at the mercy of Great 
Britain. The whole career of Spain towards 
Great Britain has been changed from what it 
was during the haughty dictatorial domination 
of that power, when it controlled the destinies 
of Europe. The position of Great Britain, as 
an independent equal among the nations was for 
a long time a mooted point with the continental 
powers of Europe, the whole course of their pol- 
icy being adverse to the British power. In all 
their combinations against the English the agency 
of Spain was conspicuous and powerful. The 
capture of Gibraltar, by giving to Great Britain 
a fatal hold upon Spain, established a new order 
in continental combinations, exceedingly favor- 
able to the position of England. - This advan- 
tage was too great to permit either of its surren- 
der by Great Britain, or of its peaceful enjoy- 
ment by her on the part of the continental pow- 
ers. Hence the immense efforts which France 
and Spain have made to recapture Gibraltar, and 
the pertinacity with which England has resisted 
all the wiles of diplomacy, and all the warlike 
demonstrations which have been brought to bear 
upon her. So far as the question of the balance 
of power in Europe is concerned, it is well for 
our country that England should hold this im- 
portant check upon her European rivals. In no 
hands could it probably prove less injurious to 
us as a nation, while at the samo time it is pretty 
evident that our interest is to have that nation 
fally sustained in its European influence. 

The position of Gibraltar does not control the 
entrance to the Mediterranean Sea, for the straits 
are so wide that a flect may easily pass through 
without coming within reach of the guns of the 
fortress; and therefore there is no ground for 
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jealousy on the score of commercial restraint on 
the part of our great maritime rival. The cere- 
mony of saluting the English flag upon passing 
the fortress, was exacted of foreign vessels in 
former days; but that absurd pretension has 
long since been given up, and whatever respect 
is now paid by passing vessels is conceded as 
matter of courtesy, and not of right. With the 
above view of the policy of nations, we see not 
why it is not best that Great Britain should re- 
tain Gibraltar. May not a similar view applied 
to Cuba, the Gibraltar of America, demonstrate 
the sound policy and propriety of our possessing 
that key-stone of the United States of America? 
A large portion of the enormous national debt 
of England was incurred in the war which won 
for her the promontory of Gibraltar. One half 
the sum expended by her in that war, would 
probably be sufficient to purchase from Spain her 
rights in Cuba, and thus give us by peaceful ne- 
gociation, a most valuable addition to our na- 
tional strength, prosperity and power, and one 
that would soon repay its cost to the country. 





Minp your P's anv Q’s.—The most prob- 
able derivation of this phrase is, that it comes 
from the printing-office, and rose from the fact 
that the p’s and q’s in Roman type vary but 
slightly in form, and that when reversed, as they 
necessarily are in type, they are easily confounded 
by young compositors. Another derivation re- 
fers izto the “scot” written up in the ale-house, 
where P and Q were used to designate pints and 
quarts. Still another derivation refers it to the 
toupees and queues of olden times. 





An axcigxt Retic.—In the burying ground 
of the ancient town of Windsor, Ct, there is a 
monument more than two hundred years old, 
which still stands firm, with this inecription legi- 
ble upon it: “Here lyeth Ephrain Hvt, some- 
times Teacher to ye Chvrch of Windsor, who 
dyed Sep. 14, 1644. . 

‘Who when Hep lived we drew our vital breeth, 
Who whew be dyed, bis dving was our death, 


‘Who was the stay of State, Of Chureh the staff, 
Ales! the times forbid am Epitaph.” 





Surcipe.—Perhaps the coolest attempt at self- 
destraction on record is that of an Englishman, 
cited by Foudere, who advertised that he would, 
on acertain day, put himself to death in Covent 
Garden, for the benefit of his wife and family. 
Tickets of admission, one guinea each. 





A srurce RemEpy.—Dr. Dewees says that 
he has often seen infants when seeming to suffer 
exquisite agony, rendered perfectly quiet and 
easy by a draught of cold water. 
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THE DOUAY BIBLE. 

The Catholic edition of the Bible in general 
use among that communion, is called the Dougy 
Bible. It is copiously explained by the notes of 
Catholic divines, and is the only authorized 
version of the sacred volume sanctioned by the 
head pf the church. It takes its name from 
Douay, a city in the northeast of France, the 
site of a celebrated Roman Catholic College, 
founded by Philip IL, of Spain, A. D. 1569. 
Douay was captared by Louis XIV., of France, 
in person, in 1697, and taken from the French 
by the English, under the celebrated Dake of 
Marlborough, in the year 1710, during the war 
of @he succession. But it was retaken by the 
French the year following. It is a city of some 
importance, containing two other colleges, a 
foundry of cannon, a fine arsenal, and a military 
school, and is therefore well provided with weap- 
ons, carnal and spiritual, for the twofold warfare 
of the civilized world. 





Taovcut.—The mind of a thinking man re- 
sembles the soils beneath whose surface lie many 
precious seeds. Every rain calls forth buds, and 
every beam of the sun produces flowers. Fruits 
fail not in their due time. The flower-garden of 
a mind merely learned, endures but during the 
night. The flowers wither away under the rays 
of the sun, and are followed by no fruit. 





Axrstocnatic SHaewpness.— When the 
Siamese twins were exhibited in England, a cer- 
tain noble duke paid a visit to the boys. His 
grace’s first question, after examining their pe- 
culiar formation, was, “Pray, are they broth- 
ers ?” On being informed by a wag thatthey were 
only “second cousins,” he went away satisfied. 








Paritantukoric.—The editor of one of our 
exchanges says he is always ready and willing 
to lend a helping hand, and even an arm fo 
squeeze the ladies, if that will keep them from 
squeezing themselves to death. 

+322 + _____ 

A Hint ror tHe Youne.—If a man begins 
to save ten cents a day when he is twenty-one 
years old, and continues to do 80 till he is seventy, 
he will then be worth $10,956 37. 

er 

A Wettexisu.—“ Sir, I’m directed to make 

application to you,” as the plaster remarked to 


the patient. 
—___+-©-e4+____ 


A oop Sren.—An editor not a thousand 
miles from Boston, advertises for a seat in a 
charch. 

e 
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Foreign Miscellany. 


*Since the postal reform in France, the number 
of letters writton and sent has nearly doubled. 
The city of Jeddo, Japan, has some streets 32 
miles long, and contains 5,000,000 inhabitants. 
At Birmingham, England, eight tons pf wire 
per week are made into hooks and eyes. 
Signor Lablache, say his friends in Naples, 
left behind him 600,000 ducats, and in his house 
in Paris he had presents worth 60,000 dacats. 


Paris spends a million dollars a year in straw- 
berries, und another million in flowers. The 
culture of flowers for the Paris market occupies 
thirteen hundred acres. 

The Episcopal diocese of Calcutta is of Mor- 
mous dimensions, its length being nearly 3000 
miles, its area 510,000 square miles, and its pop- 
ulation 91,500,000, or, including protected States, 
136,000,000. 

Feruk Khan, before his departure for Italy, 
managed to sell his villa in the Champs Elysees 
to the son of the late Queen of Oude, who in- 
tends to disport himself in Paris for the reat of 
his days. 

The dignity of a baronet has been conferred 
upon the son of General Havelock, and his (the 
general’s) widow has been officially declared en- 
titled to all the honor she would have enjoyed 
had her husband survived. 

It is said that some difficulty has arisen be- 
tween the French government and the Swiss 
confederation on the subject of refugees. The 
Swiss are said not to be disposed to confine refu- 
gees in the interior 

It is said that religious animosity rages in 
some parts of Ireland with the most unparalleled 
intensity. At Castlebar, both Catholic and 
Protestant soldiers go armed to their respective 
places of worship. 

Ata recent sale of books at Paris, a copy of 
the Psalms, printed hy Guttenberg, at Mayence, 
in 1461, was purchased for 14,500 francs, after 
Baron Rothschild had been a bidder up to 
14,000 francs. There are only four copies of 
Guttenberg’s Psalms extant. - 

In Prussia, if a parent is imprisoned for crime, 
and on that account his children are left desti- 
tute of the méans of education, and are liable 

grow up in ignorance and vice, the govern- 
ment maintains and educates them for useful 
employments. 

Queen Victoria has commissioned Mr. J. 
Phillips to paint a grand historical picture of the 
marriage of England and Prussia. The scene 
will be laid, at the queen’s own suggestion, in the 
chapel—a scene of unequalled brilliance, color 
and animation, and the picture will contain a 
series of illustrious portraits. 

By the muster-roll of the “Lords spiritual 
and temporal ” of the present British Parliament, 
it appears that the whole number who compose 
the upper house, or House of Lords, is four hun- 
dred and fifty-one. Of the entire catalogue, 
exclusive of princes of royal blood, there are 
only one hundred and eighteen peers, whose 
titles are older than the reign of George III. 








FOREIGN MISCELLANY. 


The Kurds in Asia are killing the Christians, 
Is that the whey to behave ? 

Spiritualism is having a great ron in Parie, 
and has infected several of the most brilliant 
writers of the day. 

There are farmers in Devonshire, England, 
paying $2000 a year rent, who cannot read or 
write their own names. 

Three steamers are being built in Dutch dock- 
yards for the Emperor of Japan. One, called 
the Jeddo, is about to paddle away from Rotter- 
dam ; it has a scientific library on board. 

A new law on the press has come into force in 
Denmark, prohibiting newspapers from copying 
the articles of other journals without quoting 
them. 

The consumption of snails in Paris has in- 
creased to such an extent as to seriously injure 
the oyster trade. A whole side of the new fish 
market is devoted to these delicacies. 

According to the Siecle, France has now got 
a golden colony in the Ile Bourbon, the sand and 
pebbles washed down from its mountains yiehl- 
ing « larger average return than California. 


The newspapers of St. Petersburg mention a 
Project for effecting a telegraphic communication 
with America, through Siberia, with a short 
submarine cable across Behring’s Straits. 


The Moniteur publishes a circular by the new 
Minister of the Interior, stating that the empe- 
ror had called him to office, to execute attentive 
surveillance over revolutionists who plan egainst 
the life of the emperor. 

With a view not to enco the very preva- 
lent practice of duelling in France by giving 

ublicity to “affairs of honor,” the press has 
Been “invited” to refrain from publishing the 
particulars of these combats. 

M. Emile de Girardin, the great French edi- 
tor, is revising the various leaders written by 
him for the Paris journals, from 1836 to 1856. 
They will be published in ten volumes, under the 
title of “ Les Questions demon Temps.” 


The Russian government has issued an order 
permitting the importation, free of duty, of metal 
work intended to be used in the construction of 
ships by Russian subjects on their own account, 
in Russian dock yards. 

The Paris courts value a young lady’s teeth 
at 8000 francs. An English governness was re- 
cently knocked down by a carriage, and lost by 
the accident all her teeth. She brought an ac- 
tion of damages, and the tribunal awarded the 
above amount. 

Dr. Thomas, one of the librarians at the 
Royal Court Library at Munich, has discovered 
in the manuscript department of that rich collec- 
tion a written copy of hitherto unknown son- 
nets, by Petrarch, partly amatory and partly 
political. 

The foreign journals report the names of many 
persons who died in 1857, upwards of a hundred 
years old. The oldest of the number was Mich- 
ael Kilawelkin, who died in Russia at the age of 
127 years. Seventy per cent. of the number re- 
ported were females. The eldest was Elizabeth 
Goldizen, who had reached to 118 years. 
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The oysters annually exported from Virginia, 
make up an aggregate of 23,000,000 bushels. 

The bridge across the St. Lawrence, at Mon- 
treal, will be two miles long, and cost $5,000,000. 

Mr. Geo. Merrifield, of Clifton, England, has 
a live double sheep more than six feet in length. 

Fifteen millions of dollars are supposed to be 
spent by the people of the Union for newspapers. 

The Winnebago Indians settled in Minnesota, 
raised over 5000 bushels of wheat last year. 

Ifa man’s brains lie in his head, he studies ; 
if in his heels he dances—that’s philosophy. 

It was testified at Brooklyn, N. Y., that a pail- 
fal of lager beer would not produce intoxication. 

A druggist in New York has been fined $250 
for selling a man stramonium for hoarhound. 

The capital embarked in the tobacco manufac- 
ture at Richmond, Va., is about five millions. 

A market gardener and nurseryman at Sacra- 
mento, California, sold produce last year to the 
amount of $60,000. 

The soil and climate of New England are well 
adapted to the cultivation of poppy, the oil of 
which is highly valuable. 

A late German writer, in speaking of the 
United States, says it is a country where starva- 
tion is purely a matter of choice. 

Fears are entertained that McDonough’s leg- 
acy to New Orleans, Baltimore, etc., will be 
consumed by law expenses. 

Prince Jerome Napoleon has been invested 
with the right of a seat at all the councils of the 
French emperor. 

The Washington Republic says, since Jan. 1, 
1826, three thousand school houses have been 
built in the State of Illinois. 

It is said that more money is paid for cigars 
in the United States than for bread. It is not 
to be infgrred, however, that we are a low-bred 
people. 

A mass of copper was lately sent away from 
the Cliff mine (Superior) weighing 10,400 Ibs. 
‘The Miner says this is much the largest piece of 
native metal ever sent away from any mide. 

Percival, the poet and geologist, left 2 valu- 
able library, which Dr. J. L. Jenckes, his ad- 
ainistrator, proposes to put in possession of 
Wisconsin, if the legislature adopt the necessary 
steps. 

Mon in the olden time won glory by the steel 
that {lashed in their hands, amid the smoke and 
din of battle. Men in the present day control 
nations, and win battles, by the steel they handle 
in the quiet of their libraries. The former was 
the sword of steel—the latter, the steel pen. 

According to the fallest report we have ever 
seen, there are 122 colleges in the United States, 
of which 113 are Protestant, and 9 are Roman 
Catholic. Of the Protestant colleges, 16 are 
controlled by the Baptists, 13 by Methodists, 8 
hy the Episcopalians, some 11 by the Congrega- 
tionalists, 2 by the Unitarians, i by the Univer- 
salists, and the remainder by the various branches 
of the Presbyterians. 








The fire-alarm telegraph system has been 
established at St. Louis. 

Power is apt to intoxicate even mighty hearts, 
and is the touchstone of true greatness. 

Punch speaks of an old lady who persists in 
calling the Mormon leader Mr. Bigamy Young. 

Most men, if not all men, know what they 
hate; but few men know what they love. 

Cousins, arrested for murdering his nephew, 
hung himself in Canada while in custody. 

A wise man knows his own ignorance, but a 
fool fancies he has nothing to learn. 

Mrs. Catharine Sinclair Forrest has purchased 
an estate in Scotland, for $50,000, the savings of 
her short theatrical career. 

. The play of Jack Sheppard, translated into 
the French, has been erformed at the Porte St. 
Martin Theatre, Paris for the 200th time. 

Boston issues 113 papers, with an annual cir- 
culation of 54,000,000; New York 104 papers, 
circulation 78,000,000 ; Philadelphia 54 papers, 
circulation 40,000,000. 

The citizens of Milford have appropriated 
$5600 for the erection of two new schoolhonses, 
They are to be built in good style with modern 
improvements. 

The Foreign Mission Board of the Southern 
Baptist Convention has decided to establish in 
Yoruba a school for the training of colored 
preachers and teachers, both American and na- 
tive, to labor in Central Africa. 

In the United States Circuit Court at Cin- 
cionati, recently, a judgment was rendered 
against the Life and Trust Company for 
$459,293 50, in favor of Bell & Grant, bankers, 
of London. 

A pamphletis about to be published in Paris, 
in which gt will be proved that the Emperor Na- 
yileon is descended from the royal line of 

ance. The idea was first encouraged by Na- 
poleon I., and now, it is said, the pedigree has 
been very completely made ont. 

A venerable Irish lady, sixty years old, on her 
way to market, at Bangor, Me., had her arm 
broken by a boy’s sled throwing her down; she 
walked to a doctor’s office, had her arm properly 
set and splintered, took her basket on the sound 
arm, went to market, made her purchases, and 
then went home as if nothing special had 
occurred. 

Among the rare and curious books and man- 
uscripts recently sold by auction in London, was 
a copy of Cicero de Senectute et Anicitia, 
printed by William Caxton, in 1481, which pro- 
duced the enormous price of $1325. It was for- 
merly the Merly copy, purchased at that sale for 
$1000, by the Marquis of Blandford, resold at 
White Knights for $435, and afterwards in 
Trotter Brockett’s for $2400. 

How small is the diameter of the human 
throat, and how short its measure! Yet it will 
give the same note with the pipe of an organ 
eight fect in length! And the valve which covers 
it, and plays with electric swiftness (imitated by 
the reed of the organ), is, as all know,a very 
little thing ; yet with the contractions and expan- 
sions of the throat, it will utter a scale of seven- 
teen degrees! 
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Merryp- Making. 


It is the last air on the hurdy gurdy that gots 
the player’s head broken. 

Why is a dog’s tail like the heart of a tree? 
Because it is farthest from the bark. 

Tt is said that necessity knows no law. This 
accounts for people making such a virtue of 
necessity. 

How fleeting in the holidays is a leg of mut- 
ton! Still, a prelude of hard dumpling is an 
antidote to appetite. 

The lady who pat her floor-cloth in the cradle 
and scrubbed the floor with her baby, has since 
joined the Mormons. 

A hunting Misery —Doubting as.to whether 
the hat upon which your horse lighted in his last 
jump had a head in it or not. 

“Pooh! pooh!” said a wife to her expiring 

_ husband, as he strove to utter a few parting 
words, “don’t stop to talk.” 

Some landlords are in the habit of laying an 
extra fork across the plates of their delinquent 
boarders, as much as to say, “ Fork over.” 

There is not the slightest impropriety in say- 

ing that a bachelor of music is “ wedded to his 
art.” 
A country editor thinks that Columbus is not 
entitled to much credit for discovering America, 
asthe country is so large he could not well have 
missed it. 

A Mr. Pea has been indicted in Ohie for 
whipping his wife and children. No doubt he 
thinks ita hard case that a man can’t be al- 
lowed to thrash his own Peas. 

John’s wife and John were tete-a-tete; she 
witty was, industrious he; says John, “I’ve 
earned the bread we've ate;” ‘and I,” says 
she, “have urned the tea.” 

A wag was driving in bis phaeton, when some 
one who thought he knew him, accosted him with 
“T believe your name is Smith?” ‘“ Then you’d 
believe anything,” was tho reply. 

Some one anxious to ascertain whether Kean 
was or was not a classical scholar, wrote to him 
for benefit tickets in Latin. ‘And how did he 
construe it?” asked R., who heard the story. 
“ Into an insult,” was the reply. 

An old lady in Concord lighted her candle, 
aud went ont toa neighbor’s house, where she 
-gtaid several hours, and on reterning found her 
room was dark. Sho immediately raised a re- 
port that her house had been broken into, for her 
candle was gone. 

Alad having got into the parlor, with seme of 
the neighbor’s children, and kicked up a dust 
among the rich farniture, his father gave him a 
whipping, and then asked him how he relished 
his playing. ‘I like the play very well,” said 
he, “ but the afterpiece is intolerable.” 

One of Bishop Bloomfield’s latest bon mots 
was uttered during his last illness. He inquired 
what had been the subject of his two archdea- 
con’s charges, and was told that one was on the 
art of making sermons, and the other on church- 
yards. ‘“O, I see, said the bishop, “‘ composi- 
tion and decomposition!” 
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MERRY MAKING. 


‘When is a hen most likely to hatch? When 
she is in earnest (her nest). 

You cannot do two things well at once; you 
can’t carry two melons under one arm. 

To make an excellent jam—squeeze six or 
eight women, now-a-days, into a common stage- 
coach. 

A coquette may bé compered to tinder, which 
lays out to catch sparks, but does not always sue- 
ceed in lighting a match. 

Itis unhealthy to fall in love with another 
man’s wife. In Ark: this kind of thing 
usually terminates in “death ” the first year 

Some one asks—“ Is it lawful to hang clothes 
on Mason’s and Dixon’s line?” Just as lawful 
as planting beans around the North Polé. 

Ina state of mental absence, a penne man de- 
manded the hand of a young lady, and only 

reeived his error when he got her father’s foot 

instead. 


Nothing sets up a woman’s spunk like calling 
her ugly. She gets her hack right up like a cat 
when a strange dog comes near her—she is all 
eyes, claws and bristles. : 


A certain person asked a merry Andrew why 
he played the fool. ‘‘ For the same reason,” said 
a do—out of want; you do it for 
want of wit, and I-do it for want of money.” 

Mr. Greeley, of the New York Tribune, hav- 
ing said he would spit upon one of the planks of 
the Whig platform, the shester American re- 
plies ‘that he cannot expect-to-rate as a Whig.” 

On hesritig Ike read that eighteen rams were 
to be used in launching the Leviathan, Mrs. 
Partington remarked that she believed a few 
yolks of oxen would do a great deal better than 
rams. 

While an officer was bowing, a cannon ball 
passed over his head and decapitated a soldier 
who stood behind him. “You see,” said tho 
officer to these near him, “‘thata man never 
doses anything by politeness.” 

Bad luck is a man with his hangs in his 
breeches pockets, and a pipe in his mouth, look- 
ing on to see how it will come out. Good luck 
is a man of pluck to meet difficulties, his sleeves 
rolled ap, and working to make it come ont 
right. 

Lord Chancellor Northington suffered much 
from the gout; and once, afier some paintul 
waddling between the woolsack and the bar in 
the House of Lords, he was heard to mutter: 
“If I had known that these legs were one day to 
carry a chancellor, I’d have taken better care of 
them when I was a lad.” 

The celebrated Dr. Hunter, whom Abernethy, 
in one of his arid veins, termed “the English 
Blood Hunter,” when starting in life, gave lea- 
tures. His first lecture was attended only by thu 

rter. “John,” said the great man, unmoved 

yy the circumstance, “take that skeleton down, 
that J may say with propriety—Gentlemen.” 
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PICTURES FROM OUR MUSEUM. 





++ Now, my dear, do oblige me by running homeand put- 
ting’ your goloshes on. I don’t want to have you laid 
up by catching cold in your feet.” 








‘“ Dve eaten the canary.” 





- ap 
\< Qme of my: cows took sick and died yesterday.” 


who, when « child, won the 
Portralt of the eee, the baby: : J 
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“* Have you beard Grisi this season, sir?” 





‘You know s ship sometimes misses stays, #ad perhaps 
she is one of the misses? 


y ww SY 
“ Will you have a bite?” 





A boy of very loose habite. 
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In the present number we propose to glance at 
some of the most striking features in the empire 
of Brazil, South America, a country about which 
very little is generally known, and which is nev- 
ertheless one of the most interesting countries on 
the globe. Our illustrative sketches, together with 
the text, will be taken from an admirable work 
on the subject, recently published in Philadelphia, 
by Messrs. Childs & Peterson, and entitled “ Bra- 
ail and the Brazilians, portrayed in Historical 
and Descriptive Sketches. By Rev. D. P. Kid- 
der and Rey. J. C. Fletcher.” The work is an 
octayo volume of six hundred and thirty pages, 
illustrated by one hundred and fifty elegant en- 
gravings, wood and steel, some of the natural 
history drawings being elaborately colored. Lt 
also contains the best map of Brazil extant. The 
experience of the writers in the Brazilian empire 
embraces a period of twenty years, and they are 
thoroughly acquainted with the topography, re- 
sources, religions, laws, statistics and customs of 
the country, and the people. In addition to their 
own observations, they have studied every au- 
thentic work on the subject, French, German, 
English and Portuguese, and have consulted the 
impel id provincial archives for statisties. ~ 
Their bi is written in a vigorous and lively 
style, and henceforward must be the standard 
authority on Brazil. 

‘The empire of Brazil occupies an area of about 
3,956,800 square miles, and is bounded north by 
Venezuela-and the colonies of Guayana ; north- 
east, east and southeast by the Argentine Con- 
federation, Bolivia, Peru and Ecuador. It has 
no mountains of very great extent. Its river sys- 
tem is unequalled. Theclimate is good andmuch 
of the soil is productive. It is richgin minerals, 
and its diamond and topaz mines a rO- 
ductive. ‘The empire is a constitutional mon- 
archy, hereditary in the male line of the reigning 
family. The Roman Catholic is the established 
religion, but all others dre permitted. Don 
Pedro IIL., the reigning emperor, is a very liberal 
and highly educated man. 

Brazil was discovered May 3, 1500, by Pingon, 
but was subsequently taken possession of by De 
Cabral. Various towns were planted by the Por- 
tuguese, but not without being troubled by the 
English, Dutch and Spaniards. In 1800, when 
Portugal was invaded by the French, the ki 
fled to Brazil, and on the fall of Napoleon, rai; 
it to a kingdom, assuming himself the title of 
King of Portugal, Algarve and Brazil. The 
revolution which took place in Portugal in 1820, 
compelling the king to return to that country, he 
next year sailed for Lisbon, leaving Don Pedro, 
his eldest son, as regent. In 1822, Don Pedro, in 
accordance with the wish of the people, declared 
Brazil to be a free and independent State, and 
himself assumed the title of emperor, and in 1825 
Portugal acquiesced in the change. Don Pedro 
abdicated, April 7, 1831, in favor of his son, the 
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present emperor; but the country was ruled by 
@ regency until 1840. 

Among the first features that impress the trav- 
eller in Brazil, is the luxuriant growth of its 
vegetation. Our initial engraving represents the 
Jara-Assu palm, (Leopoldina major). 

The most generous gift that bountiful Provi= 
dence gave Brazil is tho palm-tree. Tho travel- 
ler in the interior provinces and upon the sea- 
ygway from the cities is struck by the very 
peel n of this “ prince of the vegetable 
- to the wantsof man. And if the 
8 80 important a in the domestic 
of Europeans and their descendants, 
his hig! 
house and field work among the aborigines of 
Brazil. To this day it furnishes the Amazonian 
Indians house, raiment, food, drink, salt, fishing- 
tackle, hunting implements and musical instru- 
ments, and almost every neces: of life except 
flesh. Take the hut of an Uaupé Indian on one 
of the affluents of the Rio Negro. The rafters 
are formed by the straight and uniform palm 
called ina pulchra; the roof is composed 
of the leaves of the Carana palm ; the doors and 
framework of the split stems of the Jriartea exho- 
riza. The wide bark which grows beneath the 
fruit of another species is sometimes used as an 
apron. The Indian’s hammock, his bow-strings, 
and his fishing-lines, are woven and twisted from 
the fibrous portions of different palms. The 


comb with which the males of some of the tribes’ 


adorn their heads is made from the hard wood of 
a palm, and the fish-hooks are made from the 
spines of the same tree. The Indian makes, 
from the fibrous spathes of the Afanicaria sacci- 
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fera, caps for his head, or cloth in which he 
wraps his most treasured feather ornaments. 
From eight species he can obtain intoxicating 
liquor; from many more—not including the co- 
coanat palin, found on the seacoast—he receives 
oil and a harvest of fruit; and from one (the 
Jara assu) he procures, by burning the large 
clusters of small nuts, a substitute for salt. From 
another he forms a cylinder for squeezing the 
mandioca-pulp, because it resists for a long time 
the action of the poisonous juice. The great 
woody spathes of the Jfaximiliana regia are 
“used by hunters to cook meat in, as, with water 
in them, they stand the fire well.” These spathes 
are also employed for carrying earth, and some- 
times for cradles. Arrows are made from the 
spinous processes of the Patawa, and lances and 
heavy hi ms are made from the Iriatea ventri- 
cosa; the long blowpi h which the In- 
dian sends the poisoned arrow that brings down 
the bright birds, the fearless cari, and even 
the thick-skinned tapir, is furnished by the Seti- 
gera palm; the great, bassoon-like musical in- 
struments used in the “devil-worship”’ of the 
Uuupés are also made from the stems of palm- 


trees. 

The highly-dressed belle in the next engraving 
is acreole Mina negress of Bahia, who rejoices 
in the namo par excellence, of the “ Bahiana.’”” 
Bahia de Todos os Santos, the Bay of All-Saints, 
as our readers are aware, was formerly the capi- 
tal of Brazil, and was discovered in 1503, by 
Americus Vespucius, then sailing in the employ 
of Dom Manoel, king of Portugal. It is a place 
of great bustle and business. 

Around the landing-places cluster hundreds of 
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POLICEMAN AND VENDA, 


1 
vanoes, launches, and various other small craft, 
discharging their loads of fruit and produce. On | 
one part of the praya is a wide opening, which | 
is used as a market-place. Near this a beautiful 
spacious modern building has been constructed 
for an exchan; It is well supplied with news- | 
papers from all parts of the world, and is in a | 
cool and airy situation. The principal commer- \ 
Cial houses ‘are situated on the Rua Nova do 
Commercio, and these compose the finest blocks 
of buildings in Brazil,—perhaps in all South 
America, These edifices would adorn the busi- 
ness portions of London, Paris, or New York. 

The lower town is not calculated to make a | 


| 
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favorable impression upon the stranger. The 
lofty buildings are nearly all old, although gen- 
erally of a cheerful exterior. The streets in this 
vicinity are very narrow, uneven, and wretched- 
ly paved, and at times as filthy as those of New 


ork. At the same time it is crowded with iol 


lars and carriers of every description. You he: 
become acquainted with one peculiarity of Bahia. 
Owing to the irregularities of its surface and the 
steepness of the ascent which separates the upper 
town from the lower, it does not admit the use 
of wheel- . Not even a cart or truck is 
to be seen for the purpose of ving burdens 
from one place to another. er requires 
change of place in all the commerce and ordina- 
business of this seaport—and it is second in / 
size and importance to but one other in South 
America—must pass on the heads and shoulders 
of men. Burdens are here more frequently car- 
ried upon the shoulders, since the principal ex- 
rts of the city being sugar in cases and cotton 
in bales, it is impossible that they should be borne ‘ 
on the head like bags of coffee. 

Immense numbers of tall, athletic negroes are 
seen moving in pairs or gangs of four, six, or 
eight, as shown in one of our engravings, with 
their loads suspended between them on heavy 
poles. Numbers more of their fellows are seen 
sitting upon their poles, braiding straw or | ying 
about the alleys and corners of the streets as leep, 
reminding one of black snakes coiled up in the 
sunshint The sleepers generally have 
sel ady to call them when they are w: 
for ess, and at the given signal they rouse 
up, the slephan to his burden. Like the 
coffee carriers of Rio, they often sing and sho 
as they go; but their gait is necessarily slow ani 
measured, resembling a dead march rathor than 
the double-quick step of their Fluminensian col- 
leagues. Another class of negroes are devoted 
to carrying passengers in a species of sedan- 
chair called cadeiras. 

It is indeed a toilsome and often a 
task for a white person to ascend 
bluffs on which stands the cidade alta, 
ly when the powerful rays of the sun 
ing, without mitigation, upon the head. No 
omnibus or cab can be found to do him service, 
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THROWING THE LA880. 


In aeeordance with this state of things, he finds 
near every corner or place of public resort, a 
long row of curtained cadciras, the bearers of 


which, hat in hand, crowd around him with all | 


the eagerness, though not with the impudence, of 
carriage-drivers in North America, saying, “ Quer 
cadeira, senhor ?” (‘ Will you havea charr, sir ?”’) 
When he has madc his sclection,and seated him- 
sélf to his liking, the bearers elevate their load 
and march along, apparently as mach pleased 
with the opportanity of carrying @ passenger as 
he is with the chance of being carried. ‘fo keep 
a cadeira or two, and negroes to bear them, is as 
necessary for a family in Bahia as the keeping 
of carriages and horses is elsewhere. The liv- 
ery of the carriers, and the expensiveness of the 
curtaining and ornaments of the cadeira, indicate 
the rank and style which the family maintains. 
Some of the streets between the upper and 
lower towns wind by a zigzag course along ra- 
vines ; others slant across an almost perpendicu- 
lar bluff, to avoid as much as possible its steep- 
ness. Nor is the surface level when you have 
ascesided to the summit. Not even Rome can 
boast of so many hills as are here clustered to- 





| gether, forming the site of Bahia. Its extent 
between its extreme limits—Rio Vermelho and 
Montserrat—is nbout six miles. The city is no- 
where wide, and for the most part is com 

{ of only two or three principal streets. The di- 
rection of these changes with the various curves 
and angles noconeary 2 preserve the summit of 
the Promontory. requent openings between 
the honses built along the summit exhibit the 
most picturesque views of the bay on the one 
hand and of the country on the other. The as- 
[ of the city is antique. Great sums have 


ments—more, however, with a view to preserve 
the streets from injury by rain than to furnish 
roads for any kind of carriages. Here and there 
may be seen an ancient fountain of stonework, 
placed in a valley of greater or less depth, to 
serve as a rendezvous for some stream that trick- 
les down the hill above; but nowhere is there 
any important aqueduct, though recent water- 
works, with steam-engines manufactured in 
France, have been lately erected east of the No- 
viciado, which will furnish a bountiful supply ot 
the potable element to the city. 
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en expended in the construction of its pave- © ; 
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In 1510, a vessel under the command of Diogo 
Alvares Correa was wrecked near the entrance 
of this bay. The Tupinambas, inhabiting the 
coast, fell npon and destroyed all who survived 
this shipwreck, except the captain of the vessel. 
The Indians spared Diogo,—probably, as some 

_ supposed, on account of his activity in assisting 
them to save articles from the wreck. He had 
the good fortune to obtain 2 musket and some 
barrels of powder and ball, He early took ocea- 
sion to shoot a bird, and the Indians, terrified by 
the explosion no less than by its effects, called 

» him from that moment Caramuru, the man of 
fire.” He then conciliated their favor by assur- 


ing them that, although he was a terror to his | 


enemies, he could bea valuable auxiliary to his 
friends. He accordingly accompanied the Tu- 
pinambas on an expedition against a neighbor- 
ing tribe with whom they were at war. The first 
discharge of Caramuru’s musket him pos- 
session of the field, his frightened adversaries 

scampering for their lives. 
Little more was necessary to secure him a per- 
fect supremacy among the aboriginals. As a 
proof of this, he was soon complimented with 
proposals from various chiefs, who offered him 
their danghters in marriage. Diogo made choice 
of Paraguassu, daughter of the head chief Itap- 
. arica, whose name is perpetuated as the designa- 
tion of the large island in front of the city, while 
that of Paraguassu, the bride, is applied to one 
of the rivers emptying into the bay. He built a 
hamlet which he denominated S. Salvador, in 
fraiade for his escape from the shipwreck. 
his settlement was located in a place denomi- 
nated Graca, on the Victoria Hill, a suburb of 
the city, still occasionally called Vilha Velha 
{old town.) i 
After the lapse of some years, a ship from 
Normandy anchored in front of Caramuru’s 
town and opened communications with the shore. 
Diogo now determined to return to Europe } and, 
having supplied the vessel with a cargo, he em- 
barked for Dieppe, accompanied by Paraguassu. 
i. He intended, iF he arrived safely, to go from 
Dieppe to Lisbon. The French, however, would 
not permit this, but preferred to make him alion 
in their own capital, Paraguassu was the first 
Indian female who had ever appeared in Paris. 
A splendid fete was given at her baptism, when 
she was christened Catherine Alvares, after the 
Queen Catharine de Medicis. King Henry IL., 
accompanying his royal spouse, officiated on the 

» occasion as godfather and sponsor. 

The French government contracted with Cara- 
mura to send out vessels which should carry him 
to his adopted country, and return with brazil- 

wood and other articles, which should be given 
in exchange for goods and trinkets. In the 
meantime, 2 to his original intent, he con- 
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op of Bahia. The nati 
muru’s return, and his 
rapidly and extended its influence in every diree- 
tion. 

At this period the King of Portugal, in order 
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to secure the settlement of Brazil, divided the 
country into twelve captaincies, each of fifty 
leagnes’ extent on the coast, and boundless to- 
ward the interior. Each captaincy was conceded 
to adonatary, whose power and authority were 
absolute. Francisco Pereira Coutinho, who came 
to take possession of Bahia, was a man rash and 
arbitrary in the extreme. He became jealous of 
the influence of Diogo Alvares, and commenced — 
to persecute and oppress him, and finally sent 
him on board a ship as a prisoner. This course 
exasperated the Indians, who determined on re- 
They attacked the settlement and killed 


venge. 
Continho. Diogo Alvares was again restored to 
his original supremacy. ‘ : 

The growing importance of the country, to- 


ther with rumors of violence practised by the 
Plonstaries, induced Dom Jolin III. to appoint a 
governor-general of Brazil, to reside at S. Sal- 
yador and to have jurisdiction over all the dona- 
taries. In 1549, Thomé de Souza, the first gov- 
ernor-general, landed with military ceremonies 
at Vilha Velha, but in the course of a month 
proceeded to choose another location for the com- 
mencement of his operations. It was that of 
the present cathedral, government palace, and 
other public buildings. Caramura was now an 
old man, but was of great service to the gover- 
nor-gereral in consummating with the natives a 
treaty of peace. In four months a hundred 
houses were built, and various sugar plantations 
were laid out in the vicinity. From this period 
the city of S. Salvador, having been consti 








th ital of Portuguese America, and - 
i ler the direct patronage of the mother- 
ol , rapidly increased in size and importance, 


The year 1624 witnessed the first depredations 
of the Dutch upon the then quiet and prosperous 
¢ity of Bahia. Without the least notice or prov- 
ocation, a fleet from Holland entered the harbor, 
attacked the city, burned the shipping, and de- 
barked men to seize the fortress of S. Antonio, 
and, after some fighting, gained possession of 
the town. This they sacked, not even sparing 
the churches. The captors immediately erecte 
additional fortifications and built many new 
houses. They made prizes of all the Portuguese 
and Spanish ships that came into the harbor not 
knowing that the town had changed masters. 

Portugal was at this time tributary.to Spain. 
‘The news of the loss of Bahia caused great con- 
sternation at Madrid, and the more since it had 
been rumored that the English were to unite 
their forces with the Dutch and establish the 
Elector-Palatine King of Brazil. The Spanish 
court adopted measures worthy of its superstition 
and its power. Instructions were despatched to 
the governors of Portugal, porns them to ex= 
amine into the crimes which had provoked this 
visitation of the divine vengeance, and to pun- 
ish them forthwith. Novenas were appointed 
throaghout the whole kingdom; and a litany 
and prayers, framed for the occasion, were to be 
said after the mass. On one of the nine days 
there was to be a solemn procession of the peo- 
plein every town and village, and of the monks 
an ister., The sacrament was exposed 
in all the uurches of Lisbon, and a hundred 
thousand erowns were contributed in that city to 
aid the government in recovering S. Salvador. 

A geen ot of forty sail, carrying eight 
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thonsand soldiers, sailed under D. Fadrique de 
Toledo and D. Manoel de Monezes, which in 
March, 1625, appeared off the bay; and after 
some delay, the ol ject of which was to learn if 
the Hollanders had received reinforcements, D. 
Fadrique, satisfied that they had not, entered the 
harbor with trumpets sounding, colors flying, 
and the ships ready for action. e Dutch ves- 
sels also, and the walls and forts, were dressed 
out, with their banners and streamers hoisted, 
either to welcome friends or defy enemies, which- 
ever these new-comers might prove to be. The 
city had been fortified with great care, according 
to the best principles of engineering,—a science 
jn which no people had at that time such expe- 
rience as the Dutch. It was defended by ninety- 
two pieces of artillery, and from the new fort 
upon the beach they fired red-hot shot. After 
some severe skirmishing, the Dutch, having 
waited in vain for the fleet from Holland, pro- 
posed a capitulation, which was acceded to. 
The Hollanders attempted to retake the city 
in 1638, under Mauritz, Connt of Nassau, who 
was then m possession of Pernambuco and a 
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large portion of the adjoining coast. They were 
repeatedly“defeated at Babies but ricoeoael fora 
time at other points. The original attack, on 
the part of the Dutch, grew out of purely mer- 
cenary motives. It was planned and executed 
under the auspices of the celebrated West India 
Company. ving successful at first, the Hol- 
landers did not content themselves with plunder- 
ing the inhabitants, but determined to make the 
very soil their own. Their inroads were man- 
fully resisted by the Portuguese, and the war, at 
different times, extended along the whole coast 
from Bahia to Maranham. 

In 1686, Manritz, Count of Nassau, was sent 
out to take command of the troops and to gov- 
ern the new empire. Under his direction, active 
measures were set on foot; forts, cities, and pal- 
aces were built, and the country was explored in 
search of mines. Agriculture was undertaken 
with a strong hand, and it is casy to imagine 
what changes would have been introduced into 
those fertile regions by the industrious Holland- 
ers, had not the fate of war decided against 
them. In the low ground, the marshes and the 
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streams that surround the city of Pernambuco, 
they would have especially gloried. But the 
Brazilians, under their vigilant leaders, Camarao, 
Henrique ]iaz (the former an Indian, the latter 
a negro), Souto and Vieyra, kept up such inces- 
sant attacks upon the Hollanders, that at last, in 
1654, they were expelled from Pernambuco, and 
in 1661 they abandoned, by negotiation, all claim 
to Brazil. It is interesting to think that, what- 
ever motives may have urged the commercial 
Hollanders to attack Brazil, the Christians of 
that brave little Protestant country were not 
slow to follow up the settlements ; and hence, in 
Pernambuco and vicinity, faithful missionary 
stations were established, and, when the Dutch 
were finally driven from the country, some of the 
clergymen came to New Amsterdam, and one of 
them was the first pastor of the Dutch Reformed 
Church founded at Flatbush, Long Island. From 
this time the Hollanders ceased their attacks on 
Bahia; that city advanced in wealth and pros- 
perity, and was the seat of the viceroyalty until 
1763, when it was transferred to Rio de Janciro. 

The position of Bahia, opposite the coast of 
Africa, caused it to be, from early times, an im- 
portant rendezvous for those engaged in the 
African slave-trade. Bahia increased in popula- 
tion and wealth, and in 1808 its prosperity was 
still more augmented by the Carta Regia which 
opened the ports of Brazil to the world. This 
city was the last that remained faithful to Portu- 
gal; for, though the independence of the empire 
was declared in September, 1822, it was not un- 
til July, 1823, and after severe suffering, that the 
Portuguese army evacuated Bahia San Salvador. 
The rebellion of 1837 was frightful in the ex- 
treme ; but the imperial government finally ob- 
tained the mastery, and from that day to this 
Bahia has continued quiet, and has made rapid 
strides of improvement. 

There is no city in Brazil that so interests the 
foreigner as Bahia. It is the spiritual capital of 
the country, being the residence of the arch- 
bishop. The churches, the convents, and other 
public buildings, are upon a large scale, and have 
no provincialism in their appearance. The peo- 
ple are gay and social. To “fish for whales” is 
aregular business at Bahia, and nearly every 
week, from the numerous terraces, admiring 
thousands can gaze upon the stirring excitement 
of capturing these monsters of the deep. If we 
descend through Jime-tree hedges to the Rio Ver- 
melho, we may have an opportunity (besides 
seeing the fixtures for extracting of oil) of wit- 
nessing the triumphant arrival of the dead levia 
than. Hundreds of people—the colored especi- 
ally—throng around to witness the monster’s 
dying struggles, and to procure portions of his 
flesh, which they cook and eat. Vast quantities 
of this flesh are cooked in the strects, and sold 
by quitandeiras. Numbers of swine also foast 
upon the carcass of the whale; and all who are 
not specially discriminating in their selection of 
pork in the market, during the season of these 
fisheries, are liable (nolens volens) to get a taste of 
something “very like a whale.” This whale- 
fishery was once the greatest in the world. At 
the close of the seventeenth century, it was rented 
by the crown for thirty thousand dollars annually. 

The view of Bahia from Montserrat is truly 
magnificent. The curving lines of whitened 























511 


buildings—the one upon the heights, the other 
upon the water’s edge—everywhere separated by 
a broad, rich belt of green, itself here and there 
dotted with houses,—the fortress, the shipping, 
the white-capped waves, over which the whale- 
boats are pursuing their gigantic sport,—the dis- 
tant isle of Itaparica and the blue ocean beyond, 
—all form a picture which at the time fills one 
with exhilarating delight, and ever after dwells 
in the cabinet of memory a choice and beautiful 
picture. There are few cities that can present a 
single view of more imposing beauty than does 
Bahia to a person beholding it from a suitable 
distance on the water. Even Rio de Janeiro can 
hardly be cited for such a comparison. The 
capital excels in the endless variety of its beauti- 
ful suburbs; but in the Archiepiscopal City 
beauty is concentrated and presented at one 
view. In Rio, for pleasant abodes, one section 
competes with another, and each offers some 
ground of preference ; but in Bahia, the superior- 
ities seem all to be united in one section, leaving 
the foreigner no room for doubt that the focus is 
the Victoria Hill. 

The water-carriers of Rio, next represented, 
are a decided feature of the place. One of the. 
greatest delights for the black population of Rio 
is the necessity of carrying water from the chafa- 
riz, or public fountain, or from the water-pipe, 
which is at the corner of almost every street. 
Blackey lazily lounges out with his barril under 
his arm, and happy is Congo if he espies a long 
queue of his compatriots awaiting their turn at 
the stopcock. Here the news of their little 
world is told amid bursts of Ethiopian laughter ; 
or asmail flirtation is carried on with Rosa, or 
Joaquinha, from the next street ; or perhaps there 
is an upbraiding lecture administered by some 
jetty damsel from Angola, whose voice, to his 
consternation, is byno means ptanissimo. There 
is another out-door affair much more congenial, 
i, e., many a sly attempt to kill the bixo is made 
at the adjoining venda while the water pours into 
the barrils of the earlier comers. Some mis- 
tresses, however, who find that their cooks have 
always to wait for the water, make arrangements 
with the water-carriers, who perambulate the 
streets with an immense hogshead mounted on 
wheels and drawn bya mule. This vehicle dur- 
ing a fire (not a frequent occurrence) is required 
to supply the fire-engines. These men are gen- 
erally natives of Portugal or the Azores, and 
seem eminently qualified by natur&é to be hewers 
of wood and drawers of water. They carry the 
water up-stairs and pour it into large earthen 
jars, which bring to mind the water-pots at the 
marriage of Cana, in Galilee. The huge earthen 
vases are arranged on stands, in places where 
there is a current of air; and the liquid element 
in them thus acquires a coolness which, though 
not equal to the iced water of the United States, 
posseses a delightful frigidity. Ice is in Brazil 
an expensive luxury, brought solely from North 
America, and not in general use, even in Rio, 
and, of course, unknown in the country. Boston 
apples and ice ure both in the highest esteem ; 
but the latter was rejected as altogether unwhole- 
some upon its introduction, in 1833, and the first 
cargo was a total loss to the adventurers. 

Another of our pictures shows the costume of 
the police of Rio de Janeiro. It is military, and 
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is well disciplined by officers of the regular army. 
, They are fortified with plenty of authority, and 
take care to use it. Great difficultics have some- 
times occurred between the constabulary and 
foreigners, where, on some occasions, the former 
have been to blame ; but it was good for “ Young 
America,” when going “round the Horn,” on 
his way to California, to be held in wholesome 
restraint by these “ yellow Brazilians,” whom he 
affected to despise. The polive is armed. Dur- 
ing the day you may sco them singly or in pairs 
having their positions in convenient localities fot 
watching the slaves and all others suspected of 
liability to disorder. Now the policeman, with 
three or four of his companions, strolls along by 
Hotel Pharoux, to have an eye upon the foreign 
sailors ; or again, with a single con/rere, he takes 
his stand by the Carioca fountain; or again, his 
undress-cap, his blue uniform, his sword, and his 
brace of pistols, are wholesomely displayed at a 
corner venda, where Sr. Antonio from Fayal 





sells cachaca (rum), pigtail tobacco, carne secca, 
mandiae-flour, red Lisbon wine, and black beans. 
The above mentioned staples are the articles of 
stock and consumption for the low grocer and 
the low class that patronize him. Sometimes he 
will get a little higher in the provision line, and 
add butter brought from Ireland, lard from the 
United States, onions from Portugal, sardines, 
a few hams, and sausages. Then, too, he is 
somewhat of a lumber merchant; for he pur- 
chases a few bundles of finely-split wood, which, 
together with charcoal, is the small accompani- 
ment of the kitchen-battery in Brazil. At these 
vendas is the only hard drinking—except that 
done by English and Americans—in Rio, and 
that imbibing is by the slaves. Often Congo or 
Mozambique becomes eloquent under the effects 
of cachaca, and then the policeman is an effec- 
tual arbiter. 

Another of our illustrations represents a group 
of the famous coffce carriers of Rio. These men 
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0 in troops, numbering from ten to twenty in- 
dividuala, of whom one takes the lead, and is 
called the captain, These are generally the 
largest and strongest men that can be found. 
While at work they seldom wear any other gar- 
ment than a pair of short pantaloons ; their shirt 
is thrown aside for the time as an incumbrance. 
Each one takes a bag of coffce upon his head, 
weighing one hundred and sixty pounds, and, 
when all are ready, they start off at a measured 
trot, which soon increases to a rapid run. As 
one hand is sufficient to steady the load, several 
of them frequently carry musical instruments in 
the other, resembling children’s rattle-boxes ; 
these they shake to the double-quick time of some 
wild Ethiopian ditty, which they all join in sing- 
ing as they ran. Music has a powerful effect in 
exhilarating the spirits of the negro; and cer- 
tainly no one should deny him the privilege ot 
softening his hard lot by producing the harmony 
of sounds, which are sweet to him, though un- 
conth to other ears. It is said, however, that an 
attempt was at one time made to secure greater 
quietness in the streets by forbidding them to 
*“ sing. As a consequence, they performed little 
“ or no work; so the restriction was in a short 
time taken off. Certain it is that they now avail 
themselves of their vocal privileges at pleasure, 
whether in singing and shonting toeach other as 
they run, or in proclaiming to the people the va- 
rious articles they carry about for sale. The im- 
pression made upon the stranger by the mingled 
- sound of their hundred voices falling upon his 
ear at once is not soon forgotten. a 
Another spirited engraving of this series repre- 
sents a hantsman about throwing the lasso round 
the horns of a wild bull on the plains. The 
great wealth of Rio Grande do Sul consists of 
that which constituted the riches of the patri- 
archs—flocks and herds. The Guachos of Buenos 
Ayres are not moreexpert on horseback, or more 
skilful in the use of the lasso than are the Rio 
Grandenses, whose occupation trom childhood is 
the care and culture of the herds of cattle which 
roam tho vast campinas or prairies. It has been 
estimated that in the province of Rio Grande do 
Sul—not mentioning parts of Santa Catharina 
aid S. Paulo, which aro devoted to the same 
purposcs—five hundred thousand cattle are 
slaughtered annually for the sake of preserving 
their hides and flesh, while as many more are 
driven northward for ordinary consumption. 
Most of the carne secca, or jerked beef, in com- 
mon use throughout Brazil, is prepared hero. 
After the hide is taken from the ox, the flesh is 
skinned off in a similar manner from the whole 
side, in strips about half an inch in thickness. 
:The meat, in this form, is stretched in the sun to 
“dry. But very little salt is used in its preserva- 
.* tion, and, when sufficiently cured, it is shipped 
=" to all the maritime provinces, and is the only 
i yerved beef used in the country. 
3 meat (emitting no very agreeable 
lor). lie pits! tp, like cords of wood, in the pro- 
ousts of Rio de Janeiro. In the finan- 
‘aa ye™ 84, Rio Grande do Sul exported 
‘Ge Valus & neat $4,000,000 in hides, horna, hair 
» #6a wool, $1,000,000 of which were imported 
: _dpipabe United States. 
; Phe character of the people is somewhat pecu- 
“"Fiar, owing to their circumstances and mode of 
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life. They are generally tall, of an active and 
energetic appearance, with handsome features, 
and of a lighter skin than prevails among the 
inhabitants of the northern portions of the em- 
pure: Both sexes are accustomed, from child- 

‘ood, to ride. on horseback, and consequently 
acquire great skill in the management of those 
noble animals, upon which they take their amuse- 
ments as well as perform their journeys and pur- 
sue the wild cattle of their plains. 

The use of the Iasso is learned among the ear- 
liest sports of boyhood, and is continued until 
an almost inconceivable dexterity is acquired. 
Little children, armed with their lasso or bolas, 
mako war upon the chickens, ducks and geese of 
the farmyard, until their ambition and strength 
lead them into a wider field. For the pursuit of 
wild cattlo, the horses are admirably trained, so 
that, when the lasso is thrown, they know pre- 
cisely what to do. Sometimes, in the case of a 
furious animal, the rider checks the horse and 
dismounts, while the bull is running out the 
length of his raw-hide ro The horse wheels 
round and braces himself to sustain the shock 
which the momentum of the captured animal 
must inevitably give. The bull, not expecting 
to be bronght up so suddenly, is thrown sprawl- 
ing to the ground. Rising to his feet, he rushes 
upon the horse to gore him; but the latter keeps 
at a distance, until the bull, finding that nothing 
ia to be accomplished in this way, again attempts 
to flee, when the rope a second time brings him 
to the ground. Thus the poor animal is worried, 
until he is wholly within the power of his captors. 

Nor is it only in Rio Grande do Sul or San 
Paulo that scenes of this kind may be observed. 
They were formerly witnessed in Rio de Janeiro 
iteelf. At the Sfotadoura publico, situated on the 
Praya d’Ajuda, before the municipal butcheries 
were removed to the spacious abattoirs at San 
Christova, vast npmbers of cattle were daily 
slaughtered. Among tho droves that reached 
the capital from the distant sertoes, was occa- 
sionally an ox so wild and powerful that he was 
not disposed to surrender life without a desperato 
struggle. He would break from his enclosure 
and dash into the streets of the city, threatenin, 
destruction to whoever opposed his course. 
horse, accoutred with saddle and bridle, and with 
a lasso fastened to him by a strong girth, stood 
ready for the emergency, and was mounted in an 
instant to give pursuit. The chass was widel: 
different in its circumstances from that whi 
occurs in the open campos; but perhaps no inter- 
est was lost in the rapid turning of the corners 
of streets, the heavy clatter of hoofs upon the 
pavement, and the hasty accumulation of spec- 
tators. In a short time, usually, the noose of the 
lasso whirled around the horns of the fugitive, 
an area was cleared, and the scene already de- 
scribed was enacted, until the runaway ox was 
killed on the spot or led away in triumph to the 
slaughter. The lasso is, moreover, in frequent 
use in the Campo de Santa Anna, in the same 
city, where vast herds of mules are frequently 
congregated for sale. The purchaser has only to 
indicate which animal out oF the untamed multi- 
tude he would like to examine, and the tropeiro 
soon has him “ slippernoosed”’ at the end of his 
Jong. rope, by which he holds or leads him at 
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A curious ceremony is observed by the lower 
orders, of which we present an illustration. Hal- 


lelujah Saturday is better known as “Judas’s | 


day,” ou account of the numerous forms in which 
that “ inglorious patriarch ” is made to suffer the 
vengeance of the people. Preparations having 
been made beforehand, rockets are fired in front 
of the churches at a particular stage of the morn- 
ing service. This explosion indicates that the 
hallelujah is being chanted. The sport now be- 
gins forthwith in every part of the town. The 
effigies of poor Judas become the objects of all 
species of torment. They are hung, strangled, 
and drowned. In short, the traitor is shown up 
in fireworks and fantastic figures of every descrip- 
tion, in company with dragons, serpents, and the 
devil and his imps, which pounce upon him. 
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sure of a treble price from the newly-arrived. 
Who that has visited Rio de Janeiro will not at 
a glance recognize the landing-place depicted in 
the engraving? Hotel Pharoux, the Palace 
Stairs, and the Largo do Pago (Palace Square), 
are associated with Rio de Janeiro in the mind 
of every foreign naval officer who has been on 
the Brazil station. But changes have taken 
place, and greater are in ae amon 

this slow-moving people, Hotel Pharoux sti 

lifts its white walls ; but it is modernized, and 
the old restaurant and stable in the basement 
have given way to shell-merchants and feather- 
flower dealers, and the dining-room is upon the 
second floor. We no longer land at the palace 
stairs, where formerly at flood-tide the waters of 
the bay dashed and foamed against the stone 


A BRAZILIAN MOUNTAIN-ROAD. 


Besides the more formal and expensive prepara- 
tions that are made for this celebration by public 


subscription, the boys and the ne; have their 
Judases, whom they do feloniously and mali- 
ciously drag about with ropes, hang, beat, puncli, 


stone, burn, and drown, to their hearts’ content. 

Among our engravings will be found represen- 
tations oF the Hotel Pharoux,, and the Palace 
Square and Rua Direita at Rio. Our authors 
thus speak of these localities :—‘ The stranger 
who, with anxious expectation, has paced the 
deck of his vessel as it lies at anchor under Vil- 
legagnon, knows no more welcome sound than 
the permission from the custom-house and health 
officers to land and ream through the city which 
for hours before his eyes have visited. The blacks 
who have come from the shore now return, pull- 
ing their heavy boat lustily along, for they are 


arapet which at this point marked their limit. 

‘he square has been extended into the waves, 
and soon the government will have fine quays 
along the whole water-edge in this part of the 
city. 

“Instead of the old granite steps, we ascend 
the wooden stairs at the end of a long jetty. 
Here our boat has arrived, amid odors that cer- 
tainly have not been wafted from “Araby the 
blest,” and we learn that the sewerage of Rio 
is a portable instead of an underground affair. 
The sense of hearing, too, is wounded by the 
confused jabbering of blacks in the language of 
Congo, the shouts of Portuguese boat-owners, 
and by the oaths of American and English sail- 
ors. Once clear of this throng, what novel sights 
and sounds astonish us! A hackney-coachman, 
in glazed hat and red vost, invites us to a ride to 
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the botanical gardens ; a smartJooking mulatto 
points to his ‘Hansom’ hard by the Hotel de 
France. Before their words are ended, the roll 
of drums and the blast of bugles attract our at- 
tention in another direction. ‘There, in front of 
the old palace, is drawn up a handful of the 
National Guard, composed of every imaginable 
complexion, from white to African ; and now, as 
every day at noon, they remove their helmets, 
listen for a moment with religious veneration to 
the strain of music which the black trampeters 
puff out from swelling checks, and then resume, 
with the exception of the sentinels, their difficult 
task of loitering in the corridors, of the hnge 
building, or basking in the sunshine, until another 
sound of the bugle shall call them to change 
guard or fall into ranks at vespers. 

“We are not yet ready to try the vehicles of 
Rio de Janeiro; so we dismiss our would-be 
coachmen, and look around us in the Largo do. 
Pago. At the Palace Square the stranger finds 
himself surrounded by a throng as diverse in 
habits and appearance, and as variegated in com- 

lexion and costume, as his fancy ever pictured. 

‘he majority of the crowd are Africans, who 
collect around the fountain to obtain water, which 
flows from a score of pipes, and, when caught in 
tubs or barrels, is borne off upon the heads of 
both males and females. The slaves go bare- 
footed, but some of them are gayly dressed. 
Their sociability when co) in these re- 
sorts is usually extreme, but sometimes it ends 
in differences and blows. To prevent disorders 
of this kind, soldiers are generally stationed near 
the fountains, who are sure to maintain 
their authority over the blacks. For- 
merly there were only a few fountains ; 
now there are large the squares, 
and at the corners of every third or fourth street 
are smaller streams Of the pure element, which 
flow at the turning of a 

“ The palace is a large stone building, exhibit- 
ing the old Portuguese of architecture. It 
was long used as a by the viceroys, 
and for a time by Dom John VI., but is now 
appropriated to various public offices, and con- 
tains a suite of rooms in which court is held on 
gala-days. The buildings at the rear of the 
Palace Square (represented on the left of the en- 
graving) were all erected for ecclesiastical pur- 

ses. The oldest was a Franciscan convent, 
Pat has long since been connected with the 
palace, and used for secular purposes. The old 
chapel, with its short, thick tower, remains, but 
has been superseded, in popularity as well as in 

lendor, by the more recently-ereeted imperial 
, Which, without belfry, stands at its right. 


Adjoining the imperial chapel is that of the third 
order of Lady of Mount Carmel, which is 
daily open, 


» and is eater a cathedral. The 
steeples of this church during certain festivals 
are illuminated to the very crosses, and present a 
splendid appearance from the shipping. 
“The streets of the city are generally quite 
ae but the Rua Direita, wi ie ners in 
engraving, beyond the lo go, is 
wide, and paved with small square blocks 
of stone which are brought from the Isle of 
Wight. The Rua Direita and many of the prin- 
cipal streets of Rio de Janeiro are now»as well 
paved as the finest thoroughfares of London or 
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Vienna, presenting a great contrast to the for- 
mer irregular and miserable pavement, which 
was in use up to 1854. The Rua Direita and 
the Largo do Rocio are the points whence omni- 
buses start for every portion of the vast city and 
its suburbs. 

“The houses seldom exceed three or four sto- 
ries; but a four-story house at Rio is equal in 
height to one of five in New York. Formerly 
nearly all were occupied as dwellings, and even 
in the streets devoted to business the first floors 
only were appropriated to the storage and dis- 
play of goods, while families resided above. But 
since 1850, this has greatly changed in the quar- 
ter where the wholesale houses are found; pro- 
prietors and clerks now reside in the picturesque 
suburbs of Botafogo, Engenho Velho, and across 
the bay at Praia Grande or San Domingo. Every 
evening presents an animated spectacle of crowd- 
ed. steamers, full omnibuses, and galloping horses 
and mules, all conveying the negociantes and 
ecaxeiros (bookkeepers) to their respective resi- 
dences. 

“The distant les on our left are those of 
the Church of Candelaria, which is situated on a 
narrow street back from the ae Direita. are 
the largest church in the city, and presents taller 
spires and a handsomer front than any other. 
The Praca do Commercio, or Exchange, occu- 

ies a prominent position in the Rua Direita. 
This building, formerly a part of the custom- 
house, was ceded by government for its present 
purposes in 1834. It contains a reading-room, 
supplied with Brazilian and foreign newspapers, 
and is subject to the usual ms of such an 
establishment in othef cities. Beneath its spa- 
cious portico, the merchants of eight or nine dif- 
ae nations meet each a the macula 
interchange salutations and to negotiate 
general business. The Exchange is not far from 

_ formerly 


the Cus had its main 
entrance adjoining the Praca. 
3 Nothing can be more an’ and peculiar 


than the scenes which are witnessed in this part 
of the Rua Direita during the business hours of 
the day,—viz., from nine A. M. to three P. M. 
It is in these hours only that vessels are permit- 
ted to di and receive their cargoes, and at 
the same time all goods and baggage must be 
despatched at the custom-house and removed 
therefrom. Consequent upon such arrangements, 
the utmost activity is required to remove the 
goods despatched, and to embark those produc- 
tions of ntry that are daily required in 
the tran: of a vast comm 
and we are almost stunned by the sounds of the 
multitude.” 

The British cemetery at Gamboa, depicted in 
one of our engravings, is a beautiful and secluded 
spot. Men of eminent station, as well as the 
unknown English and American citizen, the 
Frenchman, the Swede, and the representatives 
of the commercial marine of almost every nation, 
here repose in death. d 

The fort of Villegagnon, and the island, de- 
rive their name from a Frenchman, patronized 
by Admiral de Coligny, who rendered himself 
infamous by defeating the projects of the French 
Huguenots to establish a Protestant in 
cue ne 
con! ’ 
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The picture of a Brazilian mountain road 
gives the reader a good idea of the wild and ro- 
mantic aspect of many portions of the empire. 
But the most curious spectacle is that presented 
by the pevile of the Organ Mouhtains, as shown 
in another engraving. 

The range from which they are detached is still 

. more lofty, and is most massive in its character. 
Few persons have ascended these mountains, and 
those have either been naturalists, or daring hun- 
ters. Dr. Gardner made probably the most thor- 
ough scientific exploration, and up these heights 
Heath has often pursued the clumsy tapir or the 
lithe jaguar. The sloth, howling monkeys, the 
Brazilian otter, a little deer (Cervus nemorivagus ), 
and two kinds of peccari, may still prove attrac- 
tions to the naturalist and the sportsman; but 
every year they are becoming more rare. Of 
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Another of our engravings a“Fa- 
brica,” or cotton factory, Sees by aa. Ameri- 
can, in the lovely valley of St. Alexio. Mr.M., 
the proprietor, lives in a beautiful house hard by. 
The spot was chosen for the water-power, but it 
is described as being one of the loveliest in Bra- 
zil. The hills rise around, and, mixed with 
stately palms, sensitive plants, with us the most 
delicate of exotics, here grow to an enormous size. 

‘The engraving of the “ Misericordia” is from 
a daguerreotype. It is the most extensive hos- 


ital in Rio, and is called the Santa Casa de 
Misericordia’ or the Holy House of Mercy. It 
is located on the seashore, under the brow of the 
Castello Hill, and is open day and night for the 
reception of the sick and distressed of ali nations 
and religions, none of whom require pass or 
recommendation to be received. 


1 THE ORGAN MOUNTAINS. 


birds there are many varieties, remarkablo for 
their brilliant plumage, and a few are much 
sought after for their delicacy, the jacu and jacu- 
tings being the most esteemed. 
he difficulties of the ascension of these moun- 
tains consist of the thickets of underwood, the 
eerried ranks of great ferns and trailing bamboos, 
in addition to the steepness of the Serra. The 
aths of the tapir, however, render the undertak- 
Ing much more feasible than it otherwise would 
be. Dr. Gardner, after two attempts—the latter 
maade several years after the first—attained the 
highest summit of the range. These mountains— 
known in geographies as a portion of the Bra- 
zilian Andes, the Serra do and the Organ 
Mountains—have been varionsly estimated to 
posseas an altitude rangiag from five thousand 
seven hundred feet up to eight thousand feet. 


The new buildings of the Misericordia are up- 
on a brand scale, and the view of it to those en- 
tering the harbor is, architecturally considered, 
truly magnificent. It is constructed of stone, 
and is six hundred fect in length. There is only 
the half of the immense structure presented to the 
eye as we look at the sketch; and tho reader will 
be astonished at the size of this noble benefici: 
edifice when he is informed that it is a double 
building, and that ita twin brother is in the rear 
of it; but it is so connected as to form several 
airy quadrangular courts. With its modern im- 
provements, insuring superior ventilation, light 
and cleanliness—with its flower-gardens and 
shrubberies for the recreation and exercise of the 
convalescent—with its cool fountains, its spacious 
apartments, kind attendants, and beautiful si 
tion—this hospital is, as has been well said, 
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credit to the civilization of the ago, 
did monument of the munificence and benevo- 
lence of the Brotherhood of Mercy.” 

‘The annual expenses of the Misericordia are 
about one hundred and fifty thousand dollars. 
A small portion of its receipts are provided for 
by certain tributes at the custom-house, another 
Portion by lotiey.cs, and the balance by donations 
and the rent of properties which belong to the in- 
stitution through purchase and legacies. The 
Foundling-Hospital and Recolhimento havo been 
in existence about a hundred years. The origi- 
nal establishment of the Misericordia dates back 
as far as 1582, and took place under the auspices 
of that distinguished Jesuit, José de Anchieta, 
About that time there arrived in the port a Span- 
ish armada, consisting of sixteen vessols-of-war, 


and a splen- : 
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and ity cars, have found an asylum within the 
| walls o! the Miscricordia of Rio de Janeiro—how 
; Many thousands a grave! Anchieta was amo: 
the first Jesuits sent out to the New World, ‘and 
| his name fills a large s in the history, of that 
! order. His earlier labors were devoted to the 
| Indians of S. Paulo, and along that coast, where 
he endured great privations and exerted a power- 
fal influence; but he finally returned to Rio de 
Janeiro, where he ended his days. 

In our engraving of the Misericordia, the hos- 
jital extends along the water; on the extreme 
left ia St. Luzia’s Chapel ; about the centre, on 

the height, is the Jesuits’ College, and away to 
the right the Morro do Castello and the arsenal. 

Onr last engraving but one represents the ex- 

terior of the National Museum ag Rio. 


THE FABRICA AT BT ALEXIO. 


and having on board three thousand Spaniards, 
bound to the Straits of Magellan. During the 
vo: very severe storms had been experienced, 
in wi ich the vessels had suffered greatly, and 
sickness had extensively broken ont on board. 
Anchieta was at the time on a visit to the college 
of his order, which had been founded some years 
previously, and whose towers still surmount the 
Castello Hill. Moved by compassion for the 
suffering Spaniards, hc made arrangements for 
their succor, and in so doing laid the foundation 
of an institution which has continued to the pres- 
ent day enlarging its charities and increasing its 
means of alleviating human suffering. 

It is impossible to contemplate the resnits of 
such an act of philanthropy without a fecling of 
respect towards its author. How many tens of 
thonsands, during the lapse of more two hundred 


| 
| 


| 
| 


Among government institutions must be 
classed th ional Museum, on the Campo de 
Santa An: hich is gratuitously thrown 


9} 
to visitors; and great numbers avail thernsel yaa 
of this pleasant and instructive resort. The col- 
lection of minerals has been much augmented in 
yalue by a donation from the heirs of José Boni- 
facio de Andrada, They presented to the 
um the entire cabinet of their father, who 
long public career had rare opportunities for 
making ; art yaloably collection. ; At an 

eriod of his life he was professor of min: ul 
q the University of Coimbra, P wiles 






published several works ths him a repu-_ 
tation among the scien! _of Europe. 
Through his whole life h strioi 

mechanical ligeprecsents, 1ogSher ith chan 
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engravings and coins; and his heirs certainly 


could not have made a more magnanimous dis- | 


posal of the whole than to confer them upon the 
nation. The department of mineralogy is well 
arranged, but contains many more foreign than 
native specimens. The same lack of Brazilian 
curiesities formerly prevailed in other depart- 
ments, although in that of aboriginal relics there 
has been from the establishment of tho Museum 
a rich collection of ornaments and feather-dresses 
from Para and Matto Grosso. There is a con- 
stant enlargement and improvement in every re- 
spect. Still, it may be said that while the cabi- 
nets of Munich and Vienna, Paris, St. Peters- 
burg, London and Edinburgh have been enriched 
by splendid collections from Brazil, in various 
departments of natural history, yet in the Impe- 


| 





| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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my where instruction in instrumental and vocal 
music is given to both sexes by competent pro- 
fessors. ‘There is also a Conservatorio Dramati- 
co, to whose censorship were submitted, in 1854, 
two hundred and fifty plays, of which one hun- 
dred and seventy were approved, fifty-four were 
amended or suppressed, and thirty-three were of 
such a character as not only to be suppressed but 
to merit unqualified rebuke. 

The Sociedade Statistica and Sociedade Aux-' 
iliadora da Industria both enroll many public- 
spirited men and good writers. But the associa- 
tion which in its character, dignity and numbers 
is the first in all South America, is the Brazil- 
ian Historical and Geographical Institute, or-, 
ganized at Rio de Janeiro in 1838, which has 
done more than any other society to awaken the 






































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































mineral, vegetable and anim: 





vial Museum of Rio de Janciro but a mengre idea | spirit of Brazilian literary enterprise. This as- 
e 
MISERICORDIA. 
can be formed of the Jnerseting pretacoo sociation adopted as its fundamental plan the de- 
[In which the | sign of collecting, arranging and publishing or 


empire abounds. 

‘here is an Imperial Academy of the Fine 
Arts, which was founded in 1824, by a decree of 
the-National Assembly. It is at present organ- 
ized with a director and four professors—viz., 


. of painting and landscape, of architecture, of 


sculpture and of design, and a corresponding 
number of substitutes. This institution is open 
to all who wish to be instructed in either depart- 
ment, and about seventy students are annually 
matriculated—the greater proportion in the de- 

artment of design. This academy also provides 
Kinds for the support of a certain number of its 
most meritorious alumni at Rome, where they 
have ample opportunity for studying the choice 
productions of ancient and modern art. 

‘The Conservatorio de Mugica is a State acade- 


preserving documents illustrative of the histo: 
and geography of Brazil. Several distin ished 
pereons took a deep interest in it from the first. 

he government also lent a fostering hand. The 
General Assembly voted an annual subsidy in 
aid of its objects, and the department of foreign 
affairs instructed the attachés of the Brazilian 
embassies in Europe to procure and to copy pa- 
pers of interest that exist in the archives of the 
different courts, relative to the early history of 
Brazil. By this movement individual exertions 
were aroused, and the spirit of inquiry was ex- 
cited in different parts of the empire as well as 
abroad, and interesting results have already been 
accomplished. 

During the first year of its existence, this In- 
stitute numbered near four hundred members 
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and correspondents, and had collected over three 
hondred manuscripts, of various length and 
value. The most important of these it has al- 
ready given to the world, together with some 
valuable discourses and essays furnished by its 
members. The first Friday of each month is de- 
voted to the sittings of this association; and 
none of its members and patrons are so punctual 
or take so deep an interest in all its proceedings 
as Dom Pedro II. Its organ is a Quarterly Re- 
view and Journal, which publishes the proceed- 
ings of the society at length, together with all 
the more important documents read before it. 
We have been particularly interested in the arti- 
cles it has contained upon the aboriginal tribes 
of South America, and also its biographical 
sketches of distinguished Brazilians. On the 
whole, it may be questioned whether the Portu- 
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that her language is the Portuguese. A preju- 
dice against that language prevails extensively 
among foreign nations; and although that preju- 
dice is in a great degree unjust, it will not soon 
be overcome. The learned have seldom been in- 
duced to acquire that knowledge of the language 
which is essential to an appreciation of its real 
merits. ‘Those who have formed its acquaintance 
accord to it high praises. Mr. Southey, for ox- 
ample, has declared it to be ‘inferior to no mod- 
ern speech,’ and to contain ‘some of the most 
original and admirable works that he had ever 
erused.’ Schlegel, in his ‘ History of Literature,’ 
‘3 the very highest testimony to the beauty 


| and copiousness of the Portuguese language, and 


cannot restrain his admiration for De Camoes. 
Of the Lusiad, a distinguished French writer has 
said, ‘It is ihe first epic of modern times.’ M. 


NATIONAL MUSEUM. 


guese lai contains a more valuable collec- 
tion of miscellany than is thrown together in the 
pages of the Revista Trimensal on Jornal do In- 
stitato Historico Brazileiro. 

The closing thoughts of our authors respecting 
the literature of the Brazilian empire are interest- 
ing; they say :—‘ The history of Brazilian liter- 
ature is brief; yet, under the circumstances in 
which it has sprang up, that literature must be 
considered itable. Of all that has been writ- 
ten in the Portuguese lan; within the last 
hundred years, Brazil has produced her full pro- 

rtion of what is meritorious. Within the last 
few years there has been a decided and promis- 
ing movement at the capital in behalf of literature 
and the diffusion of useful knowledge. 

“It may be considered by some as a 
misfortune, in a literary point of view, to Brazil, 


de Sismondi says, ‘The distinguished men whom 
Portugal has produced have given to their coun- 
try every branch of literature. ‘The Portu- 
guese language,’ says M. Sané, ‘is beautiful, so- 
norous, and copious; it is free from that gut- 
turalness with which we reproach the Spanish ; 
it has the sweetness of the Italian and the gravi- 
iyo the Latin.’ In fine, it may be remarked 
at no living languago, not excepting the Span- 
ish and Italian, is so near in every respect the 
tongue of old imperial Rome as that of Lusitania. 
If the Brazilians, possessing such a linguage, 
shall develop the genius and the appliation 
necessary to such a result, they may yet, by 
creating a literature worthy of themselves, secure 
the respect and admiration of the world. 
“Notwithstanding so little is known of the 
Portuguese language to certain classes of the 
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literati, it prevails wherever there are or have 
been settlements of that nation, not only in Bra- 
zil and the Portuguese Islands, but along the 
coasts of Africa and India, from Guinea to the 
Cape of Good Hope and from the Cape of Good 
Hope to the Sea of China, extending over almost 
all the islands of the Malayan Archipelago. 

“ How interesting it would be to witness light 
and truth radiating from Brazil and spreading 
their influences to each of those distant climes } 
Before such an event can be reasonably antici- 
pated, how great must be the changes in the 
moral and religious condition of, the empire !”” 

In the February number of the North British 
Review, and also in the London Eclectic Review 
we find long and highly appreciative articles on 
Messrs. Fletcher and Kidder’s “ Brazil and the 
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formation on all these topics, and on many oth- 
ers, we refer to the admirable book now noticed. ~ 
A book, notwithstanding its occasional idolatry 
of Brother Jonathan, we may heartily commend 
to our readers.”” 

The London Eclectic is, if anything, still more 
eulogistic of “‘ Brazil and the Brazilians.” It 
says that “a perusal of the present volume will 
do away with many erroneous impressions in re- 
gard to Brazil, and will pire a new and more in- 
teresting aspect to the whole country. Its peo- 
ple, their institutions, their laws and constitu- 
tions, their manners and habits, state of religion, 
education and the fine arts, agriculture, manu- 
factures, trade, commerce—all find a place in 
Mr. Fletcher’s book, and are handled in an in- 
telligent and lucid manner.” In closing its ar- 
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Brazilians.” The North British 5; of it in 
terms which must be greatly flatterin; the au- 
thors when it characterizes the book a8 a pecu- 
liarly interesting volume ; and again, “ This faith- 
fal portraiture of Brazil and the Brazilians will 
not fail to be influential. New channels will be 
opened up for the streams of British and North 
American enterprise ; and the sympathies of the 
Anglo-Saxon race will cluster around this people 
and their justly esteemed great prince.” The 
same Review says, “To as many of our readers 
as have a taste for description of forest scenery, 
we can promise gratification in abundance, if they 
will follow, in the volume, Mr. Fletcher into the 
blooming woods of the Organ Mountains.” Its 
closing remark is certainly a commendation of 
high order towards an American book. “But 
the half is not told. Those who wish more in- 





ticle, this Review says, “‘ We must here take our 
leave of this interesting volume of Messrs. Kid- 
der and Fletcher. Interesting is not the only 
word we should use; the large insight it gives us 
into Brazilian life, in all its branches, deserves a 
more emphatic word ; it is highly instructing and 
fascinating. We have been obliged to pause for 
want of space; but conld we have spared a few 
more pages, nothing would have afforded us 
greater satisfaction than to have accompanied 
Mr. Fletcher in his journey, south and north, and 
into the interior, and to have culled some of his 
plensant—Daulce est olim acti meminisse laboris— 
adventures and experiences, as well as his studies 
in natural history, for the benefit of our readers.” 
The day has gone by, when it was said in a lead- 
ing English Quarterly, “ Who reads an Ameri- 
can book 7” 
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A BEAUTIFUL SONNET. 





BY JOHN KR. BAZLEY. 





Here's a beautiful world and a beautiful sky; 

‘There's a beautiful house, but rather too high, 

And » beautiful lady, with Grecian nose, 

Going into the house with beautiful clothes; 

She has beautiful eyes, and Chinese model feet, 

And beautiful lps which look temptingly sweet, 
And a love of a bonnet: 

There! she's gone in—what a beautiful hall! 

And a beautiful parlor—ehe’s making a call; 

There! she sits at the window in stately repose; 

‘What beautiful hands! her gloves “ coleur de rose,” 

© she’s beautiful now, but more so when feeding ; 

Hush up now! be still! don’t you see she Is reading 
This beautifal sonnet. 
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BY MRS. H. MARION STEPHENS. 


Ove thousand eight hundred and ever so 
much, and New Year’s morning at that! The 
bells are ringing, and the sleighs are flying, and 
glad, gay voices fill the air; while over all, tho 
golden sanshine streams an uninterrupted bright- 
nees, as if old Sol was determined to celebrate a 
“happy New Year” on his own account. 

In an office not more than a thousand miles 
from Tremont Strect, over a glowing fire of 
Cannel coal, sits our good Dr. Pettingill, the 
noble philanthropist, whose good deeds have 
long ago been registered as “home words” in 
the hearts of all who respect nobility of soul and 
generosity of spirit. You can see that his heart 
rejoices in the merriment so prominent about 
him, although he is no active participant of the 
festivity. 

He is a bachelor—is our good Dr. Pettingill— 

a bachelor of forty and odd years. You wouldn’t 
believe it, though, to see him—sach a hale, 
hearty, noble-looking fellow as he is, and such a 
favorite with the ladies! His head is whitening, 
to be sure, but his heart is as warm and true as 
if those ominous words, “it might have been,” 
had never been engraved there. Heaven respect 
his secret, if secret there is! 

He is one of those genial, social, hearty kind 
of men that we invariably think are, or ought to 
be, married. He would have made a home so 
happy, 4 wife so comfortable, little children so 
lovable, in his great love! Fortune makes some 
grand mistakes in matching and mismatching 
the human race, but never made she a greater 
one than wher Dr. Pettingill was left beyond the 
pale of matrimony. He might have been think- 
ing of this—possibly he was—sitting there alone, 

32 


521 
over his comfortable fire, while everybody else 
were whirling away out of town, or off to some 
dearly loved home, in cosy couples. 

A little tap, scarcely louder than the whizzing 
of a fly, sounded upon his door, and a little 
form, meanly and scantily clad, responded to his 
hearty “come in.” Such a thin, wistful, little 


old face—such a picture of squalid wretchedness 


and want—such a compassion-moving, compas- 
sion-compelling objeot of abject misery as it was, 
that looked up into the doctor’s face, as he sat 
there, over the radiant blaze of his Cannel coal 
fire! There was hunger in the great blue eyes, 
there was the pitiful wailing of poverty in the 
thin, cracked voice, there was patient endurance 
and hopeless, helpless misery in every lineament 
of that wooworn, cadaverous face—and yet its 
possessor was a little child scarcely big enough 
to be entrusted alone upop the street, much less 
to be out upon such an errand of poverty and 
destitution. 

“A penny—only a penny!” pleaded the 
piping little voice, while its owner stood shiver- 
ingly at the door. 

Only 8 penny! The good doctor was begin- 
ning to wonder how everybody that needed as- 
sistance should know enough to run at once 
with thoir cares to him. Already he had re- 
ceived ten or twelve such visitors that morning, 
and he was beginning to think it about time that 
some one else took a hand at the game. He 
knew how many there were to suffex, how few to 
relieve, still it was a wonder to him how all the 
poor people in Boston found him out.: Good 
Dr. Pettingill! He had forgotten that his own 
kindly deeds had made his name a houschold 
word among those wretched beings whose wants 
he had so often supplied; he had forgotten that 
no suppliant for his bounty had ever been tarned 
empty-handed away ; he had forgotten that-the 
poor and the helpless were the only family who 
had demands upon his generous spirt; he had 
forgotten himself, almost, when the wailing, 
woful plaint again shattered the bright fabric of 
his dreams with “only a peony—just one, for 
the love of heaven !” 

“Only a penny!’ replied the good doctor; 
“only a penny! Why,do you think I am made 
of pennies, child? How many pennies do you 
suppose I have been asked for, this morning, 
already? You want a New Year's gift, I sup- 
pose; a stick of candy, or something of that 
sort. A penpy wouldn’t go far for anything 
else.” 

The doctor spoke and meant pleasantly; if 
there was a dash of fan about him, it was his 
way, and not intended by any means to wound 
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the most sensitive temperament. Jadge of his 
astonishment, then, when seeing his little visitor 
wiping tears—real tears—from her eyes, with the 
bottom of her dress, as she turned to depart! 
She was out of the door, and going down the 
steps, before he could sufficiently command him- 
self to check her, 

“Here—hold on! Where are you going? 
Who told you to go? Here you—you—girl!” 
he vociferated, at the top of his voice. 

But the girl did not pause. She walked 
quietly down the steps, and up the street, neither 
looking to the right or the left. 

“Hold on, I say!” shouted the doctor, seizing 
his overcoat and hat, and slipping hastily into 
them. “What the old boy—I didn’t say any- 
thing, I’m sure; and if I did, I didn’t mean 
anything. Confound—” And the doctor hur- 
ried after his little visitor as fast as his rather 
stout legs could carry him. 

He walked fast, but she walked faster; and 
while she was leading him this -chase, he had 
time to observe the stately step, the regal turn of 
the head, and the evident gracefulness of manner 
indulged in by the little beggar girl. Her dress, 
though poor and thin, was scrupulously neat; 
her hair, which fell down below her hood, hung 
in smooth, glossy curls; and her whole appear- 
ance indicated pride in the midst of poverty. 

On and on she went, and on and on went the 
doctor, following her, sometimes reflecting sor- 
rowfully upon the unthinking words which had 
fallen carelessly from his lips, sometimes laugh- 
ing to‘himself at the odd figure he must cut, in 
full chase’after a beggar girl ! 

On and on they went, through streets which 
it was worth as much as @ man’s life to cross. 
She could duck under the trucks and drays, 
while he was obliged to watch his time to cross 
the thronged thoroughfare. Once or twice he 
iost her, but soon discovered her again, when 
coming upon another street. 

On and on they went, through dark lanes and 
filthy alleys out into sunlit streets, and again 
into alleys which seemed the more dismal for the 
contrast. In one of those dark alleys, he missed 
her. In vain he walked backward and forward, 
scrutinizing old tumble-down door-ways and 
peeping into dilapidated entries filled with that 
peculiar blessing of an Irishman’s home—chil- 
dren aud pigs... She was not to be found. She 
must have darted into some one of those miser- 
able domicils, but which, he was at a loss to 
conjecture. 

‘There was no clew by which to find her; he 

‘t remember her dress, only that it was 
ond very neat; and as to the sleek 
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golden curls, why any child might have boasted 
that adornment. With as much vexation in his 
heart as it was possible for Dr. Pettingill to feel, 
he at length gave it up for a bad job—not, how- 
ever, with the best of humors towards himself. 
To add to his grievances, when he emerged from 
the dark lane, he found the sky had clouded up, 
and that already the little ftufs of snow, premon- 
itory symptoms ef a storm, were filling the at- 
mosphere with moisture. 

“ Like my fate!” he murmured. 
ment so bright, the next so dark.” 

The thought had hardly escaped his lips when 
for a brief, bright moment the sun parted the 
clouds and lay goldenly in his pathway. 

“A good omen!” he murmured ; and folding 
his cloak more closely around him, he hurried 
back to his office. 

It was past three o’clock, and his dinner hour 
was at two. 

“Patience will scold, any how,” he thought; 
“and it is hardly worth while to go home now. 
T’ll feel a keener appetite formy supper.” And 
divesting himself of his traps, he sat down at his 
desk and commenced writing. 

The soft, sifting snow had given place to a 
real blustering storm. The sky was full of tem- 
pest, and the air of sleet. It was getting quite 
dusk when Dr. Pettingill rose from his desk and 
looked ont upon the world of storm. The snow 
had been falling steadily all the afternoon, and 
now lay piled up in great heaps under the doors 
and windows, sifting in through all the crevices, 
and occasionally coming down in a soft, misty 
shower upon the head of the doctor, as he leaned 
it listlessly against the window-pane. 

He knew there was a nice, warm fire awaiting 
him, a few squares away, 8 cosy arm-chair, and 
a good, substantial supper. But—there was no 
loving wife there to meet him with words of 
welcome, after the long, lone day ; no little chil- 
dren to climb upon his knee and tangle their 
chubby fingers in his curling gray hair; no 
home loves, or home endearments, to tempt him 
out upon the drifted streets. He was thinking 
of these things, of the home, and of the storm 
and the tempest laying between him and it ; and 
thinking, too, of the inducement that might have 
been, before which the most blustering storm that 
ever was recorded would have paled in signifi- 
cance. Why, amid the comforts of his own 
home, did the wan, worn face and the bright, 
glittering curls of his morning visitor gleam up 
so palpably? Did his conscience accuse him ? 
Did he feel that he might have tréated the little 
girl more delicately than he had done? Heav- 
ing a deep sigh, he turned away for his overcoat. 


“ One mo- 
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“I may as well make a beginning,” he mut- 
tered, as he folded it around him. 

He looked out upon the streets. Yet early as 
it was, they were nearly deserted. Here and 
there a houseless wanderer picked his slow steps 
along, or a fast young man bound to have his 
“time” out, bravely breasted both wind and 
storm. The doctor barred his office-window and 
was beginning to secure the door, when his keen 
eye detected the figure of a little girl toiling 
on slowly and painfally, as if every step would 
be her last. The wind whirling against her, 
blew her feeble steps backward, and the snow 
piled up higher and higher about her feet; yet 
sho tottered on. 

“Tf it should be!’ exclaimed Dr. Pettingill, 
whose hearé was touched by the sight. “O, if it 
should be! A delicate child, like her, out in this 
pitiless storm !”” 

Suddenly a cry was borne along the breeze—a 
wild, wailing, human cry, rising high above the 
storm—and the little wanderer fell senseless to 
the pavement. The doctor sprang forward, 
lifting in his arms the light weight, and looking 
in the face white as the snow which was falling 
upon it. Yes, it was his morning visitor! it was 
the girl with the golden curls! 

Hurriedly he carried her to the warmth—the 
snow tumbling in at the door after him—and 
making a bed by his fire, commenced chafing 
the little hands and frozon feet. His efforts were 
successful in so far that the girl opened her eyes 
and looked about her with a frightened stare. 

“thought I was home,” she said, in a faint 
wifisper. ‘“ Where did you find me?” 

And the little lip began to quiver, as she saw 
the faco she thought so heartless in the morning. 

=O, take me home—do take me home! 
What will papa think? What will he do with- 
out me? Poor, poor papa!” 

A great gush of tears relieved her, and rising, 
more like a little woman than the girl she was, 
she proceeded once more to arrange her worn 
and faded cloak. 

«« And who is your papa, little dear ?” inquired 
the kind doctor, now really anxious to make 
amends for the thoughtlessness of the morning. 
“ Why did you leave me so suddenly, this morn- 
ing? What made you ron away from me? 
Did I say anything to annoy you ?” 

“0, no—O,no! only I thought—I thought—” 

Again the quivering lip denied her the power 
of speech. 

“ Papa sent me,” she said at last, mastering 
her tears. ‘“ We all know you; that was why I 
came. Be sure it was our last chance, or 


papa—” 
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Again the quivering lip denied her utterance. 

“And who is your papa, dear?” asked the 
doctor, pressing her tiny hand in his. “And 
why does he allow you to be out in the street on 
a night like this?” 

“O, don’t blamehim! Poor papa! you don’t 
know him. I crept out by mysolf, when he was 
asleep ; I do it often. He would die, else, and I 
should be leftan orphan. It is a very dreadfal 
thing to be an orphan, with nobody to love = 
or care for you, or—” 

The brave little girl swallowed the great sob 
which was swelling up from her heart, and 
catching his hand, he allowed her to lead him 
out into the storm and night. 

“You will go home with me! Perhaps yon 
can do something to help papa, you are so 
clever!” 

The doctor smiled at the innocence of the 
compliment, and drawing her within the shelter 
of his cloak, trotted silently along until they ar- 
rived at a long, dark lane, leading from one of 
the principal thoroughfares. 

The street was lonely, the lane was lonely, 
and the dilapidated house looked more lonely 
than all, in its snowy covering. The doctor 
could not help observing the scrupulous neatness 
of the room into which he was led, on their en- 
trance. An old Irish woman was waiting anx- 
iously at the door, when the party arrived. 

“He’s afther wakin’ and worryin’ ‘this half 
hour for you, darlint,” she whispered, as they 
passed her in the passage. 

The little girl only waited long cnough to give 
the doctor a seat before hurrying to the cur- 
tained bed just visible in another room. After a 
few moments’ conversation, she beckoned the 
doctor to epproach, and whispering in his ear 
“papa wants to see you,” ran hastily out of the 
room. 

There was a start,a sudden flushing of the 
sick man’s face, and hands were clasped which 
had been clasped before under happier auspices. 

“You here? You? And in this destitution ? 
Why have you not sent for me?” asked Dr. 
Pettingill, in utter astonishment. ‘“ And that 
sweet child! such @ place for her to be in! 
Great Heaven! what changes there are in this 
world.” 

Richard Hollis’s thin hand still lay in the 
warm clasp of the kind-hearted physician, and 
his sunken eyes rested sorrowfully upon his face. 

“We parted in anger you know, James; we 
parted in anger. You gave me good counsel, 
and I gavo youehard words. If I had taken 
your advice, I should not have been here. 
Everything seems to have gone wrong with me. 


"524 


I started in business without any capital. Of 
course I failed! Then my poor Mary died, and 
then I—I—took to drink, James. I neglected 
my business, neglected my child, neglected all I 
should have attended to, and then, perhaps for- 
tunately, I was taken ill.” 

“0, Richard! Bat why didn’t you get em- 
ployment with some kindly disposed person? 
Surely you had friends!” 

“ Friends I” 

&, the world of bitterness in that one brief 
word—“ friends.” 

“Who would take me? Who would dare 
trust the dissipated merchant, broken by his 
own criminal folly? I might, perhaps, have got 
something to do, at first, but I was too proud; 
then, when I would, O, 80 willingly, have ac- 
cepted the poorest situation which would have 
kept the wolf from my fold, I could get nothing 
—not even sympathy.” 

“ But surely your wife’s relatives might—” 

“Not if I was starving!” exclaimed the sick 
man, starting up in the bed ; “not if every hair 
on my head could be coined into so many lives, 
each one a misery, which a word from them 
could avert! not if Lula, my poor motherless 
girl, was dying, and a look from them would 
save her life!” ; 

Dr. Pettingill drew back, startled and aston- 
ished at such a picture of insane rage; and well 
he might, for the larid eyes and the distorted 
face might have terrified a more determined man 
than himself. 

It was the last fit of frenzy ever allowed the 
sick man in this world. Exhausted with its 
force, he fell over on to the bed and lay speech- 
less and motionless for more than half an hour. 
And now the strong points of Lula’s character 
were brought out in a most forcible way. Her 
father was dying ; it was impossible to hide from 
her the truth. There was no loud and vehement 
crying, as might have been expected from a child 
like her. For a few moments she indulged in a 
quiet, heart-broken weeping, pitiful to see ; then, 
wiping away the tears, she called in the old 
Irish woman before alluded to, and climbing 
upon the bed, sat tearless and silent by the side 
of her father. 

I will not describe the long, long watch of that 
hapless night; suffice it that Dr. Pettingill sat 
by his old friend till his earth-sealed eyes were 
opened upon that “to-morrow” which, sooner or 
later, must come to us all, and that when he next 
sought his own domicil, he led by the hand the 
Kittle waif which the strong wind of adversity had 
flung across his path. 

A very.queer household was that of Dr. Pet- 
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tingill ; not very elegant, nor very showy, nor 
very anything, but substantial and homelike. 
His house was superintended by the widow of 
his only brother, who, together with a nephew of 
some fifteen years of age, were all the members 
of his family. A very hard, exacting woman, 
was Mrs. Pettingill, who, although only a sister- 
in-law, ruled the doctor with a rod of iron. Her 
will was the law of the household, against which 
there was no appeal ; and although occasionally 
the doctor had endeavored to take the reins into 
his own hands, she was sure to re-possess them 
again. 

Her thin face grew darker and more porten- 
tous than ever, when the doctor entered her 
presence with his new charge. He explained 
the circumstances as well as he could, under the 
fire of her piercing eye—she never attempting 
to interrupt him. Back and forth, back and 
forth went the rockers of her chair, sending out 
a malicious creak with each turn, as an accom- 
paniment to the clouded brow and the com- 
pressed lip of its occupant. 

“‘ Have you done?” she condescended to ask, 
as the silence began to be oppressive. 

“Yes; I have no more to add than that I ex- 
pect she will be well dressed, well treated, and 
most especially cared for, till the novelty of her 
situation is past! Now I’ve done; what have 
you to say?” 

“ This, Dr. Pettingill : That if you expect me 
to interest myself in your charge, as you call 
her, you are mistaken. You needn’t expect, 
because I have been a martyr to your caprices, 
cared for your interests, and wasted the Best 
years of my life in your service, that I am to be 
imposed upon now.” And faster went the rock- 
ers, and deeper grew the ominous frown. “If 
she comes, I shall go; that’s positive! J’ll have 
no beggar’s brats growing up over my head, I 
can tell you—” 

“Now, Prudence Pettingill, bite your words 
short off, where they are! Let me hear no more 
of this. You have ruled me and my house for 
the last ten yeurs, because it did not interfere in 
my pleasures, and because it seemed to do you 
good. There is no occasion for argument. The 
house is mine, the property is mine, and I have a 
right to use it just as suits my purposes. It 
does suit my purpose to adopt this little girl, 
Lula Hollis. The house is large and conve- 
nfent ; but whenever it becomes too small to suit 
your convenience, you are at perfect liberty to 
seek some more expansive quarters. I am sorry 
you compel me to speak go plainly ; but as I do 
not wish ever again to have occasion to refer to 
the circumstance, my own security forces me to 


DR. PETTINGILL’S TREASURE. 


it. Come, Lula! I will show you your cham- 
ber, and send the servant to assist you. Don’t 
look so terrified! You are among friends ; and 
Mrs. Pettingill was only joking. See! she can 
hardly keep from laughing now (wicked Dr. 
Pettingill !), she is so tickled.” 

Taking Lula by the hand, and casting a 
roguish glance over his shoulder to his aston- 
ished sister-in-law, he left the room. 

Tickled! Yes, you could see it in the wonder- 
stricken face, in the paralyzed form sitting bolt 
upright where the shock of consternation had 
Could it be possible? Could that 
firm, ¢ ined man be the easy, pliable and 
most yielding Dr, Pettingill? She had lost the 
whip-hand, that was sure! Struggle as she 
would, the reins were gone, to a dead certainty ! 
She might storm and rave and make everybody 
uncomfortable, herself included; but she would 
be none the less defeated. After the first par- 
oxysm of anger and dismay had passed, like a 
sensible woman as she afterwards proved her- 
self, she decided to give in with a good grace, 
believing that to be half the battle. 

“T surrender !” she said, with a merry smile, 
as the doctor peeped in, on his way down town. 

“That's right; I shall feel twice as comfort- 
able now about it. She'll be a perfect little bless- 
ing to us, see if she don’t! And such a change 
from the dull, characterless life we have led for 
the past few years! O, I am very thankful she 
was sent to me for protection! ©, you'll seo— 
you'll see. I wouldn’t take a gold mine for her.” 

And that was the way in which Dr. Pettingill 
first found his treasure. 


struck her. 











Such a chattering, and packing of trunks, 
and confasion of leave-takings, and rattling of 
carriages, and kissing “‘ good-bys,” mingled with 
occasional tears—April showers, to dissolve in 
the first sun-barst—as characterized the “ break- 
ing up” day of the Mystic Seminary, could be 
met with nowhere outside of the charmed circle 
of a young ladies’ academy. Pretty arms, 
wreathing together with willowy grace; bright 
lips lingering upon bright lips with most tanta- 
lizing fondness ; promises of eternal fidelity (the 
school-girl’s eternity) given and extorted with as 
much earnestness as if they were not doomed to 
be forgotten in the next novelty! O, rare day 
of excitement and anticipation is the ‘‘ breaking 
up’”’ day of a young ladies’ academy! 

“Be sure to write every week!” “Don’t fail 
to come and seo me!” “Be sure and come 
back!” “Remember your promise!” and hun- 
dreds of tike exclamations, blended together in 
a confusion of sounds. 
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Apart from the gay throng, two very beautiful 
girls stood in earnest, excited conversation ; the 
one, tall, grave and stately, with a certain 
hauteur of manner not calculated to enlist the 
sympathy. of her companions—the other, lithe, 
willowy, graceful as a fawn, and quite as beauti- 
ful to look at. The latter seemed to be in the 
midst of some earnest argument, to which her 
companion listened with grave attention. 

“You are too proud, Agnes,’”’ she whispered, 
in alowtone. “Ican’t understand it at all If 
our situations were reversed, if it was I that was 
poor and you rich, I shouldn’t hesitate for a 
moment. And after all, come to the truth of the 
business, Tam no better off than you are. I 
have nothing of my own. I have only a rich 
uncle, who loves me dearly, and has no one else 
to spend his money on. I couldn’t make him 
happier than by taking you home with me to 
spend the vacation, because it would make me 
happy. Don’t you see?” 

“ Generous man!” 

“« Generous? O, yes! and good, good as he is 
generous! I couldn’t begin to tell you how 
good, and how noble, and how grand he is !” 

“And who keeps his house while you are 
away?” 

“0, he has a sister-in-law—Aunt Patience! 
Pipkin, I call her for a nickname. You'll like 
her!” 

“Of course. I suppose when your uncle dics, 
you will come in to bis fortune?” 

“Don’t! O, Agnes, how could you say that? 
You are not yourself, to-day. You are hard and 
sarcastic and unkind, even to me. “There, now! 
there’s uncle’s carriage driving into the avenue, 
and you wont promise me. How do you do, 
Johnny ?” calling out of the window. “Now 
why wont you go?” 

“My mother expects me.” 

“ We'll send for her.” 

“T’ll try and make you a visit daring the 
summer. You know I must work hard with 
mind and brain. I haven’t your privileges.” 

“Poor Agnes! So lovely as you are, too!” 

“Poor Agnes” curled her scornful lip, as if 
the compliment had been some intended insult. 
Her companion did not see it, however. The 
merry group had gathered around her, like so 
many honey-bees around @ rose-bush; while 
kisses and good-bys followed her, till, jumping 
into the carriage and framing her glad, fresh, 
sunny face in the window, she drove out of the 
avenue and was soon lost to sight. 

One of the stateliest mansions in Beacon 
Street was blazing with light and welcome, when 
the carriage steps let out into the arms of Dr. 
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Pettingill the lost lamb of his flock whose ab- 
sence had taken the sunshine from his heart and 
his home. There was quite a struggle between 
the good doctor and his now amiable sister-in- 
law as to which should shower her with the most 
kisses. 

And could this be Lula Hollis ?—this gay, 
bright, bewitching creature the once sad, pale, 
miserable child, wandering alone on the snow- 
covered streets? Could this be the desolate lit- 
tle orphan girl that Dr. Pettingill’s charity 
adopted from the death-bed of her father ?—this 
beautiful creature, in the first blush. of maiden- 
hood ?—this gay, glad butterfly, basking in the 
sunshine of such love as few persons know how 
to bestow? ‘Fortune has strange freaks, but few 
60 wild as this! 

Six years had passed over the heads of Dr. 
Pettingill and his beautiful charge since they 
were first introduced to the reader—years of 
pure, genuine happiness to Lula, of prosperity 
and contentment to Dr. Pettingill. Indeed, the 
kind doctor seemed to have taken anew lease of 
the years which had passed over his blameless 
life, Not single wrinkle more had been added 
to his noble face—not a gray hair to his honored 
head. He was a man for all time, preserving 
into more than middle age the singleness of 
heart, the nobleness of nature, and the guileless 
purity of character which more properly belonged 
to the softer sex. He might have been a fresh- 
hearted boy, just beginning the alphabet of hu- 
man nature, instead of the mature man, with the 
weight of fifty years upon his head. 

His association with his protege had been of 
the most pleasing nature. He had brought her 
up to reverence him, without fearing ; to feel for 
him the love of adear friend and companion, in- 
stead of the dependence or reserve of a protector 
or guardian. 

Aunt Prudence would sometimes reason with 
her brother upon the lack of rale and discipline 
over the bright, gay girl; to which he would lis- 
ten one moment, and the next open his arms to 
take in his pet, while she related some mischie- 
yous prank she had been playing, or tell of some 
escapade at school which it would not have been 
quite safe to trust to the ears of a less severe 
guardian. 

But there was a time coming when Lula’s 
step would grow stately, and her face grave, in 
the presence of her beloved friend. Before the 
violets had drooped in the summer sunshine, the 
doctor’s private carriage had whirled them all off 
to the sea-side. Be sure the pride of Lula was 
not allowed to suffer by comparison with any of 
the gay ontfittings of the display-loving pleasure- 
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seekers which crowded the breezy thoroughfare. 
Much was the curiosity, and many the surmises 
among the visitors, when this bright little lady 
dropped in among them like a fairy, as she was. 
In vain she was voted plebeian; in vain pro- 
nounced vulgar; in vain accused of want of 
style. There was more attraction to the male 
portion of the population in that round, rosy face, 
with its setting of soft moist curls, than in the 
whole circle of faded, listless, elegant belles who 
congregated at the sea-shore. 

Lula Hollis read all the jealousy and discon- 
tent upon the faces of the fair aristocrats, but 
minded nothing. The more they tried to put 
her down, the more determined was she to shine. 
Her society was courted, and even a nod was 
worth scrambling for among the hungry fortune- 
hunters—to say nothing of the evident admira- 
tion of grave senators and elegant millionaires. 
Bonquets, bright as her own sweet eyes, and ar- 
ranged after the most approved rules of poetic 
inspiration, found most mysterious entrance to 
her cosy dressing-room. Little notes, redolent 
with perfume and poetry, were continually pour- 
ing in upon the wings of love’s messenger, the 
penny-post. Ardent attachments were swallowed 
with her tea, and frantic declarations taken in 
with her buttered tonst. 

All this was very new and very pleasant to the 
just emancipated school-girl, and gave to life a 
rosier tint even than it had previously worn. It 
was amusement to her to watch the current of 
artificial life as it floated on at the crowded hotel 
where she made it her home. The handsomely 
dressed men and women pleased her, but even 
her love for excitement and admiration couldn’t 
win one thought away from the homage due to 
her dear Dr. Pettingill. At length a new meteor 
arose on the horizon of the fashionable world; a 
young girl, stately and beautiful as marble, and 
as purely cold. There was that about her so 
original, so proudly distant and reserved, as to 
challenge curiosity to its widest extent. Sho 
was tall and superbly formed. Her hair and 
eyes of the intensest black, her skin white and 
pure asa lily, save where a faint tint of rose 
color broke up through the cheeks and left its 
trace upon the regnant little lip. Various were 
the comments made upon the dress and bearing 
of the magnificent stranger. She held herself 
aloof from all society, took no part in the festivi- 
ties of the season, and by her very look and atti- 
tude seemed to say, “I have nothing in common 
with you, go your way and leave me to my 
solitude.” 

Inced not tell you who know the world, that 
in no way else could she so soon have won over 
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the thoughtless crowd to pity, sympathy and 
concern for her loneliness. Imagine the surprise 
of the exclusives who had themselves been 
repulsed by the haughty stranger, to seo the 
meeting between herself and Lula Hollis; swect 
Lula Hollis, her face flushed with exercise, her 
hair blown into little round rings all over her 
roguish head, and her cheeks dimpling with ex- 
citement and surprise. 

“Why, Agnes ! how superbly you have grown, 
I should hardly have known you! And so you 
are the proud, handsome stranger that has be- 
witched all my old beaux. But come with me. 
Uncle is out on the balcony, you must know him.” 

Lula wreathed the slender waist in her simple 
girlish fashion, and led her from the room. A 
strange gleam shot from the stranger’s eyes, a 
singular expression crossed her face—an ex- 
pression boding no good thought for the little 
lady by her side, no angelic feeling for the meet- 
ing which was to ensue. Before they reached 
the balcony it was. gone, and she stood before 
Dr. Pettingill and received his congratulations, 
the same grave, proud, regal woman that had be- 
wildered the crowd by her singularity. 

It would take columns to describe the incidents, 
the manauvres, the specious plotting and coun- 
ter-plotting of the next four weeks. The intense 
pride, the disdainful hauteur, the contemptuous 
scorn of society depicted in the daily life of 
Agnes La Rue, was but a mask to cover duplicity 
and wickcdnoss. She was the only child of a 
decayed French nobleman, born after her father, 
poor and proud, came to live in this country. 
Position, independence, influence, these had been 
the watchwords of his lile. His daughter, schooled 
to this one purpose, shared to the extreme in this 
ignoble strife. She was envious of the distinc- 
tion which accident had bestowed upon her com- 
panion, jealous of the position in which she was 
placed, yet artful and designing enough to keep 
the purposes of her life hidden in the recesses of 
her own heart. It was easy to dupe the affec- 
tionate girl who, sinless herself, dreamed of no 
sin in others; easy to impress upon her mind 
that some secret sorrow was brooding and dark- 
ening over her young life ; easy to enlist her warm 
sympathy, her generous, confiding love, and 
her simple, guileless heart in the misfortunes and 
woes of her friend ; and easy through her, to win 
over the generous-spirited man, in whom she had 
so sterling “protector. By degrees the influence 
acquired over Lula began to extend to Dr. Pet- 
tingill. Le pitied the strong, proud spirit beat- 
ing its wings perpetoaiiy against the bars of 
poverty. He rather liked the dignity of charac- 
ter which so kept aloof from common association. 
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Under these circumstances it was not hard for 
Agnes to wind her poisoned coils one by one 
around the unsuspecting man. 

Sho knew her cards and played them carefully. 
She adapted herself to his moods and pecu- 
liarities, deferred to his tastes and opinions, and 
showed her sceming gratitude for his kind con- 
sideration in a deferent, appealing way, singularly 
pleasing to a man of his years and small 
experiences. 

And Lula? The bloom was flitting from her 
check, and the shadows were coming back again 
to the soft blue eyes. Her voice was heard no 
more in merry laughter and gleefal singing, and 
even the step of Agnes herself could not have 
fallen graver upon the floor, than did that of 
poor Lula. 

Aunt Prudence looked grave and severe, but 
made no comment on the progress of affairs. 
By the aid of half-suppressed sighs, sentences 
begun and nover ended, and the art and tact 
known only to such wicked, scheming women, 
Agnes contrived to impress Dr. Pettingill with the 
idea that Lula was treating her rudely. That 
was the climax of her perfidies. Poor Lula 
could not understand the nature of his half veiled 
remonstrances ; his coldness shocked her in the 
extreme; attentions which she had been accus- 
tomed to receive were withdrawn, or bestowed 
sparingly ; the sweet intimacy which had existed 
for so many years was broken; the little confi- 
dences were repelled ; the pleasant, chatty hours 
she used to spend by his side refused to her ; she 
was, in heart at least, once more the helpless, 
hopeless, orphan outcast, with no friend on carth 
but her God! There was Aunt Patience! but 
what could her influence avail over that of the 
power now in possession ? 

And was Dr. Pettingill happy in this singular 
change? No, thero were hours when this dark 
girl was by his side, weaving her Circe-like spells 
around his heart, filling his brain with her slum- 
brous music; hours in which he believed him- 
self thoroughly happy. How could he help 
belioving in her sincerity? Had she not passed 
through the world careless and cold to other 
men?” Was she not even now, in tho very vor- 
tex of life and excitement, shutting herself away 
from the crowd of men who must have fallen 
victims to her charms, merely for the pleasure of 
his society? Dr. Pettingill had his weak point, 
and this homage was just the thing to feed it; 
but in spite of his infatuation, he was wary of its 
indulgence. No word had yet escaped his lips 
in favor of marriage, yet it was planned that 
Agnes should accompany him home and remain 
with his sister for a few months. 
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The season at Newport had come to a close, 
the last day had arrived, carriages had been de- 
parting from morning till night, each loaded 
down with the jaded pleasuro-seekers, and yet 
Dr. Pettingill had not ordered his. 

The night had closed in dark and dreary, and 
athin mist drove inward from the ocean. All 
the balconies except one were deserted. On that 
sat Lula Hollis, lonely and silent. It had been 
a favorite retreat of both hers and the doctor's, 
and some of the happiest moments of her life had 
been passed there. O, the change that had 
darkened her young life since she first sat beneath 
its vine-covercd shade. Lula had made a dis- 
covery, that filled her with shame and despair. 
She loved the dear, old friend of her youth, not 
with the love of a child, ora sister, but with a love 
that could havo borne to live with him year after 
year, tending to his comforts, making him hap- 
pier for her existence, without the wish or thought 
of any other bond than that of involuntary affec- 
tion ; but a love that would wither her life away 
if its object took to his bosom any other wife. 
She was thinking of all these things, when a step 
which made her heart beat quickly, was heard 
approaching. Whet could have sent Dr. Pettin- 
gill out there on the balcony sacred to her mem- 
ory? Perhaps he too did not feel quite so com- 
fortable, or so satisfied with himself, as he might 
have done. Lula would have avoided him, but 
that was impossible. Her only way to escape 
was cither past him, or in through a parlor, 
whose brilliant light was sure to betray the an- 
noying fact that both eyes and nose were redder 
than such well conducted members of society 
should be. The doctor saw her at once, and 
seated himself beside her. Truly the old time 
had come over him. The grandly beautiful 
woman who swayed him like a reed, was not by 
his side with her soft cooings ; and now that she 
was away, he could remember nothing but the 
loving, lovable little girl who had made so many 
years of his life a blessing, and who now was 
pining away in loneliness. He had scarccly 
taken her hand and seated himself beside her, 
when the pdrlor door opened, and from the win- 
dow near which they sat, a gentleman and lady 
in earnest conversation was observed to enter. 

Lula started, and would have left the balcony, 
but her companion held her firmly by the arm. 
Could that woman be Agnes La Ruc? That 
face so full of anguish and determination, of con- 
Yes, Agnes La Rue with 
She might have been dead for 
the trace of color there was in fake or lip. No 
marble statue was ever whiter. The deadly eyes 
were distended and glistening, the forehead 









yn and despair? 
her mask off! 
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veined with swollen chords, yet with it all, no tre- 
mor was palpable on lip or form. She was 
speaking carnestly when they entered, and still 
continued the conversation. 

“Te cannot be, George,” sho was saying, “it 
cannot be! This must be our last meeting. You 
know I have lived for this. I must have position, 
station, riches. I was born forit; I have strug- 
gled, waited, schemed for it, and now it isin my 
grasp. I shall triamph at last! I shall look 
down upon those poor, imbecile wretches, with 
none of my beauty, and not half of my intellect, 
who have disdained me in my poverty! I shall 
ride rough-shod over their heads. I shall reign 
a queen, where they have shared divided hom- 
age! They shall feel my power; the poor, 
clinging, contemptible crowd! feel what it is to 
outrage the noble blood of a daughter of France ! 
What is love to the deep triumph of my great 
revenge?” 

“ Agnes!” 

The voice which spoke the name was full of 
sorrow and reproach. 

“You bewilder me, Agnes. I never thought 
to discover such reprehensible feelings in your 
heart. I shall despise you if you forget yourself 
in this way.” 

“Not that—not that, George. You are all 
that I have ever loved ; all that kept one green 
spot in my dry and burning heart. I love you, 
but—I shall sell myself dearly. I shall go to 
the altar with a frozen heart, and that dotard, 
that old man who thinks he possesses the love of 
a young girl like me will gloat over his bargain. 
Lethim. The day of reckoning will come—” 

“Tt has come!” broke in Dr. Pettingill, ina 
voice of thunder, as he entered the parlor, almost 
dragging Lula afterhim. Had a cannon-ball 
fallen at the feet of Agnes, she could not have 
been more astonished. “It has come! You 
played your cards well—pity you did not keep 
the run of the game to the end. You thought 
me a poor, blind, vain, ridiculous old fool, and 
you were not far out of your reckoning. You 
entranced me with your arts, blinded me by 
your devilish machinations, and but for this 
happy accident would have led me like a lamb 
to the slaughter.” : 

“ Better say like an old goat,” broke in Agnes, 
coptemptuously, who now that she knew there 
was no retracing the lost step, deterinined to vent 
the full measure of her spleen on him. 

“Yes, old goat, or anything contemptible 
that you like. Youcan’t think more meanly of 
me than I do of myself. You can’t upbraid me 
any more than I do myself. You can’t feel any 
more disgusted with me than I do with myself. 
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You would oblige me if you would heap the bit- 
terest, the most contemptuous of epithets upon 
me. Call me fool, dotard, old fogy, numskull, 
anything ridiculous and disgusting.” 

“You are not worth it.” 

“O, uncle! O, Agnes! This is worse than 
all. O, how could you when I believed you 
loved me so dearly! O, where can I look for 
trath, if you are false! And to think that it 
never has been, never, never, never, when I thought 
you so true. O, Agnes, O, uncle, do, do make 
it up! You didn’t mean it, Agnes, I know you 
didn’t, only you are so proud. Only say you 
didn’t ; only say you are sorry. Only say you 
will never do so again—” 

“Go down on my knees to that superannuated 
old calf, and be a good girl forever after. No I 
thank you, Lula. You are a very good child, 
and a very loving child, and I could almost be 
sorry for your sake, that I am not of the samé 
pattern ; but you know it takes all sorts of peo- 
ple to make up a world. Iam one of the odd 
ones.” 

The pallor upon her face, and the deadly fire 
in her eye, belied the heartless levity on her lip. 
Lula looked from one to the other for a moment, 
in stunned and helpless bewilderment, and then 
with a short cry, threw herself into hor uncle’s 
arms. He drew her to his great heart, great for 
all his silly folly, and soothed her ashe would 
have done a grieved child. , 

-“ Never mind, my pet, it is all for the best. 
You wont despise your old uncle because a wick- 
ed woman turned his brain for a few days. We 
will go home, my treasure, home; you, and I, 
and Aunt Patience; we will be happy again, 
happy as the day is long. We will have the 
roses back again in no time, and the laughter, 
and tho dimples, and the springing step. O, wo 
will be rarely happy yet, my treasure !’’ 

“ Sweet simplicity!” sneered Agnes, still with 
the deathly pallor on her lip and brow. 

“We neither ask nor desire your sympathy. 
We know you incapable of any such godlike vir- 
tue. There isan apple growing in the Indies, 
fair, beautiful, and gorgeous to the sight; one 
touch of the hand and it is ashes! You under- 
stand the application. Come, Lula.” 

Lula would have lingered and sought once more 
to conciliate her old associate, but the frowning 
brow repelled her. It was long, however, before 
she forgot that flaming glance, that curling lip, 
and that expression of ineffable scorn which was 
on the proud face turned towards her when she 

left the room. A vision of almost unearthly 
beauty, voluptuous, exquisite in every outline, 
but overshadowed by a spirit of wrath and mor- 
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tification, revenge and madnoss, which it was 
terrible to see. 

They never met again, and I venture to say 
no three happier persons ever lived than those 
occupying the carriage of Dr. Pettingill on the 
morning following the scene just recorded. Dr. 
Pettingill, heart whole and rejoicing in his escape, 
Aunt Prudence thanking Providence that the 
escapade came before it was too late, and Lula 
cherishing her own deathless secret, and made 
happy by her old friends’ happiness. 

Three years have passed since then, three 
happy, golden years, and Lula isa wife and a 
mother. I am not going to inflict you with her 
courtship, or tell you who is the husband and 
father. I was in Washington a few weeks ago, 
and at one of the most brilliant festivals of the 


. eason, an elderly man, very stately and elegant 


in his appearance, escorting a most beautiful wo- 
man, was the theme of general conversation. 
She seemed not like one whose heart was very 
deeply in the brilliancy of the scene. Intellec- 
tual, high-born men paused before her, honored 
if but to catch a passing word from thoso bright 
lips ; noble dames brilliant with jewels sought 
her society and paid her due homage. She re- 
ceived the compliment gracefully and well, but 
there was a tiny crib covered with lace and 
bloom, within the sound of that evening's revelry, 
and the mother’s heart yearned to be beside it. 
At an early hour she bade adieu to her hostess, 
and with her noble-looking, but rather old hus- 
band, sought her own apartments. A rosy, 
chubby babe, with her curly hair moist from 
slumber, lay quietly in its elegant crib. One 
little hand kept fast hold of a doll, its freshest 
plaything, the other was flung out upon the side 
of the crib in dimpled carelessness. A shower of 
soft kisses, a fervent, holy, mother’s prayer rose 
on the wings of faith to heaven, and the graceful 
woman turned to depart. A pair of strong arms 
were about her, a great, honest heart beat against 
her own, and a warm kiss was pressed upon her 
brow. 

“My treasure! my beautiful Lula.” It was 
Dr. Pettingill who spoke. “How can I be 
thankful enough, grateful enough to God that I 
escaped that fiend of a woman and married you? 
It seems like a dream.” 

Lala placed her hand over his mouth. 

“ Let us forgive our enemies, and thank akind 
Providence that it is no worse. If we had never 
suffered, we should never so fully have appreci- 
ated our present happiness; so you sce ‘ whatever 
ts is right.’”” 

“ Come, come, come,” broke in a familiar and 
agreeable voice, “ you'll wake that young one up, 
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sure as fun. If there is any thing I do dislike it 
is to see married people courting all the time.” 

It was Aunt Patience, a very little older, a 
vast deal more important (she was head nurse), 
and to use her own words, “ just as happy as the 
day is long.” 

Agnes La Rue never reached the goal of her 
ambition. She lives alone on the little annuity 
left by her father’s relatives, a discontented, 
querulous, miserable old maid. The young lover, 
disgusted with her reckless heartlessness, left her, 
and years after, married a pure and lovely 
woman, with whom ho jis said to live as nearly 
happy as it is possible for haman beings to be in 
this world. 

The moral, reader? I have not thought of 
that myself. Perhaps this, that wo cannot sin 
with impunity, that crime brings its punishment, 
that virtue, and goodness, and truth, though 
sometimes overclouded by adversity, come out 
bright in the end; and so terminates the story of 
Dr. PETTINGILL’s TREASURE. 

+e + 
THE LATEST MUMMIES. 


One circumstance connected with the history 
of mummies has much puzzled the learned, viz., 
the latest period at which mummies were pre- 
pared in Egypt. Count Caylus thought no 
mummies were made after the conquest of 
Egypt by the Romans, which was about the time 
of Diodorus ; but in this he was quite mistaken, 
for Blumenbach has shown, and St. Augustine 
informs us, that so low down as his own times, 
in the early part of the fifth centary, mummies 
were certainly made in Egypt. This being the 
case, there is no reason why these more recent 
ones may not have reached us, and the difference 
in their composition seems thus reasonably ac- 
counted for by the great discrepancy in the ages 
in which they were prepared. Thus some mum- 
mies have been found with long beards and 
hair reaching down below their knees; some 
have very long nails ; some have tutelary idols 
and figures of jasper put in their bodies ; some 
have a piece of gold placed under the tongue. 
Wilkinson says he found the mammics of the 
poorer classes wrapped round with a number of 
fm sticks and fastened together with string, 
ike a mat.— Topography of Egypt. 





TO EXTINGUISH FIRES. 


As soon as the firo-engine is ready to work, stir 
into the water eight pounds of pearlash, and add 
the same quantity as often as occasion requires, 
directing it against the timber, and not against 
the brickwork. Where time will admit, dissolve 
any quantity of pearlash in a vessel of water, and 
as it dissolves, mix a pailtul in the water in the 
the engine pretty often. Wood, steeped in a 
strong solution of “ phosphate of ammonia and 
borate of soda,” becomes incombustible. If trees 
when cut down, the sap being exhausted, are 
thus treated, fires will be hardly possible. 





MY INVALID SISTER. 


NIGHT. 


BY W. JOUNSOR. 








‘The Night has drawn her curtain round, 
The busy world lies hushed in sleep, 
‘The moon, the cold, pale moon hath crowned 
The arch of yonder azure deep; 
Hor pale light shines as bright as when 
Youth through each throbbing pulse did flow; 
ButTime hath chilled the heart since then, 
‘And left his footprints on my brow. 


‘To-night I think—ab, why should thought 
Thus tarry in this weary brain? 
Why is the past by Memory brought, 
And all her scenes revived again? 
The scented flowers, the singing brook, 
‘The rose-wreathed cottage standing pear; 
‘A mother's smile, a mother’s look, 
Called by her magic wand, appear. 


I live my childhood o'er again, 
_ _Troam beneath its cloudless sky, 
I join the little household train, 
‘Who now beneath the tomb flowers lie; 
A sister’s dark eyes thrill my soul, 
‘A brother's laugh rings in my ears: 
‘These feelings fain I would control; 
I would, but may not check these tears. 


I leave my childhood, #ind my youth 
Rises before my saddened view, 
When all of earth, even love, and truth, 
‘And thou, false one, seemed faithful too; 
Upbraid thee, no, I chide thee not, 
No word of murmuring falls from me, 
And yet, this is the darkest spot— 
‘The brightest once on memory. 


Night, how I love thy holy calm, 
For through thy hours my soul can fly 
To those who've won the ‘* blessed palm,” 
And dwell beyond the star-lit sky. 
I love to think the stars that burn 
Upon the dark, clear brow of nigat, 
Are worlds to which our souls return— 
Worlds of eternal, endless light. 
Night, in thy mercy send me sleep, 
Send all thy soothing powers to me; 
I would not think, I would not weep— 
Away, thou phantom, Memory! 
The fature, it is left me still; 
May its untasted moments be 
Less dimmed by grief, less seared by ill, 
‘Than is this weary memory. 


———_ +--+ 


MY INVALID SISTER. 


BY HERBERT LINTON. 


My sister Margaret had been asad sufferer for 
many years. All that brotherly affection could 
do to restore her shattered health and spirits, 
was faithfully and cheerfully done. For the last 
eighteen months, Margaret had beon my only ~ 
care, for my wife and child bad died in one week, 
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leaving me dopendent on this truly Christian 
sister for the sympathy and consolation which 
her own sorrows taaght her so well how to 
bestow. : 

We both longed for quiet and repose, for 
neither could mingle with the gaicties of the 
city ; and Margaret’s health imperatively pointed 
to the country. To the country, therefore, we 
went; and trusting to a friend for selecting our 
retirement, we had the good fortune to get set- 
tled in a pretty and well-furnished cottage; very 
small indeed, but abundantly large for the two 
quiet souls that were trying to find rest. We 
thought ourselves fortunate, for ours was one of 
only three in that neighborhood that were well 
built and habitable. The rest were slightly put 
together, shabby and ill conditioned,and although 
wearing a smart look from their glaring white 
paint, were evidently built “ to let.’’ 

We liked the sober, brown cottage; and as it 
had heen newly furnished the year before, we 
had nothing to do but literally to walk in and 
take possession; and soon felt as much at home 
as they who had “lost the poetry of life” could 
be expected to feel. To Margaret, it was my 
duty, as wellas my privilege, to supply the place 
of all other relatives; and from her I reccived 
all the kind offices which the enfeebled state of 
her health permitted her to bestow upon me. 

We did not think of anything in our removal 
to this place, beyond the change of air to the in- 
valid, and the repose it ensured. We did not 
intend to make acquaintance with any one. To 
enable Margaret to drive out securely in her own 
pony carriage, to obtain for her the fresh, pure 
milk from her own cow, and the fine freshly- 
gathered vegetables from her own little garden, 
were great objects; and these she enjoyed 
fally. 

It_was delightful to watch her intprovement. 
She did not regain her youthful appearance, for 
the roses were gone forever; but she grew 
stronger and better, from the sense of the de- 
lightfal freedom which neither of us ever knew 
before. We had been pent up from childhood 
within the city, and it had been part of our creed 
that nothing could be enjoyed elsewhere. How 
pleasantly we were undeceived! We began to 
pity people who could not, or did not, seize upon 
the superior advantages of the country. 

It was delightful to me, who had betaken my- 
self to it as a last resort, when the gradual wast- 
ing of my beloved sister had made me feel that 
this last tie at least must be spared to me— 
Margaret must not die! I was fally repaid, 
when I went home abont sunset, every evening, 
to find my invalid up, and busying herself about 
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her little household preparations. With our 
faithful Hannah’s help, she had made our little 
parlor—scarce large enough for a closet—into a 
perfect bower of roses, as long as they lasted. 
The yard in front had been freshly turfed, and 
she had ordered a profusion of rare plants from 
a greenhouse, and arranged them on the piazza, 
which, with the clematis and woodbine running 
thickly over the trellises and pillars, made our 
place a little paradise of sweets. 

Another treasure we had, in the shape of a 
magnificent chestnut, overshadowing the whole 
front of the house. The spirit of utilitarianism, 
when it laid every other tree low, in order to cut 
up the estate into building lots, had spared this 
tree. Such a shade—sowonderfally it protected 
us from the gaze of prying neighbors, or inquis- 
itive passers-by! Margaret was never tired of 
admiring her tree. It had just begun to show 
its beautifal clusters of tassel-like blossoms, 
when we took the house; and this alone would 
have influenced our own choice, as it did our 
friend’s who selected our abode. Round this 
tree I had ordered a semi-circular platform to be 
built, bringing it up to the level of the piazza, 
and this sheltered her feet from the damp earth 
atits roots. Here she would have her chair 
and work basket, or book, through the long sum- 
mer day, until the time in which she expected 
mehome. Then her delight was to assist Han- 
nah in preparing the delicate supper, which I 
found always ready for me, and which we fre- 
quently took under the branching shadow of the 
chestnut. 

‘We were very peaceful. Happiness was out 
of the question—at least, happiness in the most 
comprehensive meaning of the word. The 
mourning for the departed had not yet gone from 
our hearts, although time had softened and mel- 
lowed it down to pensive melancholy, as sweet 
as it was sad. 

I returned one evening earlier than was my 
wont, and found all things awaiting my comfort 
as usual; but Margaret was weeping over a 
newspaper in the parlor, away from her accus- 
tomed seat. I knew of no intelligence that could 
affect her in that way. Our relations with the 
outer world were very limited, and they who 
claimed relationship with us were already re- 
moved by death, or by almost immeasurable 
distance ; and of these last we had lost nearly 
all traces. 

“Margaret,” I said, “whatis it? What can 
affect you thus?” 

She pointed to a paragraph in the newspaper, 
and covered her pale face with her hand. I fol- 
lowed the direction of her finger, and read, with 
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an emotion of pain, the death of Albert Thorn- 
ton, a dearly beloved classmate of my own, and 
who had once touched and interested the sensitive 
heart of Margaret. But that was long, long 
ago; and after maay struggles with her affec- 
tion, Margaret had given him up, from the con- 
viction that her life was so precarious, that she 
had no right to throw its frail burden on one who 
‘was just starting in the battle with the world. 

“ Greater love can no one have than to die for 
his friend.” I now learned that this feeble child 
had done a greater deed—she had lived; but 
what a life! It was like shutting out every ray 
of sunlight from her heart, when she gave him 
up. And Albert, with his bright, glad face, 
beaming all over with health and animation, 
and giving promise of along life, had gone down 
to the grave, and this poor girl, struggling with 
weakness and pain, was left. 

I was frightened, that night, at the intensity 
of her grief. She was so weak, that I feared 
that any additional trouble would soon deprive 
her of reason. Gradually I soothed her, by 
talking of him, and leading her to relate her re- 
newed connection with him. She told me, that 
although she had refused to marry him, she had 
yielded to his earnest wish of corresponding with 
him, and that she had thus kept up that corres- 
pondence through the many years that had sep- 
arated them. There was lingering hope in his 
heart that they would yet see brighter days ; but 
in hers, never, until this summer at Compton 
had so invigorated her in health and spirits. 
Albert had eagerly noticed this, and in the letter 
which she had last received, had declared his 
intention of coming. 

“Why did you not tell me?” I asked, almost 
reproachfully. 

“ Because I knew that, although you would 
have disguised your feelings for my sake, you 
would have dreaded the separation ; and besides, 
I céuld not have the heart to anticipate any hap- 
piness for myself when you were so desolate.” 

“ Dear sister,” I exclaimed, struck at her self- 
sacrificing spirit, “it would have been my high- 
est joy to have seen you Albert Thornton’s wife ; 
and as to the separation, I am not so wedded to 
New England that I could not have followed 
you elsewhere.” 

I knew that Margaret often had received let- 
ters from New Orleans; but supposed them to 
be from a lady, whose marriage had compelled 
her residence there, and who, I supposed, still 
kept up her correspondence. Once I had even 
said, when handing her a letter, “ How much 
Mary Raymond’s husband writes like Albert 
Thornton!” It was a passing remark, and she 
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went out of the room to read her letter, and I 
never thought of it again. In our young days, 
Margaret had wanted me to love Mary Ray- 
mond ; and now we rarely spoke of her, because 
I felt that I had disappointed my sister, in not 
fancying her favorite. 

I did not attempt to console Margaret. I 
knew too well, from my own experience, how lit- 
tle even the dearest friends can do, except to 
utter the common-place and stereotyped words 
of consolation, and how little those words avail 
to reach the mourner’s heart ; how coldly come 
the voices of sympathy while that heart is bleed- 
ing inwardly, and how we turn away from all, 
with the feeling that it “‘knoweth its own bitter- 
ness,” and must not be intermeddled with, by 
even a brother or a sister. 

That sorrow has pressed heavily upon other 
hearts before, does not lighten our own ; we do 
not suffer less because another has also suffered ; 
and, feeling this, I would not bring up to my 
sister’s mind the remembrance of my own 
desolation. 

In a few days, the violenee of Margaret's 
grief subsided ; but her former languor had re- 
turned. Iexpected to see her droop and fade 
away daily before my eyes, and almost dreaded 
to return home at night, lest I should find her 
lying upon the bed from which she might never 
arise. It was altogether a sad episode in our 
peaceful summer at Compton. 

There was one thing which unconsciously 
cheered me in this hour of triel. Our next door 
neighbors, the Leightons, contrary to our inten- 
tion of making acquaintances, had forced them- 
selves upon us, although in a perfectly delicate 
way. They had noticed my sister’s feebleness 
when woe first came, and had watched her through 
the slight opening in the trees, as she passed 
from the door to her favorite seat; and they had 
begun the acquaintance by sending her baskets 
of delicious foreign fruit, the first of their splen- 
did flowers, and jellies and preserves of every 
kind. 

Margaret could only accept and acknowledge, 
and the result was an intimacy with Flora 
Leighton, the only daughter of the family, whose 
manners completed the attraction which her 
beauty began ; so, at least, thought Margaret. 
I heard much of Flora Leighton, and had some 
curiosity to see the being who had so won upon 
Margaret ; but she was always out of sight before 
Icame home, and I never, by any chance, had 
seen the bright eyes and pleasant smile which 
my sister had described to me. I called her the 
invisible; but I saw all her fairy gifts, which 
Margaret would always leave untouched until I 
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came home, that I might see the perfect elegance 
of her friend’s taste. It was quite a study, the 
artistic arrangement of those floral offerings ; 
and the fruit which she brought Margaret was 
always shaded by its appropriate leaf. Our table 
was always supplied with something from her 
hand, but the hand itself remained, to me, 
invisible. 

Margaret rose up from that great suffering, 
sooner than I had hoped or imagined. If she 
still mourned for Albert, it was in silence; and 
on her cheek there was no trace of tears when I 
came home. I was engrossed with the cares of 
business, through the day; but still found time 
to think of her, and to rejoice that she hada 
companion, such as she described Flora Leigh- 
ton. She had told Flora all, and was startled, 
and perhaps gladdened by finding that she was 
the daughter of Mrs. Thornton’s sister. Albert 
Thornton was therefore the playmate of Flora’s 
childhood, and the friend of her older days. She 
too mourned his death, with the sorrow of a ten- 
der heart, that remembers those dear ones with 
an added love, “ when love is joined to death.” 

It was near the close of summer. People 
were flocking home to the city in swarms, fright- 
ened at the first cool morning breeze ; but Mar- 
garet begged for a longer stay, and I gladly con- 
sented. I wanted to pass the autumn in the 
country, to watch the golden grain of the harvest, 
and to feel the inspiration of those days which, 
despite the melancholy song of our own poet, 
Bryant, are not “the saddest of the year.” 

We had learned to love this quict retreat, and 
any change struck us unpleasantly. The whole 
neighborhood around us, too, had assumed a 
less staring and comfortless appearance. It had 
mellowed into an older and more subdued look ; 
and others had followed our example, in beauti- 
fying and adorning their homes. The house oc- 
cupied by Mr. Leighton was precisely like our 
own, and separated only by a slender fence, 
which the two girls had not long suffered to re- 
main. At least, Margaret told me that it was 
Flora Leighton’s superior strength which had 
taken down the barrier; but remember, Flora 
Leighton was still a mere fabulous person to me. 
I did not believe in her, and tried hard to make 
Margaret own that she, whose praises had been 
so long sounding in my ears, had really no ex- 
istence at all, excopt in her own brain. Some- 
thing like a presence, a spirit in human form had 
appeared to Margaret's vision, and she called it 


Flora Leighton. I bantered her so much, that 
she declared that I should not see her. 
“] wonder that you cannot make allowances 


for her sensitiveness, William,” she would say. 
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“ Already she has had her feelings wounded by 
the whispered remarks of others, in regard to 
her friendship for me; and her delicacy is such, 
that she would not give any color to such re- 
marks by coming here when you are present.”’ 

I did not care to see her. If Margaret was 
soothed or comforted, or her time lightened by 
anything like a comforter, I cared not who the 
comforter was. My sister was my only object of 
solicitude ; and to save her an hour's loneliness 
or grief, I would sacrifice anything on earth. 
They only, whose affections are narrowed down 
to asingle object, can appreciate my devotion to 
my sister. The mother who bore her, could not 
have been more tenderly careful of her than I 
was, subduing my stern man’s nature to feminine 
watchfulness, averting from her every shadow of 
evil, or even of annoyance. And not less deep 
anid strong washer affection for me. ‘ We were 
but two!”? One of our little home band had 
found a grave beneath the waters; another, a 
bright, rosy, laughing girl, radiant with life and 
health, had sunk suddenly beneath acute and 
sudden fever, and then our father and mother 
departed to the land of shadows. What wonder 
if we clung to each other? 0, surely, in that 
land, when love makes uy its jewels, brother and 
sister will not forget their own. . 

That year, October was brighter than evel 
that bright month usually seems. I used gen- 
erally to get home sometime during the shortened 
twilight, and perhaps once or twice a week, I 
would be able to reach it time enough to enjoy 
the sight of the gorgeous autumn sunset. One 
afternoon I came quite carly, intending to take 
Margaret out in the chaise, to witness the glory 
of the brightening woods. 

I came softly into the room, and with Marga- 
ret a lady was sitting by the window, reading 
aloud. Her voice was clear ‘and musical; her 
intonation perfect. I stepped forward, after 
listening to the silvery chime for a while, and 
Margaret introduced me to Miss Leighton. 

Very reluctantly she seemed to look up in my 
face; but she had scarcely acknowledged my 
awkward bow, before she was gone. I did not 
see how, nor when she went, but I know that, in 
the brief glimpse I took of her, I thought her the 
ugliest woman I ever saw. As I turned round 
from depositing my hat and coat, there was no 
one there but Margaret. 





“T told you so,” I said, gravely. ie 
“ Told me what ?” 
That your friend was only a creature of your 
imagination—a shadow, an tgnis futuus—and 
could never be identifi How otherwise could 





she have disappeared ?”” 
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“Naturally enough, out of the window.” 

“ And this is the woman you have been call- 
ing handsome all summer?” 

Margaret fairly cried at my badinage, and my 
contempt for the beauty she had been praising. 
I could not tell her what particular features I 
thought ugly, in the brief glimpse I had taken. 
It was the general impression of the whole face. 

“Why, she looks beside you, Margaret, like— 
like—forgive me—like a tiger lily by the beauti- 
fal pale thing which we drag, with its long, 
slender stem, from the deep ponds where it 
hides.” 

“She was Albert Thornton’s friend,” said 
Margaret, very softly. 

“So she was, aud I will never tease you again 
about her. She shall, henceforth, be as beauti- 
fal as you choose to think her. Can I say any- 
thing more?” 

That night Margaret and I sat up long, watch- 
ing the lovely October moon—the glorious har- 
vest moon—as she sailed through the magnifi- 
cent blue arch over head. We talked long of 
the living and the dead ; of those whom distance 
had separated from us, and of those whose 
memory was still more sacred, because death had 
set its seal there. 

We talked of Albert Thornton; and then 
Margaret told me, for the first time, what peace 
and resignation had come into her heart; how 
patiently she waited for the hour which should 
unite them again; and that death had become 
beautiful instead of terrible to her, because he 
had passed through its portals. 

Then she talked of Albert’s cousin, Flora, 
and told me how earnestly she had hoped, all 
through the summer, that I should see and be- 
come interested in her; that it would have been 
so pleasant to her to feel that, should she leave 
me, as she sometimes thought she would be called 
to do, she should not leave me comfortless. I 
was touched by her tender care of me, which 
thus pointed to my welfure, even when she 
should be beyond the skies. 

It might have been ten o’clock, when some 
one rang at the front door, and asked if that 
was Mrs. Leighton’s house. Hannah directed 
them, and we heard footsteps on Mrs. Leighton’s 
piazza, then a joyful cry of recognition, and a 
Jow hum of conversation succeeding. 

We were both silent. I, from a strange curi- 
osity to know who was this stranger; Margaret, 
because something, as she afterwards told me, 
struck her as strangely familiar, in the voice that 
called for Mrs. Leighton. Then came a step to 
the door of our house, and Flora’s voice called 
us, quickly and impatiently. 











“ Come in, come in, Miss Leighton,” I said, 
“Margaret must not go to the door in this night 
air.” 

She came in, and seemed to hesitate as to 
what she should say or do. Womanlike, she 
only burst into tears and sobbing. 

Margaret was trembling on my arm, but she 
did not weep. A voice said: 

“Have you told her, Florat May I come 
now ?” 

“Ye is Albert !” said my sister, in a whisper. 

“ Hush, Margaret,” I answered, “ what folly 
is this? You are mad to think of such a thing.” 

“Tt is Albert!’ she said, calmly, and very 
slowly. 

He heard the words, and the imprudent fel- 
low, imagining all was explained, rushed for- 
ward, and clasped Margaret in his arms. The 
surprise had well-nigh killed my poor sister ; 
and Flora repented, too late, her indiscretion in 
not preparing her better. Her sorrow was so 
real and genuine, that I undertook to console her, 
much as I disliked her way of communicating 
the surprise to Margaret. 

We were all happier, an hour afterwards, when 
Margaret was recovered from her temporary 
fainting, and was sitting with her hand clasped 
in Albert’s, while he recounted the circumstances 
leading to the mistake thathad been made. He 
had been very ill for many days—apparently 
dying—and while in the stupor which often pre- 
cedes death, the report was carried to the news- 
papers that he was dead. The next day, it.was 
contradicted, but we did not see the contradic- 
tion, for our hearts were too heavy for consulting 
the newspaper. 

Margaret’s life received a new growth from 
the happiness that had come to her. She would 
not renew her objections to marry Albert, be- 
cause now she felt that it was better to make the 
most of life while it lasts. She might, perhaps, 
outlive him, even with her feeble health; and, 
at any rate, his constancy deserved this reward. 
The wedding was performed in that little cot- 
tage, for so Margaret willed it, and Flora Leigh- 
ton was her only attendant. 

We went back ‘to the city in November, and 
Flora went with us. Albert had consented to stay 
in New England, and we made one family. 
Margaret, still pale, but beautiful from the soft 
light of happiness that beamed in her counte- 
nance, was our stay and dependence in house- 
keeping ; and Flora and myself had leisure to 
become acquainted. I saw her as she was— 
noble, affectionate and true. I believed that, 
while she was unconscious of her own feelings, 
she really liked me, whom she had so avoided 
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through the summer. I had looked at her on 
the night of Albert’s return, by the softening 
light of the harvest moon, and thought she was 
not so ugly after all! And every day afterwards 
I made some progress in the belief that she was 
growing pretty. To-night, as she sits here, un- 
der the gaslight, I think her the handsomest wo- 
man that I ever saw, as I know her to be the 
best. We are very happy now—I and my wife 
—for yonder is a cradle which Flora will not 
have carried out of the drawing-room, although 
people tell her it is an old-fashioned ornament, 
and should be banished to a nursery. And in 
the next room is Margaret’s pretty, delicate girl, 
in a cloud of long, white drapery, sinking to her 
evening slumbers. 

In the spring, we shall take them both to the 
beloved brown cottage, where our happiness 
commenced, and where the dead seemed to be 
restored to life; and under the shadow of the 
broad chestnut tree, our little Berta and Blanche 
shall drink in health and beauty, with every 
breeze that plays with their brown hair; whilo 
Margaret and Flora will recall the pensive hours 
of two years ago, and compare them with the 
happy ones that are bearing us on to the future. 





FAIRY TALES. 

It we were required to choose a course of 

reading for a child, we would develop his imag- 
ination through fairy tales, as we would discipline 
his intellect through logic and mathematics, and 
his perceptive powers through the natural science. 
We would stock his library with the magic 
romances of the Wizard of the North, with 
Homer, Virgil and Xenophon, with Shakspeare, 
Irving and Hawthorne, and with fairy tales ad 
insinitum. It is a hopeful sign of the progress of 
the times that Hans Christian Andersen and 
others of that ilk have turned their attention to 
this kind of writing. The children will appreci- 
ate it in youth, by their keen enjoyment, and wi 
reper. it in after fife by a refined taste and a cul 
tai imagination. 
Pixies’ 1ing or the elves’ dance on the green 
eward, or the strange, wild demons of the Hartz 
yaountains, or the enchanted geniithat people the 
lnxarious eastern palaces. tus beware how 
we anger these good folk, else like Bottom the 
weaver, we may be furnished with fair, large ears, 
and a sleek, smooth head, and be left to. manch 
our oats and dried peas, regardless of the honey- 
bags and nuts which Titania proffersus. A word 
to the wise is sufficient —Lducational Herald. 





WHEN I AM DEAD. . 
‘When I am dead "twill be the same, 
Though ail unloved my eurt! 
The shadows will as darkly 
‘And dreams as fearfal haut 
Let mortals praise or blame; 
And winter wiads their re’ 
‘And summer skies as andi y 
‘Above my grave, if lone | 
Or laid me down the heir of 
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BARON HUMBOLDT. 

The most remarkable devotee of science now 
living, and in some respects the most remarkable 
man of theage, is the illustrious Humboldt. He 
is now nearly eighty-nine years of age, having 
been born at Berlin, the capital of Prussia, 
September 14, 1769. Recent English papers 
inform us that he is bright and active even at 
this advanced age, and fully alive to the pleas- 
ures of society as well as the interests of science. 
At a recent ball given by Lord Bloomfield, at 
Berlin, Humboldt was one of the most distin- 
guished guests, appearing in his court costume 
as chamberlain to the king, decorated with the 
numerous orders that have been conferred upon 
him, and enjoying the life and interest of the oc- 
casion, with a zest traly remarkable in one of his 
great age. Considering the vast amount of 
travel in unsettled and forbidding regions, which 
Humboldt has perfurmed, his constant devo- 
tion to experimental science, and his immense 
literary labors, continued with but slight inter- 
mission even <o the present day, his great mental 
and bodily vigor at such an advanced age, is a 
most remarkable phenomenon. It indicates a 
good constitution, well cared for. 

The early education of Humboldt was of that 
thorough and practical description which the 
schools of Prussia furnish, and had especial ref- 
erence to his fatare employment in the mining 
bureau of the kingdom. At the age of twenty- 
three he was appointed assessor of the Board of 
Mines, and subsequently, director. After three 
years’ devotion to these duties, his active and in- 
quiring mind, well stored with the natural 
sciences, prompted him to abandon them for a 
life of more active and congenial pursuits, and 
identially launched him upon that broad 
of scientific discovery upon which he 
sach vast stores of intellectual wealth. 
r essaying various other projects of foreign 
travel, he finally entered into the service of the 
Spanish government, for the scientific explora- 
tion of Spanish America, and sailed from Co- 
ranna with Bonpland, the French botanist, upon 
this expedition in June, 1799. On the voyage 
to South America, he stopped at the Canary 
Islands, and ascended the Peak of Teneriffe, a 
height of nearly twelve thousand feet. In the 
course of a few days’ stay et these islands, he 
thoroughly explored them, and made a number 
of new and yaluable observations upon their 
natural history. 

The voyage across the Atlantic was prosper- 
ons, and in July of the same year he landed at 
Cumann in the Spanish province of Venezuela, 
on the northern shore of South America, After 
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a thorough exploration of that province he 
started from Porto Cabello to penetrate the inte- 
rior of the land, made his way to the Orinoco 
River, ascended that vast stream by means of 
canoes, and reached Fort San Carlos on the 
Negro River, a branch of the great Amazon, 
and within two degrees of the equator. Having 
thus penetrated the vast wilderness thousands of 
miles, he returned again to the northern coast, 
and sailed from Cumana to the island of Cuba. 
He spent some months in this valuable Spanish 
possession, gathering much important informa- 
tion in reference to the history, capacities, and 
natural phenomena of the island. From Cuba 
he sailed for Carthagena in New Grenada, on 
the Caribbean Sea, traversing the country to the 
city of Bogota, in the centre of New Grenada, 
thence across the lofty Cordilleras,and up the val- 
ley of the Cauca River, into Equador, reaching 
the city of Quito after almost insurmountable 
difficulties, in January, 1802. Much time was 
usefully employed at various places on this 
route, and at Quito he spent eight months in 
exploring the lofty mountains which environ that 
city, ascending several of the highest peaks. On 
the 23d of June, of this year, he made his fa- 
mous ascent of Chimborazo, attaining an eleva- 
tion of 19,300 feet above the sea. He next 
traversed the high chain of the Andes, and 
reached the shore of the Pacific at Truxillo, in 
Pera. Thence he crossed the desert waste of 
western Peru to the city of Lima. In January, 
1803, he sailed from this country to the western 
coast of Mexico, explored its chief cities, visited 
the modern volcano of Jorullo, which arose fiom 
the plain in 1759; and after a year devoted to 
Mexico, sailed from Vera Craz to H a in 
January, 1804, thence to Philadelphia, spending 
two months there, and arriving at Hayre in 
France in August of that year, after an absence 
from Europe of more than five years. 

‘The results of this gigantic voyage and: pro- 
longed residence in Spanish America, were ex- 
hibited in a richer collection of objects and im- 
portant facts in botany, geology, meteorology, 
zoology, geography and ethnology, than the 
world had ever before seen. Twelve years of 
increased labor were devoted by him at Paris to 
the publication of the most important of theso 
scientific discoveries and observations, constitut- 
ing a series of voluminous publications, which 
appeared in parts, costing in the market more. 
than five hundred dollars cach. Since 1817, the 
publication has gone on more slowly, and is not 
yet complete. Humboldt visited Italy in 1818, 
with the celebrated Gay-Lussac, subsequently 
travelled in England in 1826, and in 1829, at 
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the particular request of the Czar of Russia, he 
visited Siberia and the Caspian Sea with Rose 
and Ehrenburg. Starting from St. Petersburg, 
they penetrated through central Asia to the fron- 
tier of the Chinese empire, a distance of 3000 
miles, returning to that capital by a more south- 
ern route. After this Siberian expedition he 
settled down at Berlin, and has ever since occu- 
pied a distinguished position at that court, en- 
joying the favor and confidence of his sovereign, 
and honored by the whole civilized world. 

To Humboldt is due the merit of founding a 
new school of scientific inquiry, based upon the 
relations subsisting between the different portions 
of the organic kingdom and man. This practi- 
cal aspect given to tne natural sciences has in- 
creased their interest an hundred fold, and en- 
listed thousands as students and observers, who 
never embark upon any mental speculation un- 
less the why and the wherefore is brought home 
to their immediate appreciation. Humboldt had 
the extraordinary combination of faculties which 
made him at the same time a good observer and 
a good generalizer, and thus he was enabled to 
lead the way in the new system as well as point 
it out. He has a glorious band of followers in 
Europe and our own land, whose rising fame 
does as much honor to him as to them; but his 
own lamp is still the brightest of all, as witness 
his last comprehensive work, the ‘ Cosmos.” 
The noble compliment recently bestowed by him 
upon Licutenant Maury, of our navy, for his 
valuable work upon the winds and currents of 
the sea, shows that the venerable philosopher is 


| as prompt to recognize scientific merit, as he is 


eager to commend it. 
toc 
LITERARY MEN AND THEIR WIVES. 


I do maintain that a wife, says Sara Coleridge, 
whether young or old, may pass her evenings 
most happily in the presence of her husband, oc- 
cupied herself, and conscious that he is still bet- 
ter occupied, though he may but speak with her 
and cast his eyes upon her from tune to time; 
that such evenings may be looked forward to with 
great dexire, and deeply regretted when they are 
passed away forever. Wieland, whose conjugal 
felicity has been almost as celebrated as himself, 
says in a letter written afcer his wife’s death, 
that if he but knew she was in the room, or if at 
times she but stepped in and said a word or two, 
that was enough to gladden him. Some of tho 
happjest and most loving couples are those who 
like Wieland and his wife, are both too fully em- 
ployed to spend the whole of every evening in 
conversation.—Home Journal. 





In reference to the loss of children, God's 
design in lopping off the under branches is, that 
the parent stem may shoot higher in the direo- 
tion of heaven. 





CHARLIE HOWARD’S CHOICE. 


I WAIT FOR THEE. 
BY M. REBECCA OSBON. 


Thy memory comes o'er me 
In the lonely midnight hours, 

When the soft winds waft round me 
The sweet odors of the flowers, 

And the leaves are all a-glowing 
With tiny drops of dew, 

Which glitter among the willows, 
Where I used to wait for you. 


The murmar, soft and silvery, 
Comes fioating on my ear, 

Of the stream, a-down the meadow, 
Where we used to wander, dear. 

Here, just beside the pathway, 
Where the clump of willows grew, 

And the stars looked down so loving, 
I used to wait for you. 


The hand that gave me welcome, 
And the lips that pressed my own, 
Are folded in earth’s bosom, 
And I wander now alone. 
But my heart holds in its keeping 
‘The tender words and true, 
Thou gavest me at parting— 
“In heaven I wait for you.” 





CHARLIE HOWARD'S CHOICE. 


BY MARGARET VERNE. 





“ Gzorera or Julia—which shall it be?” 

Charlie Howard tossed back the thick, black 
carls that clustered around his forehcad, stroked 
abstractedly the silky moustache that adorned 
his upper lip, run his fingers caressingly through 
his glossy beard, and then as if these actions af- 
forded him but a trifling relief, sprang up from 
his chair and paced his room impatiently. Thore 
was a faint smile parting his finely-curved lips, 
but the petplexed look that knit his brows and 
swept like a shadow across his handsome face ; 
the rapid strides that annihilated the distance 
between the two ends of his apartment, and the 
Rervous folding and unfolding of his arms upon 
his muscular chest, indicated thet 2 strugzle of 
fore than ordinary power was going on in his 
breast. 

The sunshine came throngh the partially 
closed blinds, and lay in slender golden stripes 
upen the carpet; the perfumed breath of a luxu- 
rions summer afternoon stole in at the open win- 
dow, rippling tho folds of the soft curtains, and 
now and then lifting with its invisible fingers the 
dastering curls that drooped over the white fore- 
head of Charlie Howard. But as if indifferent 
both to the beanty of the sunlight, and the wooing 
caresses of the June breese, he paced steadily 
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back and forth, with that perplexed look deepen- 
ing and darkening almost into a frown, the smile 
fading from his features, and his proud lips com- 
pressed, as if to keep his emotions in check. 

Not until the losg, sunny afternoon had waned 
away, and the yellow stripes of sunlight dissolved 
into the gathering purple of twilight, did he cease 
his restless, monotonous walk ; and then only to 
fling himself down wearily by the window, and 
drop his head upon his hands with a sigh which 
told the weary battle was yot going on within his 
soul. Ab, it was a weary battle indeed! A bat- 
tle such as human hearts have fought for years, 
and will fight to the end of time. . 

Two faces haunted his disturbed thoughts; 
one with more of womanly sweetness and serene 
dignity than of beauty, pervading its quiet out- 
lines; the other queenly with the heritage of a 
wondrous loveliness; the one had eyes like 
fringed violets, a mouth that seemed ripened 
into redness by the kisses of angels, a forehead 
like the rounded petal of a lily, and set in its 
surroundings of nut-brown curls as in a halo; 
the other with eyes bewildering in their sloe-liko 
blackness, lips crimson as the deepest hearts of 
tropical roses, and heavy braids of midnight hair 
wound, like a coronet of jet, about a head haughty 
enough for an empress. 

There could scarcely have been a greater 
difference between the two, and yet the young 
man’s heart was sorely troubled to choose between 
them .Not thathecould not tell which was dearest, 
for in the violet eyes of Georgia Ellwood seemed 
concentrated all the light his existence had ever 
known. But Julia Morton would bring him 
lands and gold, while Georgia, alas! was portion- 
less. One could bind up her raven hair and 
wreathe her snowy arms with jewels; the other 
wore only the adornings of gentleness and purity. 
One had a proud old father, rich and influential, 
whose name would be a golden password into 
the mystical regions of fame and power his am- 
bitious soul longed to enter; the other was an 
orphan girl, who would bring him no otherdowry 
then the rich affections of her maiden heart. 

Thaf they both loved him he was sure, for 
rgia had told him so with her young head 
on his heart, and the lids of her soft eyes 
drooping slyly beneath the passionate glances of 
his; and Julia’s love had dawned upon him 
through all those delicately-given signs bywhich 
a proud woman signifies her preferences. The 
haughty face lighted up at his coming, the musi- 
cal voice softened for his ear, the jewelled fingers 
trembling in his clasp, thesehad been the treacher- 
ous signals which had betrayed the sweet secret 
of her heart.to him, its conqueror. 
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He was young, poor, téilented and prond, and 
O, what a world of ambition ungratified slam- 
bered in his heart! How thirstily he panted to 
drink from the fountain that sparkled and leaped 
beyond his reach, on the charmed heights of 
fame! To be known and admired, to tread the 
summits which only great men had trodden he- 
fore him, to have the world, the cruel world, 
that had always flung its rebuffs and defiance in 
his face, bend in reverence at the mention of his 
name. O, that was a triumph worth achieving! 
a triamph for the attainment of which the labors 
of a lifetime seemed as nothing—for which he 
would be willing to sacrifice anything but one 
holy dream of his young manhood. And could 
he sacrifice that ? 

As the husband of Georgia Ellwood, he would 
have only the sweet encouragement and tender 
sympathy of her woman’s heart. Life, though 
her smile might soften its ruggedness, would lie 
before him just as toilsome as ever. Step by 
step he would be obliged to win his way ; one by 
one he must wrest his coveted victories from the 
grudging hand of fortune. Julia Morton’s gold 
would be a magical key to open for him the 
barred gate of worldly success, and place his 
feet steadily on the threshold of all he most cov- 
eted. With one leap he could stand where years 
of patient toil might fail to carry him; the goal 

- would be half won at the commencement, the 
victory half gained. Which should he choose? 

And this was why the shadows grew deeper 
on his face, and his head drooped lower on his 
4olded hands, as he sat in his room with the twi- 
light purpling around him, and the first pale star 
of the evening glittering and winking at him 
through the open window, as if mocking at him 
for his unmanly hesitation. 

“ Georgia, dear Georgia, may God forgive me 
if I break your heart, for my resolution is 4 

He rose up as he spoke. His purpos 
fixed and immovable; you would have rea 
in the rigid look his face put on, and the codg:ex- 
pression of his dark eyes, as the hollow airgure 
back the echo of his words. He was twenty 
years older for that afternoon’s struggle and de- 
termination ! 

His step was firm as he went out from the dim 
room into the starlit street. The last amber of 
sunset had died away from the hills, and in the 
east the round white moon was sailing steadily 
up through the blue heavens. But his eye took 
no note of Nature’s loveliness. Swiftly as if 
fearing his resolution might fail him, he walked 
along. Only once he paused. It was at the 
corner of the street where Georgia lived. In the 
distance he could see the white walls of her cot- 
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tage-home, with rose-vines climbing up by the 
low door, breaking out in clusters of crimson 
bloom, and rambling with their rubies and em- 
eralds half-way over the brown roof. 

And while he lingered, Georgia herself came 
and stood in the doorway looking long and ea- 
gerly up the street. She was watching for him, 
he knew, and he thongtt as she stood there in 
her white robes, framed in the emerald glory of 
the climbing roses, with the sheen of the falling 
moonlight on her head, that she had never be- 
fore been half so lovely or half so dear. 

There was a moment's wavering, a moment’s 
hesitant pause, as the angel Love troubled the 
waters of his soul to their depths; a moment in 
which all worldly successes seemed as dross in 
comparison with the true heart he had flung away 
forever. And then he turned. Close beside 
him the mansion of the Nortons lifted its walls 
haughtily. Brilliant lights flashed from the win- 
dows and strains of festal music rushed out upon 
the air. The strife that had re-commenced in 
his heart was put down by a mighty effort. 
Again the sweet face of Georgia was drowned in 
the surging waves of an unholy ambition. He 
had chosen. 

That night on one of Julia Norton’s white 
fingers sparkled a betrothal ring, and Georgia 
Elwood wentto sleep with tears glittering on her 
brown lashes, and sleeping dreamed of her faith- 
leas lover. 

A few months after there was a brilliant wed- 
ding in church. The white brocade robe of the 
bride looked like stiff folds of frost-work, and the 
veil that floated downward from her queenly 
head was like a mist of snow. People said that 
Charlie Howard’s fortane was made, and those 
who had hardly recognized his existence before, 
clasped his hand and offered their congratula- 
tions to the son-in-law of rich Mr. Notton. But 
‘they knew not his heart was freezing to ice with- 
in his breast, or how bitterly he turned from their 
hollow professions of friendship and kindness, 
to dwell remorsefully on the haunting memory of 
a life whose happiness he had wrecked forever. 

Years went by. The name of Charles How- 
ard was known and honored throughout the 
length and breadth of his native land. Wealth 
and honor flowed altitost without seeking into his 
hands. And yet he was nothappy. His youth- 
ful dream was realized, tut it did not warm back 
into life the sweet hope he had crashed for its 
attainment. He had plucked the ripe fruits of 
a gratified ambition only to have them turn to 
ashes on his lips. He had bound his brows 
with laurels, but to feel the thorns budding upon 
his temples, His wife, learning too late that her 
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gold and not her love had won him, hardened 
gradually into an icy, brilliant, heartless woman 
of the world. Children had been given him, 
but death had claimed them all in infancy, and 
in the prime of his manhood, he stood desolate- 
hearted and alone, yearning to put by all the 
achievements of a successful life in exchange for 
the peace he had bartered so wantonly. There 
were no gentle home-attractions for him—no 
tender, wifely sympathies—no loving, true-heart- 
ed woman at whose feet he could lay down his 
trophies, and feel that her smile more than re- 
compensed him for all. 

Georgia Elwood lived still in the little white, 
rose-covered cottage. She had never married, 
and yet he almost blamed her at times because 
she seemed to have suffered so little from his 
desertion. When they met, which was but sel- 
dom since their spheres were so widely separated, 
the glance of her untroubled blue eyes sought his 
as unconsciously as though they hed never been 
other than strangers to each other; her cheek 
never flushed or pated suddenly in his presence, 

“and he came at last to think his love had been 
greater that hers—by such superficial standards 
do men sometimes measure the hoarts they have 
betrayed ! 

One night he was sitting alone ia his library. 
His thoughts had been busy with the past all 
day, the past that was irrecoverably lost to him, 
and unwittingly they turned again into the same 
familiar channel. Suddenly the startling cry of 
«« Fire!” smote upon his ears, and urged by an 
instinctive feeling which he did not comprehend 
‘or stop to cuestion, he rushed out, mixed himself 
up with the crowd that was pouring past, and 
was borne along with it to the scene of the con- 
Gagration. Huge billows of purple smoke roll- 
ing up against the starry sky, the lurid glare of 
flames, and the shouts of excited firemen, show- 
ed him the exact location of the catastrophe. O 
moment of horror and unutterable anguish ! 
His heart leaped to his throat, and his pulses 
qaickened under the spell of a torritde fear. It 
was the cottage home of Georgia that was wrap- 
ped in flames. 

« Are they all safe t” he heard a4 clear voice 
shout from among the crowd. 

“« All but one.” 

*¢ And that one t” 

‘The suswer was a name that, proud man 
though he was, thrilled through every nerve of 
his being like an electric current. 

«« Where is shet I will save her!” And 
breaking throagh the crowd, he dashed into the 
burning building, leaving many behind him to 
wonder why the rich and aristocratic Mr. How- 
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ard should be so etrangely excited as to peril his 
life to save that of a poor old maid whom prob- 
ably he had never seen or scarcely heard of. 

In vain they called to him to come back—to 
leave the doomed girl to her fate and save him- 
self. With swift feet he hurried through the hall, 
and bounded up the uncarpeted stairway. He 
heard the faint, despairing moan of a voice that 
had once been to him the dearest music under 
heaven, and springing forward through the 
blinding gusts of smoke, stood face to face with 
Georgia. 

Her unbound hair floated wildly backward 
from her shoulders, her blue eyes were dilated 
with terror, and her slender hands crossed tightly 
on her bosom in the frenzied convulsion of an 
unspeakable despair. 

He opened his arms to her, and with a cry of 
joy she bounded toward him. But as a dazzling 
sheet of flame swept past and showed her who it 
was that stretched out his arms to make her a 
refage, she checked herself, stepped firmly back 
into her place, and with a proud wave of her 
hand, motioned him away. 

“Surely, this is no time to remember old 
wrongs, Georgia,” be cried, impatiently. ‘‘Ev- 
ery moment of hesitation carries you into deeper 
peril. Come!” Again he opened his arms to 
her. 

“No—not you—not you!” she answered, 
hoarsely. “It were better to scorch to ashes in 
these greedy flames, than to feel the touch of your 
arms about me. Years ago you trampled piti- 
lessly my heart under your fect ; I will not owe 
even my life to younow. It is useless to wait— 
go, while you can save yourself.” 

How like a calm, immovable statuo she stood 
there, with her mighty woman’s pride conquering 
even the terrible fear of death ; her swan-white 
neck arched haughtily, her queenly head erect, 
her clear eyes flashing with the light of a superb 
dialain ; while over her round arms, crossed like 
slender shafts of ivory upon her bosom—over 
her pale, proud face and graceful figure, drifted, 
like a baptism of crimson mist, the glow of the 
panting dames. 

“Hear me, hear me, Georgia,” faltered the 
proud man, pleadingly, as he shrank before the 
unquailing firmness of her radiant cyes. “For 
my own safety I care not. If you will not let 
me save you, at least give me the swoet privilege 
of dying by your side. Here, with this certain 
death about as both, let me tell you how bitterly 
Lhave repeated the wrong I did you. If my 
sufferings are any atonement, then have you 
been most gloriously avenged. My life, which 
the world bas called a brilliant one, has been 
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bat n worthless mockery of succeas, because I 
had not your love to gladden it. I loved you, 
Georgia, with all the passionate strength of my 
young manhood, and here, with my premature 
old age upon me, in defiance of the false vows 
that have perjured my soul, and made my whole 
existence a lic, I tell you my heart worships 
your goodness and purity still; I lové yon a 
thousand times more intensely than ever before. 
Seo, Georgia, I kneel here before you, pleading 
for your forgiveness as I never plead before, even 
to my God. For the sake of my suffering and 
yours, Georgia—in the face of the awful death 
that nwaits us, tell me that you do not utterly 
hate and despise me!” 

His passionate, imploring words were caught 
up fiercely in the hissing roar of the on-sweeping 
conflagration. The haughty look on Georgia’s 
face softened into an expression of unutterable 
tenderness, and after a moment’s doubtfal pause, 
she sprang dizzily forward and knelt beside him. 
Ho felt the clinging of her soft, warm arms 
about his neck, her tears upon his cheek, the 
cool rippling of her curls against his scorched 
forehead. 

“J forgive you, Charlie, as I hope myself to 
be forgiven! And surely it can be no harm to 
die here, where I should have lived—in your 
arms!” he heard her murmur, in a voice broken 
into gasps by the choking billows of fire and 
smoke. 

The blistering flames circled nearer and 
nearer around them. There was no hope of 
escape then, even if they had desired it. There 
was loud crash as of falling timber—a mo- 
mentary lull, and then a mighty rush and roar 
as the fiery tempest broke ont with renewed 
force, a horrified shout from the crowd below— 
they felt themselves falling scorching, dying, in 
that close embrace, and then there was—chaos ! 





“How 1—what ?—where? What does this 
mean? Hair wet with dew—neck stifl—eyes 
fall of tears—am I alive or dead?” And 
Charlie Howard rose up from his seat, by the 
open witfdow, and looked about him with an air 
of bewilderment. é 

Could it be that he had been dreaming? 
Surely. No lurid blaze hissed and crackled 
around him; only the purple wings of the June 
twilight brooded over his silent little room. No 
glare of blood-red flames dazzled his eyes ; only 
tho quict, holy stars and the peaceful face of the 
serene moon looked in upon him. He was not 
old, or famous, or wretched ; he had not taken an 
unloved wife to his bosom. He was still young, 
and hopeful, and, better than all—/ree! He felt 
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the bounding pulses of youth and hope in his 
veins, their buoyancy in his heart, their flush 
upon his cheek. What to him had been the 
dark phases of an embittered life, was bat the 
Sleeting panorama of a troubled dream! What to 
him had seemed years of remorse and torture, 
had scarcely been as many moments! His life. 
was yet before him to choose for good or for 
evil, but the battle between love and pride was 
ended. Infinitely less than nothing, in that mo- 
ment of awakening, seemed the riches and honor 
which might not be shared with her whose love 
could alone make them worth the winning. He 
shuddered as he thought of the precipice to 
which his selfish ambition had well-nigh lured 
him, and thanked God, with a thrill of gratitude 
penetrating his inmost heart, for the hour of un- 
refreshing sleep that had shown him, even 
through the tangled prophecy of a dream, the 
true happiness from the fulse. 

A few weeks later, there wasa quiet wedding 
at the village church ; but instead of sweeping 
folds of stiff brocade, the bride’s dress was of 
fleecy muslin, and through the froth-like white- 
ness of the wedding-veil glistened, not Julia 
Norton’s raven braids, but the nut-brown curls 
of Georgia Ellwood. 





A PHYSICIAN'S IMPULSE. 


Kingsley’s ‘‘ Two Years Ago,” like all his other 
works, is full of , of which the following ie 
@ specimen; ou are a great puzzle to me, 
Thurnall,” said Frank; “ you are always pre- 
tending to care for nothing but your own interest, 
and yet here wm have gone out of your way to 
incur odiam, knowing, you say, that your cause 
is all but hopeless.” ‘ Well, I do it because I 
like it. It’s a sort of sporting with your true 
doctor. He blazes away at a disease, when he 
sees one, as he would ata bear or a lion—the 
very sight of it excites his organ of destractive- 
ness. Don’t you understand me? You hate 
sin, you know. Well, I hate disease. Moral 
evil is your devil, and physical evil is mine. I 
hate it, little or big ; I hate to see a fellow sick, 
I hate to see a child ricketty and pale, Lhate to 
see a speck of dirt in the street. hate to see a 
woman's gown torn, I hate to see her stockings 
down at the heel, I hate to see anything wasted, 
manure wasted, land wasted, muscle wasted, 
pluck wasted, brains; I hate neglect, incapacity, 
idleness, ignorance, and all the iceate and mis- 
ery thatspring out of them. There’s my devil, 
and I can’t help, for the life of me, going at hia 
throat whenever I meet him.” 





PHILANTHROPY. 

And now philanthropy! thy rays divine 
Dart round the globe, from Zembla to the line; 
From realm to realm, with croes or crescent crowned, 
‘Where'er mankind acd misery are found. 
O'er burning sands, deop waver. or wilds of snow, 
‘Thy Howard journeying seeks the house of woe. 

: Da. Danwis. 


MY OWN STORY. 


. LINES TO ——. 


BY W. JOHNSON. 





Lady, I'm gazing on that star, 

‘That star that shone so brightly o’er us; 
Upon the past so dim and far, 

When bright the futare lay before us. 
That star, it bound my soul to thee; 

Nay, more, it bound our souls together; 
Twas like thy dark eyes’ witckery, 

Those eyes that haunt my gaze forever. 


Forgotten are my glorious dreams 
Of joy, and hope, and fair renown; 
Dark the untrodden future seems, 
But darker yet the past that’s flown. 
Yet mid the black clouds that surround 
My Ife, so scarred with guilt and ill, 
There is s spot with brightueas crowned, 
Where thy fair image lingers still. 


°Tis sad to be forgotten, yet 
I bid thee think no more of me, 
Sweet one; I bid thee to forget, 
For I must yield to destiny. 
Far, far beneath another sky 
My lot is cast, yet none can tell 
The anguish of the bursting sigh, 
‘That rises with the word farewell. 





MY OWN STORY. 


BY AN ELDERLY LADY. 








Ir is my fiftieth birthday, and the existence 
which I once thought would be s0 dark, so dreary, 
so desolate, has garncred within its half century 
of years much of joy, and peace, and sunshine. 
Fifty years ago this day, the lids which veiled 
two dark, strange-looking eyes were first upraised 
to meet my mother’s smile over her first-born. 
She was young and fair, my mother, scarcely two 
years a wife, and they have told me since, very 
proud and happy in the young infant life— 
which was her very own—Heayven entrusted to 
her keeping. Perhaps it may have damped her 
joy a very little that I was not a pretty baby. I 
never cried like other children, though sometimes 
8 low, patient wail of sorrow would bring the 
tender mother to my side. But, perhaps, for the 
most part, I was happy and gleeful, and thriving, 
though visitors used to say : 

«« How came your baby to be so unlike you, 
Mrs. Emra? I supposed she would have been a 
beauty.” 

But this opinion made very little difference 
to my happiness during the first six years of my 
Hife. At the end of that period I went to ride 
one day with my parents. My little year-old 
sister, Helen, a most beautiful child, even in her 
infancy, was left at home, and we rode gaily 
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along the mountain road, very happy, we three, 
in the beautiful summer day and in each other. 
Perhaps I was a precocious child, and under- 
stood more than children of my age in general, 
or it may have been the after events of that day 
branded its scenes and conversations on my 
memory ; at all events, I remember every look 
and word distinctly. 

It was a warm, bright summer’s day, and my 
mother wore a blue muslin dress, with low neck 
and short sleeves, while over her beautiful arms 
and shoulders she had thrown a lace scarf. A light 
straw hat, set like a crown upon her wealth of 
golden ringlets, a clear carnation tint glowed 
upon her cheeks, her red lips were parted, and 
her blue eyes upraised. 

From my birth I have been a passionate ad- 
mirer of beauty, and sitting in my mother’s lap, 
with her arm clasped about me, I fairly feasted 
my eyes on her loveliness. My father had 
watched her also, for some moments in silence, 
and then he threw his arm about her waist (for in 
that unfrequented road there was no onc to see 
us), and guided his fiery horse onward with his 
right hand. 

“ Helen,” he said, tenderly, “how beautiful 
you are. Never were you lovelier than now. 
They say marriage brings changes, but every 
change only makes you fairer. Our little Helen 
will grow up like you; she will be very lovely.” 

“Yes, but I am afraid I love Lucy best.” 
And my mother drew me closer to her. “ Per 
haps it is because she is my first-born ; and then, 
Robert, those great, dark, thoughtful eyes are her 
father’s own.” 

My father laughed. ‘The child is not a 
beauty, certainly ; but if her eyes are mine, you'll 
admit they are the best part of her. Helen, I’ve 
been thinking of late what my life was before 
your love came to brighten it; so dreary, so des- 
olate, so unloved. When I saw you, I knewI 
could never live any more without you.” 

She laughed her little silvery, bird-like laugh, 
and said : 

“T know it, Robert, and you wouldn’t wait; 
how you harried me. We wore marricd, you 
know, in six weeks after you saw me first.” 

“Yes, but if you had looked into my heart 
you would not have wondered. It was all dark, 
there—dark—dark. I was an orphan, whom 
nobody cared for or understood ; and you, you 
were to me in place of all things—homo, friends, 
parents, brothers and sisters. You made a halo 
bright as a rainbow above, around that dungeon 
life where my heart was groping.” 

“ And yet, Robert, you are such a great man 
—an author, a novelist—all the world, that is, 
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all the world that is good for anything, knows 
you, and admires you. And I, I am only the 
great man’s little Helen ; I almost wonder, some- 
times, you could bave loved me at all.” 

My father turned towards her his unfathomable 
eyes, luminous with unshed tears, and said, 
tremuloualy : 

“Helen, you are more: you are my life, my 
sunshine, my inspiration, my ever-patient guard- 
ian angel ; without you I should be nothing.” 

Then for a fow moments we rode on in silence, 
but the tears still stood upon my father’s lashes, 
and still his rapt gaze rested upon the beautiful 
face of the true woman who had given the hoarded 
riches of her love into his keeping, content, if so 
she might brighten his darkness. 

At that moment, while he still carelessly held 
the reins, the sudden report of a gun caused our 
horse to plunge and rear, and become unman- 
ageable. His first quick leap wrenched the 
reins from my father’s hand, and while he strove 
in vain to recover them, the frightened animal 
dashed along the narrow road at a fearfal pace. 
On our left was a rocky mountain, just around 
whose base we were driving; on our right a 
river, lying at some distance below the road, with 
no fence between. There was a sudden turn in 
the road, a faint shriek from my mother, who, 
until that instant, had been frozen into silence, 
and then down, down we went. My father 
escaped unhurt, but my beautiful mother was 
taken up dead, and I—God knows there have 
been years since, when I thought I had ten thou- 
sand times better have died than live to be what 
I was. 

I was borne home in the arms of strangers. 
My father rode home in the long wagon which 
contained my mother, holding her head upon his 
breast, and looking on her white face with the 
fixed, steady gaze of tearless despair. I was 
suffering acutely; but, child as I was, I strove 
to restrain my moans, and bear meekly and in 
silence, lest I should add to his grief. 

It was needless care; had all the world 
shrieked, groaned, or gone mad around him, he 
would not have known it. He felt nothing, saw 
nothing, but the dead face lying on his bosom. 
They bore her into the house; they laid her on 
the bed where she had slumbered like an innocent 
child, on the first night of her bridehood ; where 
for eight peaceful, happy years thereafter, she 
had dreamed by his side her pure wifely dreams, 
with her bright living head lying upon his 
breast. 

Not even then would he be separated from hor. 
He threw himeelf down beside her, and lifted the 
sunny, golden head to the place it had filled so 
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many blessed nights; he folded his arms arounf 
her, and then, like one unsuspicions of the truth, 
he murmured : 

“Sleep on, be thy rest soft, my Helen !” 

I was tenderly cared for by one who had been 
my nurse in infancy. They have told me since 
that I bore my sufferings with a martyr-like pa- 
tience which it was very pitiful to see; and only 
when Dr. Strong said there was no hope—that 
I, Lucy Emra, must be a cripple for life—did I 
even weep. Then, indeed, I turned my face to 
the wall, and sobbed out the bitterness of a 
deathly agony ; a grief more like a woman’s than 
achild’s. But nothing of all this was commu- 
nicated to my father; he had enough else to 
bear. 

At last they buried my mother. My father 
took no part in the arrangements, but he opposed 
nothing. After the funeral came the blessed 
rain of tears. When it was over the minister 
came forward and took his arm. 

“You must not stay here,” he said. “ Come 
go with me.” And meekly as a child, the 
stricken man obeyed him. 

“JT think she was happy; I think I made 
Helen happy,” he said, as they drew near the 
house. ‘She never suffered any pain or sorrow 
from which my love could guard her; and yet, 
at last, my carelessness killed her.” 

He then broke from the kind hand that sought 
to detain him, and rushing into the room from 
whence she had been borne outward, he locked 
the door, and no eye saw him again until the 
morrow. He came forth then, and confronted 
Dr. Strong, as he was leaving my room, with 
trouble on his face, and said, resolutely : 

“Doctor, I have been neglecting my poor 
Lucy, Helen’s first-born; I am going to see her 
now, and you must tell me the worst.” 

There was that in his voice and eye which 
could not be gainsayed, and Dr. Strong faltered 
forth : 

“She is not suffering so much to-day, sir; 
but she must be a cripple for life.” And then 
rushed hurriedly from the house. 

My father came to me, and set down by the 
bedside with his white, sorrowful face. 

“Lucy,” he said, “my poor, suffering litle 
Lucy—” I burstintotoars. ‘“ What is it, little 
Loo, are you suffering ” 

“Not in my limb, papa; but I feel so here.” 
And I placed my hand upon my heart, which 
then, as now, had a habit of fluttering tamaltu- 
ously with every powerful emotion. ‘‘ Mother 
loved me, and she’s gone where I can never see 
her again. All these daya I have longed so to 
have her kiss me just once, and say she pitied 
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her poor, crippled child, and just now you 
seemed so much like her.” 

“ Then you know it all, darling? They have 
not spared even you, my poor lamb? But your 
father's love shall comfort you. I will love you 
ag mama would if she were here.” 

For a few minutes he looked at me in silence, 
then he said, abruptly : 

“ You are tired, lying here; I know it. You 
want to see the sun shine on the green fields, and 
feel the wind through the tree boughs. I will 
carry you; 1 know I can take you up without 
hurting you, for I will be as careful as no one 
else would.” 

With womanly, mother-like tenderness, he ad- 
justed a support for my crushed foot and limb, 
and taking me up in his arms with my heat ly- 
ing in my mother’s old place upon his breast, he 
carried me out into the sunshine. 

That morning was the commencement of a 
more intimate relationship with my father. Daur- 
ing the weeks of my convalescence, he was with 
me constantly, and soon he seemed to forget 
that I was a child of six, and talked to me more 
like a woman and a companion. 

“You must get better,” he said one day, in 
the low, solemnly tender voice that had become 
habitual to him. ‘‘ You must get better, so you 
will not need me so much when I die. Before 
the last flowers of the summer have faded, or the 
last leaves of the autumn have fallen, I shall go 
to Helen.” 

I fally comprehended him. From that time 
I grew stronger rapidly, so that at last, with a 
erutch, I could make my way slowly about the 
lower part of the house, and this I knew was all 
to which I could ever look forward. One day I 
stole into my father’s study; the ink was dried 
up in his inkstand and rusted on his pen. 

“You do not need me so much now, Lucy,” 
he said, tenderly, “and itis well. My time is 
almost come.” The nurse was in the garden 
with my baby sister, and he called her to him. 
“© She looks much like Helen,” he said, lifting 
the child up, and placing her on his knee. 
“Lucy, you are the eldest.” 

I knew what those words meant, as well as 
though he had spoken volumes. I was the eld- 
est. Mine thon be the baptism of suffering. I 
was to shield the little one as far as in me lay, 
from care and trouble. In after years I obeyed 
him faithfully. 

«But I have much to say, I may not linger.” 

It was even as he had said; not all the flow- 
ers of the sammer had faded, not all the leaves 
of the autumn had fallen, when he went to her. 

« You will be very desolate when I am gone, 
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my little daughter,” he said, tenderly, “ but God 
will care for you. Death is very sweet to me, 
little Lucy, for I shall be once more with Helen ; 
already her blue eyes look on me from the dis- 
tance.” He lay in silence for a few moments, 
and then he drew me towards him, and kissed 
me. My little sister was also lifted to his arms, 
and he embraced her tenderly ; then laying his 
head down, as if weary, he whispered, “ Hold 
my hand in yours, Lucy, till I go to sleep.” 

For half an hour I sat there, still resolutely 
keeping back my tears, lest I should waken or 
disturb him, until at last the rays of the setting 
sun poured in at the window, and lit up the pale 
lips, the dark hair, and the massive forehead, 
looking more giant-like than ever, contrasted 
with the wan thinness of the lower face. 

“ Will you please to draw the curtain ?” I said 
to Dr. Strong, who was also watching beside 
him. , 

“ Tt needs not, dear child,” he said, solemnly. 
“Tt will not wake him—he is dead !”” 

Then I wept; I was alone on earth, save the 
little sister chattering now and laughing, all un- 
conscious of my grief. Nor was this all: I was 
a cripple, debarred from love, from society, from 
all that makes the coming life like a pleasant 
land of promise. But in that hour I drew near, 
child as I was, to the Infinite, and out of my 
very sorrow was born strength. 





I was fifteen when Duncan Clavering became 
my teacher. He was the new minister of our 
parish. The gray-haired man who hed buried 
my father and mother, and had been the dearest 
and truest friend of my childhood, had gone to 
his long rest; and in his stead had come to us 
this Duncan Clavering. 

He was a man of thirty; calm, self-reliant, 
earnest ; a different type of manhood from any 
Thad ever known. He seemed like one who 
could stand up alone and battle against all the 
world. He needed no circling arms of wife or 
children. Alone he labored in his Master’s 
cause. He had not my father’s ardent tempera- 
ment, and his creative imagination, and yet his 
sermons were full of burning, fervid eloquence, 
and he was the finest critic had ever known. 

By this time I had grown to understand some- 
thing of my own nature. I had been brought 
up in the same house where my father died, for 
such was his wish. Mrs. Newell, the lady who 
had charge of our home and ourselves, loved 
my sister passionately; but she had no attach- 
ment for the unsightly little cripple, and she took 
no pains to assist or understand me. My love 
| of knowledge was intense from my earliest 





544 


recollection, and for several years, my father’s 
study, containing his fine library, had been tac- 
itly abandoned to me. I read many books; 
works of the imagination, poems and novels. 
The theme was too often love, and poring over 
these enchanted pages I grew rebellious over my 
own sad destiny. I read of fair ladies and gal- 
lant knights, and anon of peaceful, happy homes, 
and all this glorious world of poctry, and passion, 
and sentiment was shut out from me—I was o 
cripplo! I read it in the very glances the chil- 
dren raised to my face as I passed along the 
street in my little donkey-wagon. They looked 
up kindly, but in their eyes was only pity, never 
admiration or love. 

And yet, even in those early days, I felt that 
my own heart was capable of intensest devotion. 
I could love, I knew it, with all the passion of 
which novelists hed droamed, or poets sang. 
But no one would ever, no one could ever, love 
the dwarfed, crippled temple which enshrined 
this passionate, beating heart. I looked in the 
glass, and saw there a dark, sallow complexion, 
wild-looking eyes, straight, black hair, and a 
thin, nervous-looking figure; but not one pleas- 
ing lineament. 

A contrast was ever beside me—my little sis- 
ter Helen. She was bright, joyous and beauti- 
fal as our mother had ever been, and the beauty- 
loving element in my nature was ginddened 
every time I looked on her; I loved her, too. I 
cherished with more than'a mother’s tenderness, 
this gladsome creature, five years younger than 
myself. I believe I well-nigh worshipped her ; 
I would have died for her at any time, but this 
‘was not much, for life had never been dear or 
precious to me, and I longed to lay the burden 
down. Helen loved me too, in her own cheerful, 
light-hearted fashion, and depended on me to do 
her tasks and perform her duties. 

But at fifteen there came to me the dawning 
of a great change. Duncan Clavering taught 
me that I, unloved, unsought as I must ever be, 
even J, had something for which to live. Fora 
week he had been my teacher, and now I handed 
him my first composition. ‘“ How the thorns 
came on the rose” was its subject. It was a 
fantastic legend of a lovely flower dwelling 
among those who cared not for it; it put forth 
thorns one by one as defences against feet that 
would crash it, against hands that would grasp it 
radely. Into this legend I had woven the wild 
plaint of my own heart. It was a passionate 
ery which I thought no one could recognize or 
understand. Duncan Clavering read it in si- 
lence and slowly ; then he said : 

“Lucy, you have suffered much.” 





MY OWN STORY. 


“Yes, sir.” 

“In this composition, my child, there is mor- 
bid feeling, a sort of defiant hopelessness. Bat 
I have made another discovery. There is some- 
thing for you in life, better and brighter than 
any of your dreams. Lucy, not in vain have 
you been baptized with the baptism of suffering. 
You are destined to be an author—you will win 
fame—you will do good.” 

The fame had been his first thought, and in 
the flush that mounted to his dark cheek, I read 
his besetting sin. Until that hoar I had not 
known that I was ambitious. I had, indeed, 
something now for which to live. All my fath- 
er’s soul rose within me. Lonely, unloved, my 
life might be; but the world should know that 
Lucy Emra, the little cripple, had dwelt in it. 

I found Duncan Clavering a hard master. 
He expected incessant toil. He taxed every 
nerve and sinew to its utmost tension. And yet 
he was not unkind; I grew to like his quiet, 
resolute, governing manner. His silence and 
terseness were not displeasing to me. And the 
only sentence of praise he ever uttered— This 
is worthy of you, my pupil” —grew in time to. 
be more to me than all other applause. 

I no longer missed love, or sighed for it. 
Heart and soul were full. At twenty, I found 
myself already a well-known and popular writer. 
It was at this time Charles Stanley came to our 
neighborhood—he was an author—his ostensible 
object was to find, for a few months, a quiet 
home wherein to read, witerein to write; his real 
one, as I afterwards found, to become acquainted 
with the Lucy Emra of his favorite periodicals. 
He soon called upon me. He was brought into 
my own especial room, the study which had been 
my father’s. 

“Tam happy to sce you,” I said, quietly, 
“but you will excuse me from rising, as Iam 
lame.” 

He looked at me with an expression of blended 
amazement and compassion. 

“T wished to sce Miss Lucy Emra,” he said, 
hesitatingly. 

“Tam she,” was my calm reply. 

“ Forgive me—I beg ten thousand pardons— 
but I had been told that Miss Emra was very 
young, scarcely twenty.” 

I glanced at a mirror opposite—his mistake was 
not strange—I looked at least thirty. Good as 
Duncan Clavering’s discipline had been for my 
mind, it had made me sallower and thinner than 
ever; I had grown very old. There may have 
been a little bitterness in my smile, as I said : 

“Tam, indeed, no older than that, sir; but I 
have suffered much. Ihave been lame for many 
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years, and I know little about the beauty or 
brightness of life.” 

I could see he was touched ; that argued well 
for his disposition. I exerted myself to relieve 
his embarrassment ; soon the conversation flowed 
into an easy channel, and he left me at length, 
with the impression that Lhad passed one of the 
most agreeable hours of my lifo. 

For the next few months he passed a portion 
of every day in my society. Sometimes he read 
to me, while I sat in my low chair at the open 
stady window, inhaling the perfume and fra- 
grance from without. He was very gifted, and 
his tastes and pursuits were so much like my 
own that I gave myself up to the delight of his 
society, without asking myself whither all this 
would tend? Helen, too, was almost always 
with us. She was a blooming, graceful creature 
of fifteen now. She had never in her life met 
any man that seemed to her Charles Stanley’s 
equal. Unlike Duncan Clavering, he was very 
handsome. His manners possessed that polish 
which is only imparted by extensive intercourse 
with good society, and his conversation united 
the fascinations of playfulness, poetry, and subtle 
analysis. 

It was not long before I made the discovery 
that Helen loved him. My only little sister—the 
one being I had been accustomed to call my own 
—had cast out my love from the chief place in 
her heart, and yielded it up in tremulous joy to 
the handsome stranger. This knowledge came 
to me fraught with deepest anguish. It was re- 
vealed to me one morning by a chance expres- 
sion on her face as he read aloud “ The Lady of 
the Brown Rosary.” 

Suddenly, though the summer sunshine was 
never brighter, the day seemed to grow black 
and dark. I eould not bear their presence; I 
sent them both from me. ! 

“TJ am tired of you,” I said, with a forlorn 
attempt at playfulness. “That poem always 
excites me; and I am not strong. “Go out, both 
of you, and play, like good children ; don’t let 
me see you back for an hour.” 

Langhingly they obeyed me; but Charles 
came back when he had reached the door : 

“You might let me, Lucy, I would be quiet.” 

“No, go along, both of you; I will have my 
own way sometimes.” 

I laughed as I spoke, but I felt ready to burst 
into tears. They shut the door. I crept across 
the room with my crutch and locked it; I would 
have no interruption. Icame back and sat in 
my writing chair by the table, and all this time 
not a tear fell. Until that hour I never even 
fancied I loved Charles Stanley. Now I could 
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seo that a feeling had been growing up in my 
heart which was not perhaps exactly love—a 
feeling that he belonged to me and no other. 

To do him justice he had never striven to win 
Helen’s regard. Of course, with his nature, he 
could not remain insensible to her wonderful 
beauty, but he had never seemed to take much 
interest in her society ; his thoughts and atten- ' 
tions had all been for me. But she loved him ; 
and I—I would not have married him, knowing 
this, had his heart broken for love of me. But 
did he love me, a poor, unlovely cripple? With 
his nature this was not possible. Thank God, 
I saw the truth plainly: my genius he might 
admire, -but he did not love me, he never could. 
Iremember at the time I wondered why this 
knowledge did not bring me a deeper thrill of 
pain. It was not this which gave birth to the wild 
throbs of agony which rocked my slight frame. 

I believe that the thought that Helen’s love 
‘was mine no longer, grieved me still more than 
the feeling that I had no power to retain the 
chief place in Charles Stanley’s heart. Worst 
of all, was the old, desolate sense, that I was, and 
must ever be, alone in the world; set upart, iso- 
lated from human love, by my misfortune. 
Helen would go away from me; the love which 
could never be for me, would brighten her blue 
eyes and deepen the blushes on her cheek. All 
the rest of the world might find kindred hearts 
and husband’s and children’s love, but —I—God 
help me—I must be poor, crippled Lucy Emra 
all my life! O, in that hour, fame seemed how 
worthless! ‘For one heart to love me, I would 
have given all the glory of the universe. 

Wildly I threw my arms upward, and groaned 
and sobbed in my despair. And then an angel 
came down from heaven, and stilled the troubled 
waters of my soul, and brought the bright waves 
of healing to my very lips. I prayed. The 
peace of the Infinite seemed to overshadow me. 
The cloud and the darkness passed over. 

That evening I went to the minister's house. 
I had a question for Duncan Clavering’s solution 
in a new study I had undertaken. I rose up to 
go, at length, for Charles Stanley had come for 
me, and was waiting at the door. Duncan 
looked at me gravely and kindly : 

“You know I predicted good things for your 
life, Lucy, my child,” he said, in his calm, low 
tones, “and they have come. Fame is dawning 
for you; already I see its dawning in the east; 
and now this young Stanley loves you—you will 
have happinees.” 

‘Was it my fancy, or did a shadow cross his 
face as he spoke—a look of intense physical 
paint I made no reply. I went to the door, 
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and bade him, as was my wont, arespectful good- 
night; but I looked back afterwards, and saw 
him still standing where I left him, watching me 
moving slowly onward, with my crutch in my 
hand, leaning on Charles Stanley’s arm, and 
his face wore an expression I had never seen on 
it before. 

That night, on my way home, Charles Stanley 
asked my hand in marriage—Charles Stanley, 
poet and dreamer! A momentI was silent. A 
little of the morning’s pain came back to me—I, 
who needing sympathy and tenderness so pain- 
fally, must yet put away the cup of love with 
my own hand. But I put the feeling resolutely 
down, and answered : 

“No, Charles, I must nover be your wife. I 
am not what your nature craves. You need, 
appreciation, not rivalry in a woman. You need 
one like Helen. You shall have her; I will give 
her to you, and you shall be a brother to me.” 

“But it is not Helen I want; it is you,” he 
replied, with a bewildered look. 

“No, Charles, it is not I; itis Helen. Listen 
and you will believe me. You are very roman- 
tic.” He winced. ‘ Well, then, enthusiastic, if 
you like that term better. You had a very pretty 
theory about souls lovingeach other. Love was 
to be very exalted—mind, not matter. You read 
my writings—they pleased you—you thought 
you discovered in them a kindred spirit. You 
resolved to make my acquaintance. You came 
here with tho fullest intention of loving and 
marrying me. When you saw that I was lame, 
you were disappointed—I could see that—but 
your beantiful theory, you thought, must be true. 
You continued to visit me. Our tastes harmo- 
nized. I had seen little of the world, therefore 
I was original. You liked to hear me talk, you 
became pleased with my society, and now you 
think you want to marry me. But you have not 
one emotion of passionate love for me in your 
heart, such love as man garners up for the elect 
woman who is to be his wife. You woald do 
me grievous wrong towed me. Look into your 
own heart, Charles Stanley, and answer me as 
you would answer to God—have I not spoken 
truly? You need, with all the longings of your 
natare, a beautiful woman. You need beauty, 
I say, you must have it in your wife. You 
have all a poet’s waywardness; you need a 
sunny, cheerful woman. J] am old and sed, and 
withered before my time. You need peace; my 
life, quiet as it is, must be always restless. I 
should not suit you. Answer me traly, Charles 
Stanley, am I not right?” , 

“ Thanks !” he faltered, “thanks, Lucy, you 
have shown me my own heart.” 
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But his eyes did not turn to me; they were 
fixed on Helen, who was bounding down the 
path to meet us, for we were almost home. O, 
how beautiful she looked, her dress of flowing 
white muslin, bound round her slender waist 
with an azure girdle, her garden hat upon her 
arm, her eyes bright, and her cheeks flashed with 
exercise, her golden curls floating on the gentle 
evening breeze. No wonder Charles Stanley 
watched her; but she was mine no longer. 

I remembered with a slight pain that he had 
accepted my words so readily, that he had not 
even sought to ascertain if I loved him. I 
thought I never could have loved him with all 
the fullness of my nature. Ah, perhaps if I had 
I could not have given him up 80 easily. 

One more pang came to me; it was a selfish 
one. I sat down by my study window, and 
looked forth into the garden; they were there 
together, and I could not help thinking what a 
handsome couple they were. He was helping to 
tie up a rosebush, and I heard him say that its 
blossoms were no brighter and blither than her- 
self. And this was the man who hed asked me 
to be his wife only yesternight—the only lover I 
ever had. I had given him up to Helen—they 
were both forgetting me. “Is this you, Lucy 
Emra?” I said, with a twinge of contempt for 
my self-pity, and then I took my pen, and reso- 
lately turning my back upon sorrow, commenced 
to write a new book. In six weeks Duncan 
Clavering married them. 





I was twenty-five years old, and I looked ten 
years older than that. Five years had passed 
since my sister's marriage, and for the last twelve 
months she had been in her old home again— 
Charles Stanley’s widow. Her poet-husband 
was dead, and she, always sensitive, but transi- 
tory in her emotions, though she grieved for 
him, had speedily regained her cheerfulness. 
They had been very happy; she had exactly 
satisfied the needs of his nature with her bright- 
ness and her beauty. 

I had never had another lover, and Duncan 
Clavering had been my only friend. I had by 
this time won the fame he had prophesied, and 
far more than myself, he gloried in it. Physical- 
ly, I had not grown much stronger. There were 
hours when I would have given worlds for haman 
love—to have rested my throbbing brow for 
one instant on some true heart which was mine 
own. But I knew this was not for me, and 
resolutely put the thought away. 

Of late Duncan Clavering had come to see us 
very often—far oftener than before Helen’s re- 
turn. She had matured into a very accomplished 
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woman. He would sit for hours and listen to 
her voice as she sang to the harp or piano, and 
I, sitting beside him, would listen also, thrilled 
even to pain hy the melody ; and then, when he 
saw the tears stealing silently down my cheeks, 
he would say : 

“Come Helen, put away your music now, it 
is not good for Lucy any longer.” Uttering the 
command in a calm, kindly tone, as if somehow, 
she belonged to him. 

He was forty now, and his dark hair was 
thickly streaked with silver, and yet Helen, who 
used to annoy me, by calling my master the ug- 
liest man in the world, insisted now that some- 
how he had grown handsome. 

I saw all this with a strange sense of heart- 
crushing pain, such as I had never experienced 
before. I had always thought of the minister as 
one who would never marry. Phad accustomed 
myself to believe that I should always be his 
friend, his pupil nearer to him than all others; 
and now a wall seemed springing up between us. 

It was a beautiful morning in summer. Once 
-more I sat down by the study window, and 
looked forth. I could see the churchyard in the 
distance whore my father and mother lay buried. 

“0, how happy they were,” I murmured. 
“ Their lives were short but sweet, for they loved 
each other, and they sleep now in one grave. O, 
father! O, mother! why may not your crippled, 
helpless child come home to her rest beside you ?” 

A low, gleefal laugh came from the garden. 
Duncan Clavering was helping my sister tie up 
the very same rosebush Charles Stanley had 
helped her to tie five years before, on the morn- 
ing after their betrothal. Had she forgotten, 
that she could laugh over its crimson blossoms 
with another now? I could not see his face, 
but he was bending eagerly forward, and once 
his hand touched hers. 

In that moment my own soul’s secret was re- 
vealed tome. I fell upon my knees, then I 
threw myself prostrate on the floor, and buried 
my face in my hands. A cry, a wail of anguish 
went up from my breaking heart. 

I know not how long I lay there—it might 
have been houre—it might have been moments. 
A voice roused me, which could almost have 
summoned me from the sleep of death. 

“My poor Lucy,” it said, “my little darling 1” 

O, I knew then that ho loved me. I needed 
no more. Never before had snch tones fallen 
upon my ears; such cadences of protecting, 
tender, absorbing love! He lifted me in his 
arms. No other had ever done this since my 
father died. He carried me across the room, 
and sat down, still holding me. Then he kissed 
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me. It was the first kiss any man, save that 
dead father, had left on the poor cripple’s lips. 

“You are weak, my pupil,” he said, gently, 
“Jet me be your strength. Will you be my wife ?” 

I raised my head from his shoulder; I looked 
athim. ‘ Would you take me, my master?” I 
faltered, “‘me—a cripple?” 

“ Listen to me, my pupil. I love you. I have 
loved you for years; but I would not ask your 
love, for I thought your vivid fancy—your ex- © 
acting nature—would never be satisfied with one 
like me: plain, poor, and no longer young. God 
only knows what I suffered when I saw that 
Charles Stanley wished to marry you. I thought, 
with his gifted, sensitive nature, you must love 
him. He married Helen, and I was content; 
but still I could not ask your love. I would not 
give you the opportunity of refusing me—of 
blasting all my hope. While I did not know 
your heart, I could still hope. But you have not 
told me yet—do you love me, Lucy ?” 

“You know I do, my master. But I shall 
shock your taste. You will blush forme.” A 
painful glow overspread my own cheek. 

“ Listen, my pupil. You were a very obedi- 
ent little pupil, Lucy ; listen, and then never let 
the subject be mentioned between us hereafter. 
To me, your face.is fairest and sunniest among 
women. Iam proud, O, how prond of your 
genius which I have helped to cultivate. Your 
lameness I regard, under God’s providence, as a 
blessing. Without it you never would have 
been the woman that you are—so gifted, yet 80 
humble. There is another reason why I am 
thankful for it: I am a jealous man; I could 
never bear my wife’s person should possess the 
same charms for other men it had for my own 
eyes. This will prevent it. Forgive me, Lucy. 
God made us for each other.” 

“And Helen?” I could not help questioning. 

He answered me with a look that satisfied mo 
perfectly. 

“That was but your fancy; Helen is your 
sister.” 

“One more question, my measter—forgive me 
for asking it—is this your first love? Crippled 
as I am, do you indeed love me with all the 
dreams of your youth ?” 

“I do—it is my first love—I love you with all 
the dreams of my youth ; with all the hopes of 
my manhood. Lucy, you are as my own life.” 

We were married in a few days, for I had no 
preparations tomake. In a few months, Helen 
was also married to one who loved her, and she 
is happy. I am fifty years old now; for just 
half my life I have been his happy wife. He has 
indeed been “my strength.” 
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THOUGHTS. 


BY MIRTA MAY. 





There are thoughts, that like a sunbeam, 
Clothe our pathway all in light— 

There are thoughts, that like the mildew, 
Cast o'er all s withering blight. 

Thoughts will come, like strains of gladness, 
From an unseen spirit-lore; 

Thoughts will sting the soul to madness, 
Thrilling every vein with fire! 


Thoughts are ever softly wioging 
To the heart their silent Sight, 
Some on angels’ snowy pinions, 
Others on the wing of night. 
Off they come, so gently stealing, 
At the solemn hour of even, 
To the spirit half revealing 
Glimpses of the far-off heaven. 


Often dark temptation cometh 
In such fair and smiling guise, 

That the heart almost believeth 
*Tis a vision from the skies. 

0, beware! and ere the tempter 
Flings o'er you his witching spell, 

Close the portads of thy spirit, 
Guard the sacred entrance well. 


Though the good be e’er £0 lowly, 
ine it in thy inmost heart— 
Cherish all that’s pure and holy, 
Bid the evil all depart. 





PIERRE PALLIOT’S WEDDING: 
—oR,— 
MARRYING FOR MONEY. 





BY FREDERICK W. BAUNDERS. 





Tue shades of night were falling fast upon 
the great city of Marseilles and all that it inher- 
its, including a young gentleman of rather pic- 
taresque and seedy appearance, who was striding 
with agitated steps up and down a deserted 
quay, occasionally stopping to gaze at the dark 
waters that flowed beneath, as though undecided 
whether to plunge in or not, and then resuming 
his objectless and unsatisfactory walk. Presently 
he paused at the extreme end of the quay, and 
gave vent to his feelings in an audible and long- 
winded complaint. 

“Was there ever snch an unfortunate and 
miserable wretch on the face of the footsteol as 
myself, Pierre Palliot, medical student? It is 
hardly possible that any person can be so hope- 
lessly insane as to answer in the affirmative. 
Here am I, with Lucille and perfect happiness 
all ready to precipitate themselves into my arms 
at the word ‘go,’ and am prevented by a ras- 
cally destiny embracing either of them—though, 
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for that matter, as the two are inseparable, I 
couldn’t very well embrace the one without hug- 
ging the other. Atthe hour of five, this present 
afterncon, overcome by the ardor of my affec- 
tions and a bottle of particularly fine-flavored 
wine, I presented myself before the atrocious 
progenitor of the adorable Lucille and demanded 
hisconsent to an instantaneous union. The old 
griffin having listened to my modest request, 
asked if I was fond of travelling. Thinking, in 
my innocence, that he intended to farnish Lucille 
and myself with the necessary funds for a wed- 
ing tour all over the known world, I unhes- 
itatingly replied that I was frantic with delight 
atthe idea of a journey. ‘Then,’ said the 
brute, savagely, ‘oblige me by setting out on 
your travels—at least from this place—this very 
instant.’ ‘Sir!’ I ejaculated, in disappointed 
astonishment; “{ don’t exactly understand.’ 
‘ You know the way to the door,’ he continued, 
sternly pointing towards that well-known aper- 
tare. ‘Intimately,’ said I, retreating in the di- 
rection indicated. ‘ Well, sir,’ said he, ‘just put 
your earthly tabernacle on the other side of it, 
and return whenever you feel a desire to be first 
horse-whipped and then kicked into the street.’ 
Not being naturally very thick-headed or dull of 
apprehension, I had no hesitation in construing 
his remarks into a delicately expressed request 
for me to retire, with which request I forthwith 
complied. 

“Now, some people might think me unchari- 
table in applying opprobrious epithets to the old 
demon who stands between me and my Lucille, 
and who refases to give her to me because she 
has a small fortune of her own, which he wishes 
to control, and I have none, and because he 
wants her to marry some scalawag of a fellow 
that he has selected for her. But I am not an- 
charitable; on the contrary, my charity is un- 
bounded, and of a purely scriptural sort. Noth- 
ing in life could give me greater pleasure than to 
see him an hungered and athirst and naked, that 
I might feed and clothe him; or sick and in 
prison, that I might minister unto him; and so, 
by treating him with kindness, heap coals of fire 
upon his head, and see if it wouldn’t warm up 
his rascally old brains a bit. 

“ Quitting the apartment, as the unnatural old 
fiend had desired, I flew to meet the lady of my 
love. ‘Lucille,’ I ejaculated, ‘light of my eyes 
—beloved of my soul—guardian angel of Pera 
—we must part!’ ‘Part?’ she echoed, wildly. 
‘Ay, and forever-rrr!’ I exclaimed, spreading 
out my legs, slapping my forehead, and rolling 
out the r's at great length, as was the practice of 
the immortal Talma ypon such occasions. She 


PIRRRE PALLIOT’S WEDDING. 


would have fallen to the ground, had I not 
caught her in my arms; and for a time our com- 
bined lamentations took the starch completely 
out of the similar performance of the late Jere- 
miah, Esquire. Suddenly a brilliant thought 
occurred to me. ‘Lucille,’ Isaid, ‘let us fly! 
Let us forsake this detestable country and seek an 
asylum in America—the land of the free and the 
home of the brave—and there in the sylvan sol- 
itudes of the primeval forests whose luxuriant 
foliage shades the contiguous rural hamlets of 
New Orleans and Boston, we will pass our 
peaceful days in Arcadian simplicity, far from 
the hum of men.’ 

“To my inexpressible joy, she consented to 
fly with me in the morning, immediately after 
our having been made one flesh. Having mi- 
nutely instructed her when and where to moet 
me, I left her to pack such articles as she saw 
fit, while I hurried towards my own lodgings to 
perform a similar operation—though as I hap- 
pen to have my entirc wardrobe upon my per- 
son, there was not the slightest shadow of 
necessity for leaving her on that account. 

“Arrived at the head of this pier,on my way 
homeward, it suddenly occurred to me that one 
hundred dollars, Federal money, was the very 
lowest figure for which two persons could hope 
to be transported, even in the poorest style, to 
the glorious land of Washington. Thrusting 
my hands into my breeches pockets, I discov- 
ered that a coin of the value of one franc was 
the extent of my available capital, leaving a 
balance of ninety-nine dollars and eighty-one 
cents, Yankee currency, to be procured. But 
how? The paltry consideration of money had 
not suggested itself to me before. 

“As all the bank notes, bullion, and bills re- 
ceivable which I possess, are now in my pock- 
ets, and as all my friends together could not 
raise the sum required, I feel that it is useléss to 
return home with the expectation of finding the 
amount in my apartments, for I am positive I 
didn’t leave any funds there, and I don’t believe 
any one has taken the risk and trouble of break- 
ing in for the purpose of leaving his pocket- 
book. Such a thing is within the bounds of pos- 
sibility, certainly ; but not sufficiently probable 


coral. upon with any reasonable degree of 
ce: 


citizen of this empire, it cannot be de- 
nied thatI am entitled to a considerable amount 
of property. My share in the various public 
works, the numerous palaces, fortifications, court- 
houses, light houses, hospitals, arsenals, prisons, 
ships-of-war, public parks, et cetera, and s0 
forth, and so on, mast foot up something quite 
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handsome ; and, as I am abort to leave the 
country, I am determined to close out this de- 
scription of property at the most tremendous 
sacrifice. Still, in the present depressed and 
unsettled condition of the money market, I fear 
it will be extremely difficult to realize even upon 
the most rninous terms. How the deuce am I 
to raise a hundred dollars? that’s the question. 
There’s no use going home, and I can’t stay here 
prancing about on this wharf for the remainder 
of my natural life. O, for a hundred dollars! 
I'll do anything for a hundred dollars—I’ll sell 
myself for « hundred dollars! Who bids? 
Here’s a tip-top young man, warranted sound 
and kind in all harness, going for the insignifi- 
cant sum of a hundred dollars—only one hun- 
dred—going—going—last bid—going—” 

“Gone!” said a voice at his side; and a 
heavy hand was laid upon his shoulder. 

“Eh ?—hullo—you don’t say so!” ejaculated 
Pierre, not a little startled by the unexpected 
advent of the proprietor of the voice, who, un- 
der cover of the darkness, had approached un- 
perceived, and listened to the concluding portion 
of our hero’s soliloquy. 

“Ido say so,” returned the stranger, “pro- 
vided you are willing, a3 you say you are, to do 
anything for a hundred dollars.” 

“Do anything fora hundred dollars ?” echged 
Pierre. “Of course I’ll do anything for a hun- 
dred dollars—I’ll do several anythings for a 
hundred dollars—I’ll jump out of my skin for—” 

“ That would be altogether superfluous,” said 
the stranger, taking a purse from his pocket and 
shaking ap the coin most temptingly. ‘ Here is 
the sum you require, and if you faithfully follow 
my instructions, it shall be yours.’ 

“Pitch in, my generous lenefactor!” said 
Pierre, listening to the jingling of the money 
with great satisfaction. “Fire away with your 
commands, and you will find me the most de- 
voted and reliable of medical students.”” 

“ What I require of you is a matter of so lit- 
tle importance to a person in your situation that 
you will scarcely hesitate.” 

“Well?” 

“1 wish you simply to marry a certain young 
lady—a very charming young lady—who adores 
you, at seven o’clock to-morrow morning.” 

“Eh, what 3—marry ?”’ faltered Pierre, much 
distressed. ‘‘ Who, for instance ?” 

“You are not to know who, for the present— 
not evon to see her face until after the ceremony, 
when you will be at liberty either to take your 
bride to your own-home, or to leave her to me; 
and I will guarantee she shall never trouble you 
after. What say—is it a bargain?” 


> 
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“No, sir; not the least little bit of it,” returned 
Pierre, stoutly. “As all I want of the money is 
to enable me to carry off the girl of my heart, it 
isn’t very likely I'll go to work gnd marry 
another, is it ?” 

“O, very well; suit yourself,” said the stran- 
ger, returning the purse to his pocket. “I can 
easily find a young fellow less scrapulous than 
yourself, who will not object to earning money so 
easily, particularly as he will remain to all in- 
tents and purposes quite as much a bachelor 
after the thing is accomplished as before.” 

“ Stop—hold on—don’t be in such a hurry?” 
exclaimed Pierre, as the stranger was moving 
off. ‘Is there no other Way—nothing else I can 
do besides making a bridegroom of myself, that 
will do your business for you?” 

“Nothing,” replied the stranger, turning 
away. “But I will give you five minutes to 
consider of it, and if in that time you have not 
decided to agree to my proposition, why, our 
business is at an end and I'll look out for 
some onc else to take my money, that’s all!” 
And he vanished in the darkness. 

“Well, I never!” mused Pierre, as, left to 
his own reflections, he recommenced his solitary 
promenade. ‘“ Who the deuce can this very 
sensible and discerning female be that has taken 
such a shine to the subscriber? And above all, 
what’s her object in wanting to marry me in such 
a confounded hurry ?: It must be for some state 
reason. Perhaps now—who knows !—perhaps 
T’m the lost Bourbon, or the lost Bourbon’s son, 
or some other lost individual of immense conse- 
quence, and this young and lovely female is 
doubtless the sole representative of another 
branch of the family whose union with myself is 
necessary to reconcile conflicting claims. Yes, 
that must be it. I see it all! I shall be forthwith 
proclaimed the rightful heir to some thundering 
great title or other. I fancy I see myself now, 
taking triumphant possession of my ancestral 
halls, surrounded by a crowd of nobles and 
courtiers in slouched hats and feathers, and yel- 
low sheep-skin boots much too large in the 
legs ; while I, with very black eyebrows, a fierce 
frown, and a velvet mantle all covered over with 
little tin spangles, stride back and forth across 
my largest ancestral hall, shouting: ‘ What ho! 
within there!’ and calling everybody ‘sirrah,’ 
and all that sort of thing. Then, how all my 
peasantry in peaked-crowned, pasteboard hats, 
red breeches and silk shirts, will cheer and take 
hold of each other’s hands, and dance edgeways 
roufd in a ring, when I allow them to behold 
their mistress, the adorable Lucille! 

“Yet stop! the adorable Lucille wouldn’t be 
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their mistress, after all, To obtain possession of 
my ancestral halls, I must give up all thoughts 
of the adorable Lucille forever. No, no; that 
wont do at all. What would ancestral halls be 
to me without the adorable Lucille? Nothing. 
What would the adorable Lucille be to me with- 
out ancestral halls? A great deal. Therefore, 
ancestral halls may go to thunder, and I cleave 
unto— But stop again! unless I raise the hun- 
dred dollars, it’s not going to bo so easy to 
cleave. I shall lose her, if I accept this fellow’s 
proposition, and I sha’n’t get her if I decline. 
A pleasant alternative, certainly! Let me see: 
This fellow, who I make no doubt is Satan him- 
self, must have some personal motive in thus 
tempting me. Now if I can only be smart 
enough to outwit him in any way, I shall not 
hesitate to do so; for it’s very meritorious to 
foil the schemes of the adversary. I mast marry 
this unknown female, he says, at seven to- 
morrow morning, when I shall be at liberty to 
take her or leave her, as I choose. Now what’s 
to prevent me, as soon as the ceremony is over 
and I have got the money, flying with Lucille 
and marrying her out of hand, just as if this 
other thing had never been? To be sure, I 
should have a wife on both sides of the Atlantic ; 
but she must know nothing about my first, and 
as for the bigamy, why, there are crowds of gen- 
tlemen to keep me in countenance on the other 
side of the water, or common report most atro- 
ciously belies a vast number of highly respectable 
individuals who have emigrnted lately. Yes, by 
Jove ! that’s anidea worthy of anybody's folks, in 
their palmiest days. Now for the tempter to 
clinch the bargain,” he added aloud. “Abaddon, 
come forth! Sathamus, turn up!” 

“Well,” replied the voice, close to his ear, 
“have you decided t” 

“Eh? Hullo! You've got a serviceable pair 
of ears of yourown. Yes, I have decided, and 
it’s a bargain.” 

“T felt sure it would be,” said the stranger; 
“and now you've only to be at the address you 
will find upon this card, at seven precisely, and 
the money’s yours.” 

“By the way, Satan,” exclaimed Lierre, 
struck with a new idea, “it wouldn’t be con- 
venient to let me have the money to night, 
would it?” 

“ Perfectly convenient.” 

“You don’t say so!” ejaculated Pierre, in de- 
lighted surprise, and reaching out his hands 
expectantly. 

“Perfectly convenient, but wretchedly unbus- 
iness-like,” returned the stranger, moving off. 
“T shall therefore withhold it until our meeting 
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in the morning, and shall trust to your necessities 
for finding you promptly on the spot. Good 
night.” And he strode rapidly away in a direc- 
tion opposite to that taken by our hero towards 
his own lodgings. 

The stranger, having satisfied himself that he 
had not been followed, entered a house at no 
great distance from the wharf, and passed di- 
rectly toa room where an elderly gentleman, 
with the snows of sixty winters on his head and 
the mud of one damp summer afternoon on his 
boots, sat writing at a desk. 

“Well?” said the old man, inquiringly. 

“It’s all right,” replied the stranger, who 
would have been a good looking fellow enough, 
but for the absolute necessity of having the vil- 
lain of a story made of second quality mate- 
rials. “It’s all right; I tracked our customer 
to a quiet spot by the river side, and while de- 
bating with myself whether it were the more 
sinful to blow out his brains or to put a knife 
into his soul-case, overheard him praying the 
gods fora hundred dollars, for which sum he 
professed himself willing to do anything; in 
short, to sell himself—” 

“Exactly,” interrupted the old gentleman ; 
“he wants that money to pay for his own and 
Lucille’s passage to New York. Lucky I over- 
heard their infamous project. Well?” 

“ Well, it occurred to me to offer him the sum 
he desired, provided he agreed to my conditions.”’ 

“ Which wero, either to leave the country or 
hang himself, of course.” 

“<On the contrary, he is to remain at home 
and alive as long as he pleases.” 

“Ph? 

“« And be married at seven o’clock, to-morrow 
morning.” ‘ 

“Married?” echoed the old gentleman, in 
astonishment. “ What do you mean—who to ?” 

“It is in the bargain that the bride be closely 
veiled until after the ceremony, and I fancy we 
shall find no scarcity of females in Marseilles 
who would be married a dozen times a day, for a 
consideration.” t 

«And did he agree to this arrangement?” 
asked the old man, eagerly. 

“He refused at first, but finally consented, 
thinking, probably, that Lucille, being ignorant 
of the matter, would elope with him as they have 
arranged between them.” 

«« And to prevent that, you propose for me to 
acquaint my daughter with her lover’s perfidy?” 

«< Better still; let us both be concealed wit- 
nesses of the ceremony and confront the fellow 
immediately it is over. He knows you, of 
course, and would probably know me by day- 
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light. The certainty that Lucille would be in- 
formed of the affair, would render him desper- 
ate; and he would, without doubt, take himself 
out of the country or out of the world, without 
being urged to do so.” 

“Excellent!” exclaimed the old man, rubbing 
his hands with delight. “And Lucille, in a rage 
at being jilted, would cease her silly opposition 
to my wishes, and marry you out of spite, if for 
no otherreason. Yes, I think that will—what in 
Satan’s name is that?’ he added, as an indis- 
tinct rustling sound from the hall caught his ear. 

The stranger rose, went to the door, opened it 
and looked into the passage. 

“‘T see nothing,” he said, as he returned to his 
seat. ‘It was the wind, perhaps, or may be the 
rats in the wainscotting.” 

“ Yes, doubtless the rats,” said the old man. 
“Now to find this accommodating female—do 
you know such a one?” 

“Many such,” returned the stranger, going 
towards the door. ‘I will be back with theone 
Thave already decided upon, in less than ten 
minates.”” 

In a good deal less than the time mentioned, 
the stranger returned, accompanied by a young 
woman whose bright eyes and handsome features 
would have been quite prepossessing, but for the 
bold and confident expression which rendered 
most uopleasantly evident the fact that she was 
up to all and every variety of snuff, and that 
what she didn’t know wasn’t worth knowing. 

“This is the person I spoke to you about,” 
said the stranger, addressing the old man. 

“Ah!” ejaculated that individual, turning to- 
wards the girl. ‘What is your name, my good 
girl? and where do you live?” 

“T’m not.a good girl,” returned the young 
woman, with a saucy laugh. “My name is 
Marie, and I live at number seventeen this 
street.” 

“Well, Marie, what do you say to being mar- 
ried to-morrow—eh ?” 

“T should say that such an old reprobate as 
you ought to be thinking of something else at 
your time of life,” returned the girl. 

“<Q, the deuce! I don’t mean myself,” ex- 
claimed the oll man, hastily. “But I suppose 
you don’t caro much who your husband is to be, 
so that you are well paid—eh? Besides, the 
young fellow is not an ugly one, and you'll have 
no occasion to be afraid of him.” 

The girl smiled and tossed her head con- 
temptuously at the idea of being afraid of any 
sort or condition of man. 

“Very well,’”’ continued the old man, “I will 
come for you at seven, to-morrow morning, and 


552 


conduct you to the notary’s office; and if you 
play your part satisfactorily to us, the compen- 
sation shall be made equally satisfactory to you. 
By the way, you must be very closely veiled, 
and speak as little as possible, for the young fel- 
low might know you.” 

“Very likely he might,” returned the girl. 
«T’m no stranger in the city.” 

Everything having been satisfactorily ar- 

ranged between the parties, the girl quitted the 
room, leaving the two men to ma‘ure their 
plans. 
While the preceding conversation was taking 
place, the rustling sound that had before at- 
tracted their attention, was repeated; but as 
both had decided it to be produced by rats, and 
as neither considered himself a cat, and conse- 
quently in duty bound to hunt them np, no fur- 
ther notice was taken of it. Neither did they 
perceive, when the girl Marie left the room, that 
she remained an unnecessary time in the hall, 
and that nearly fifceon minutes elapsed before the 
outer door was closed softly behind her, and that 
as she departed down the street, another young 
female, on the inside of the door, sped swiftly 
and silently across the hall and up the stairs. 

At seven, on the following morning, four per- 
sons were assembled in the office of an accommo- 
dating notary. One was the justice himself, the 
second was a female closely veiled, and the other 
two were the plotters of tho night before. 

“I think this will do,” said the old man, con- 
fidently. “By Jove, Marie is muffled up so 
closely that her own father wouldn’t know her ! 
So the young scamp wont be likely to suspect 
anything, unless he has better eyes than I have.” 

The girl laughed, and drew her veil still more 
closely over her face. 

“You think there is no doubt of his coming— 
eh?” continued the old man. 

“ Not a bit,” replied his companion, approach- 
ing a window and looking into the street. “In 
fact, here he comes. Now to secrete ourselves ; 
for if he should get a glimpse of cither of us, the 
game would be upin no time. Let the job be 
done as quickly as possible, so that he wont 
have too much time to consider,” he added, to 
the magistrate. And with his anticipated father- 
in-law, he passed into an adjoining apartment 
and closed the door, just as our friend Pierre 
entered from the street, looking very much 
frightened and as though he hadn’t slept very 
well over night. 

“Ah, you’re the man,I suppose?” said the 
justice, preparing to commence operations. 

“Y’m @ man—I suppose,” hesitated Pierre, 
with a dubious look at the veiled figure. - 
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“ Well, our man, Pierre Paltiot, medical stu- 
dent?” 

“You've hit it the first time. But I expected 
to find some one else hore—somebody with—” 

“With the money,” said the justice. 

“ Gracious, what a fellow to guess! You've 
hit it again!” 

“Well, the money is ready for you; here it 
is. And if you've no objections, we'll proceed 
to business at once.” 

“‘Goit! said Pierre, with an air of despera- 
tion, as he pocketed the cash. “I’m resigned. 
I’m an unresisting lamb ; lead me to the slaugh- 
ter, for I must be sacrificed before eight o'clock, 
‘or not at all, as I have an appointment of some 
moment at that hour. So hurry!’ 

The justice went into another room to pro- 
cure a couple of persons to witness the ceremony. 

“IT don’t wish to be anyway disrespectful, or 
make any unreasonable demands, madam,” said 
Pierre, approaching the girl, ‘‘bnt it seems to 
me you ought to grant your husband his first 
and only request.” 

The girl, without speaking or raising her 
blanket of a veil, madea motion to indicatwthat 
she was listening. 

“It’s very simple—nothing more than you 
will do without asking, one of these days ; it is, 
that you will try to make it convenient to shuffle 
off your mortal coil very early this forenoon, 
and be gathered to your fathers sometime be- 
tween now and eight o'clock, as at that hour I 
have got to be married to another person, and 
I would like, if possible, to avoid the bigamy— 
as, bigamy or trigamy, the thing must be done.” 

The- girl chuckled away under her veil, as 
though very much amused, but made no reply. 

The justice having returned with the witnesses, 
the ceremony began—the girl making her re- 
sponses in a very low tone, and Pierre turning 
very red in the face and speaking as though he 
had a toad in his throat. At the instant these 
twain were pronounced one flesh, the door opened 
and the two plotters entered triumphantly. 

“My dear Monsieur Pierre Palliot,” ex- 
claimed the old man, with taunting cordiality, 
“permit me to congratulate you on this happy 
occasion. It was really unkind of you not to 
invite my daughter and myself to witness your 
marriage ; but thinking, in your happiness, you 
might have forgotten us, I have taken the liberty 
to come without an invitation, and also to bring 
Lueille, who will soon be here to wish you joy.” 

Pierre staggered up against the wall, thuoder- 
struck, and turtted as many colors as a dolphin 
in articulo mortis. 

“ But you don’t salute your bride !” continued 
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the old man, maliciously, pushing the girl to- 
wards her newly made husband. “ Don’t let our 
presence make you inattentive towards your be- 
loved wife.” 

“She aint my wife—I wont have her!” 
shouted Pierre, pushing her away in an agony 
of rage, disappointment and disgust. “ Here, 
you fellow! unmarry us, and I’ll give you back 
the hundred dollars and everything elee I’ve got 
in the world.” 

“ Nothing but death or a legal divorce can 
separate you now,” said the magistrate, who ap- 
peared to enjoy the joke as well as the other two 
gentlemen, who were dancing about the room, 
fairly shrieking with laughter. 

“Well, I'll have a divorce,” sobbed the 
wretched Pierre. ‘I’ve been cheated, and I 
wont have anything to do with her.” 

“I didn’t think you would be tired of me so 
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peeeveneeeeeeeral 
BY W, FXLIX TIMBER. 
Dear girl, embalmed in hollest lore, 
Jewolled with many tears, 
Thy image; bright.and beautiful, 
Mid flowers affection rears, — 
Deep in the chambers of my heart 
Dwelleth fn peace. And 0, °tis bliss, 
Th a weary) weary world like this; 
(Where folly filesin gilded dart, 
And flattery lulls life’s troubled waters) 
To have the queen of earth’s fair daughters 
As guardian of the noblest part, 
There dwell forever. Like the star 
That led the wise men from afar, 
To where the'Saviour lay; 
Guide thou, through life's all bitter task, 
My yearning soul, till it shall bask 
In God’s all-glorious day. 
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girl, reproachfully, as she threw back her veil, 
disclosing just the prettiest and most mischievous 
face that ever was seen. 

“Lucille!” ejaculated Pierre, whose first act 
was to fall spank down into the chair behind 
him, as though somebody had suddenly cut his 
legs off, and the next to jump up again and 
throw his arms about the girl, and make such a 
complete fool of himself, that for his own sake 
T’ll keep shady. 

The feelings of the other actors in’ this little 
drama can better be described than imagined ; 
‘Dut it will be impossible for me to describe them, 
for “I came away then.” 

+2 > 


KEEPING WOMEN’S LETTERS. 

If there be a man entitled to the name of das- 
tard, it ishe who hoards up a lady’s letters, writ- 
ten in all the confidence of affection, and then 
leaves them to imperil her good name in the 
hands of utterstrangers. We have no regard for 
such a Silenus while living, and no respect for 
his memory when dead. And this is why no 
amount of ingenious sophistry, no expenditure of 
verbal varnish by his biographers, can induce us 
to think amiably of Aaron Barr.—N. Y.News. 


re 
IMAGINATION. 


Queen of the fairy world, Imagination, 

Responds unto ber sister's invocation. 

From distant shores, from skies of azure hue, 

Yrom rippling waters of transparent blue, 

From mountain-tops where first the morning beams, 
From caverns dark where sunlight never gleams, 
From coral caves, from ocean, earth and sky, 

Call but imagination, she'll reply 

Welcome, my dear companion!—B. L. BLaNoHARD. 


od 

He that would pass the latter part of his life 
with honor and decency, must, when he is 
young, consider that he one day shall be old, 
and remember, when he is old, that he has onco 
been young. 





BY JAMES FRANELIN FITTS. 





In the happy days of Poland, before her power- 
ful neighbors had banded to blot her name from ° 
the roll of nations, nene of her lords could boast 
of a moré péaceful life than the Count Eustace - 
Altemayne; a noble in nature as well as title. 
His youth and manhood had been devoted xeal- 
ously to the service of bis king and country, and 
it was not until his bair was thickly sprinkled 
with gray, that he thought of retiring to the hap- 
piness of private life. There was too much un- 
swerving patriotism in his nature to edmit of being 
swayed by the love of popular applause or kingly - 
favor, and with no selfish end to gain, it became a 
second nature for him to yield to the wishes of 
those about him as regarded his continuance in. 
the service of the state. 

His fiftieth birthday came, and as he listened: 
to the congratulations of those around him, he- 
took a new determination, resigned his office, 
bade adiea to court, and forming an alliance: 
with the young daughter of a noble Polish house, 
he retired to an ancient castle which overbuag a. 
mountain stream, to spend his remaining days. 

Deeply absorbed i study and contemplation. 
from year to year, he noticed not the gradual 
decline and wasting away of his lovely bride. 
He had taken her away from the bosom ofa. 
happy family, from the pleasant valley where all 
her days had been passed, and the recollection 
of this-in her rocky home, could do no otherwise 
thanrender her unhappy. Daily and almost per- 
ceptibly the bloom vanished from hercheek and a 
slow consumption fretted away her life; but the 
dissembling smile was ever at hand when-in the. 
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presence of her husband, and he marked not her 
decline. The secret was jealously guarded until 
the last, and then Count Eustace awoke to 
the bitter knowledge of his. abstraction and unin- 
tentional neglect when too late. 

“Leila!” he cried, m anguish, as he bowed 
his head and wept beside her couch, “ why would 
you not admonish me of my cruel neglect and 
selfishness in’ bringing thee to this harsh and 
dreary place? Wretch that I was to tear thee 
from the arms of loving parents, of fond brothers 
and sisters, to languish and die unnoticed! And 
that thou shouldst simulate happiness when the 
worm was gnawing at thy heart} Darling Leila, 
thou wilt surely forgive me, but my life henceforth 
must be given to remorse !”” 

“Eustace,” said tho dying wife, ‘never re- 
proach yourself for my death, nor despair of 
fatare happiness! Was it not for love of thee 
that I came hither, that love that has given me 
strength to suffer in silence rather then pain your 
heart by revealing my disease?’ The seeds of 
death were planted within me long ere I became 

_ your bride, and death hes but fulfilled his ap- 
pointed time. Speak not,” shecontinued, “of alife 
of bitterness. I entrust to you a precious charge, 
and as you fulfil yoar trust, so shall be the hap- 
piness of your life. In our child, the inteat 
Flora which I leave behind, behold me, my hue- 
band! All the care and tenderness which you 
reproach yourself for sparing the, lavish upon 
her; be to her all that her tender yeats require, 
and thus gain happiness for both.” 

The countess died that night, and, in persu- 
ance of her latest wish, her remains were con- 
veyed to the home of her childhood, and buried 
beneath the trees which overshadowed the man- 
sion. The stricken Count Eustace there took up 
his abode with his orphaned daughter, and pre- 
pared to religiously guard and watch over her, 
true to the promise made her dying mother. 

The lite Flora, then a child of twelve, had 
im the eyes of an apprehensive father, the same 
pale mournful beauty as the dead countess. 
‘There was a spiritaal loveliness about the dark, 
slender maiden which early spoke to him of dis- 
ease and death. He even fancied that the large 
and sadly expressive eyes which looked into his 
were those which had regarded him fondly yet 
mournfally ftom the bed of death ; in the hand- 
clasp of his daughter, he seemed to feel the gentle 
pressure of his lost Leila’s fingers, and the words 
were ever in his ears, “In the infant Flora which 
I leave behiad, behold me, my husband !” 

Daily she sat beneath the tree which shadowed 
her mother’s grave, and often she lingered for 
hours, wrapped in meditations of which she 
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alone could tell. Sometimes at night she sat by 
her window and gazed fixedly out upon the 
grave, still thinking thonghts which never grew 
monotonous, and finding strange consctation in 
the soft breathing of the wind through the cypress 
tres. It was here that her father surprised her 
ashe wandered at night through the halls and 
chambers of the house. 

“Child, child,” he exclaimed, “ why dost thon 
look so earnestly at that lonely grave? Surely 
thou art unable to remember thy mother, and 
thy sorrow cannot be as deep as mine.” 

“Nay, father,” replied Flora, sadly shaking 
her head, “I was present when she died, and 
heard her words concerning me that I should be 
like her in your eyes! Well, I remember her, 
bat above all I think of those words. Am I not 
like her?” she said, rising and throwing back 
her black hair. 

“ Strangely, wonderfully!” responded Count 
Enstace. “I could well imagine that my buried 
Leila stood before me! The words of thy 
mother were true, my child; in thee I have a 
living picture to remind me of my loss.” 

The count had now been many years removed 
from affairs of state, and had heard nothing of 
the expected storm which was to destroy the 
kingdom of Poland. ‘I'he united sovereigns of 
Russia, Austria and Prussia had decreed the 
destruction of the unhappy country, partitioned 
it among them, and dethroned the unfortunate 
king. Thus the brave Poles saw with over- 
whelming grief their liberties demolished at a 
single blow, and themselves deprived at once of 
@ country they might eall their own and the 
Polish name their fathers had worn so prondly. 
Resolved upon one desperate attempt, they flew 
to arms, and the rallying cry went over the 
length and breadth of the land. With the in- 
dignation of a devoted patriot, Count Eustace 
heard the intelligence of the dastard act of the 
surrounding kingdoms, and despite his extreme 
age he nobly buckled on the sword and joined the 
ranks of the defenders. The strength of patriot- 
ism, and the old fire of devotion to his native 
land burned in his breast and nerved his arm. 

“Farewell, my beloved Flora,” he said, at 
parting, “I leave to God the issue of this fight ! 
Tf he shall see fit to favor our arms, I may return 
to you in safety, but if the tyrant of Russia must 
indeed prevail, I will not-ask to live.” 

“Father,” replied the maiden, “I can see the 
issue plainer than thou. Alas, our country is 
destined to lie for many years beneath the op- 
pressor’s heel; and still, my father, go forth and 
fight, although the end will be sure dofeat and 
exile from our home.” 
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“Flora, how is it that you speak with this 
certainty ?”” 

“T feel it to be trae! Something prophesies 
within me that it is even so!” 

They parted, and Count Eustace hastened to 
‘Warsaw where the brave Kosciusko was mar- 
shalling his troops for the defence of the city. 
Everywhere there was an earnest determination 
to fight to the Inst, but few or none were hope- 
fal of victory. Russia had poured her myriad 
legions into the devoted country, and the city of 
‘Warsaw was doomed from the beginning. The 
plains were all black with countless assailants ; 
opposed to them were a few desperate Poles, a 
mere handful in the comparison. Fora time the 
city was resolately defended and the Russians 
beaten back, but as the little band of defenders 
grew weaker, the swarming thousands scaled the 
walls and gained possession of the fortifications. 
T-fated Warsaw was abandoned to all the hor- 
rors of sack and pillage, and the infuriate enemies 
sated themselves with blood and violence through 
that night of horrors. 

Count Bustace Altemayne had fought desper- 
ately but without hurt through the whole con- 
flict, and when at last there remained no hope, 
he had made his escape from the city and has- 
tened across the congtry to secure the safety of 
his daughter. Already the decree of proscription 
had been published, and the aged count, among 
others, was outlawed and commanded to leave 
the country on pain of death. It was a hard al- 
ternative to the old man whose life had been 
spent in the service of his native land, and doubly 
hard because the remains of his lost bride 
were buried there in that quiet valley. The 
father and daughter stood by that spot so dear to 
their hearts, and bade it a long, lastadieu. The 
old man’s tears fell like rain as he bowed him- 
self upon the grave, but Flora gave no token of 
her grief except that her saddened face grew 
sadder still, and her mournful eyes were fixed 
long upon the grassy mound, as if seeking to 
picture it indelibly upon her heart. Carefully 
she removed a tiny floweret, one of many which 
her own hands had planted, and then the deeo- 
late exiles turned away to seek for s home in a 


strangeland. * * * * 
“ Father, it will not live! It is dying, surely 
dying.” 


“« What is dying, my child 1” 

“ The flower which I plucked from my mother’s 
gtave. See how it hangs its head and how its 
withered leaves droop ; I have tended it carefully. 
I have watered it with my tears, yet it dies!” 

‘The exiles had journeyed far from their Polish 
home, and found, at length, a refuge upon the 
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harsh Baltic shore of Prussia. In a dilapidated 
fisherman’s hut these noble victims of royal 
tyranny were dragging out their lives, seeing no 
human beings but the coarse inhabitants of the 
fisher village, yet living uncomplainingly in this 
bleak spot. 

The flower which Flora had plucked from her 
mother’s grave she had planted carefully in a 
sheltered corner of the rocks, and tended by her 
zealous hands it scemed at first to give promise 
of flourishing in this uncongenial soil, but aftera 
time it faded and drooped. 

“But why, my child,” said the count, “should 
you care for a little flower like this ?” F 

“I know not how or why it is,” replied the 
daughter, ‘‘ but something tells me that my life 
and the existence of the flower are one. I felt 
this when I plucked it, and when I saw that it 
gave promise of life, the grave seemed further 
off, bat now that it droops, I am faint and weary, 
and know that with it my life must end.” The 
old man gazed upon her in awe. Her face was 
paler than ever before, and there shone a strange 
light in her eyes. 

“Child of. mystery,” he exclaimed, “ art thou 
Flora or Leila? Thou art so like her whom I 
wept over years ago, that I could believe she had 
come back toearth But thou wilt not die! I 
am aged and feeble, and should be unable to live 
without thee.” 

But from that hour his pale, spiritlike child 
sickened and grew weak, and when at last she 
closed her eyes in death, so calmly and peacefully 
that the aged mourner knew not when it was, 
she held a withered. flower in her pale, cold hand. 

At her lonely grave among the rocks, the bowed 
form of the heart-broken Court Eustace was 
sometimes seen, but at last he disappeared from 
the neighborhood. The peasants ‘of the Polish 
valley soon after found him stretched upon the 
gxave of his bride. They called to him but 
received no answer; they raised him up and 
looked wonderingly at the pleasant smile upon 
his face. It was the smile of death. 





THE PRESENT. 

Seek not to know to-morrow's doom ; 

That is not ours, which is to come. 

The present moment’s all our store; 
‘The next, should Heaven allow, 

Than this will be no more: 


So all our life is but one instant now. 
CONGREVE. 


——————+20 2 + 


‘When some of his courtiers endeavored to - 
excite Philip the Good to punish a prelate who 
had used him ill—‘I know,” said he, “that I 
can revenge myself, but it is a fine thing to have’ 
& revenge in one’s power and not use it.” 


MusIo. 


BY KITTIE KING. 





There is music in the murmur 
Of the swiftly gushing rill, 

As it windeth through the valley, 
Bound the green and mossy hill; 

‘There's music in the mersy laugh, 
And in the sunny smile; 

O, in all things there is music, 
When the heart ts free from guile. 


There is music in the sighing 
. Of the sad and moaning breeze, 
‘When the autumn leaves are dying, 
. Falling sadly from the trees; 
‘There is music in the breaking 
Of the waves upon the ses; 
O, in all things there is musie, 
When the heart is light and free. 


‘There fs musfe In the roaring 
Of the thunder’s deafening crash, 
‘While the heavens are all illamined 
With the lightning’s brilliant flash ; 
There is muse in the tempest, 
Howling wildly through the wood; 
O, in all things there is music, 
‘When the heart is pure and good. 


There is music in the singing 
Of birds within the dell; 
There's music in the ringing 
Of the holy Sabbath bell; 
There’s music in a low. sweet voice, 
‘To cheer us on our way; 
O, in all things there is music, 
When the heart is light and gay. 





THE YOUNG BRAKEMAN. 


BY M. A. AVERY. 


“ Go it, Ned, you're a gallant fellow,” shouted 
the railroad boys, laughingly; as Ned Lovell 
unexpectedly caught a fair lady in his outstretched 
arms. Shehad missed her footing in stepping from 
the cars at the Launay station, upon a cold win- 
ter’s day; and but for Ned’s observant eye and 
ready hand, would have had 2 severe fall. 

“ Are you hurt?” he asked, anxiously, as he 
placed the lady upon her feet and looked into her 
beautiful, blushing face. 

“No, only vexed that I should make such a 
ridiculous blunder,” she replied. 


“Tt was nothing. Let the fools laugh. Are 
you alone ?” 

“T expected a friend, but I do not see him 
anywhere.” 


“ Condescend to take my arm then, and I will 
conduct you into the station-house ;” said Ned, 
gallantly. 
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“ Thanks ; you are very kind,” she whispered, 
as she did so. 

“No, the kindness is all on your side. You 
honor a poor brakeman by your condescension. 
Good-by.” 

Edward bowed himself out, sprang up to his 
station, and was whirled away by his snorting 
steam-steed, with a heart so full of new and sur- 
prising sensations as to make him forgetful for a 
time, of his necessary duties. 

“What a fool I am,” he mentally murmured, 
when reminded of his neglect, “to be so upset 
by a pair of bright eyes and rosy lips; whose 
owner is evidently as far above me as the heavens 
are above the earth. Her ermine tippet alone 
would buy my whole wardrobe a dozen times 
over, to say nothing of the plumes, silks and vel- 
vets. I must forget this brilliant vision.” 

Did he ever forget it, or cease to look for that 
passenger when the train stopped at the Launay 
station? We think not. But spring came and 
went without her, and the smiling summer had 
already clothed the earth with her flowery car- 
pet, when he one day neared the well remembered 
station again, with the beautiful image in mind. 

For some distance before reaching Launay vil- 
lage, the road ran through a deep cut, with steep 
banks on each side, at an angle of thirty or forty 
degrees ; upon the top of one of which, guarded 
only by a slight railing, ran the public highway. 
As they neared the location, letting off steam as 
usual, to stop the train at the depot, Edward no- 
ticed the advance of an elegant equipage towards 
them upon the highway ; and presently saw that 
the horse was rearing and plunging, frightened 
at the shrieking engine, and quite unmanageable. 

Nearer and nearer it came, and just as it was 
within a fow yards of the train, the wheel crashed 
against the railing, the carriage upset, ani its oc- 
cupant, a pale, white-haired old maa, was thrown 
forcibly over, and came rolling helplessly down 
towards the railroad. In an instant he would 
have been crushed beneath the remorseless en- 
gine, had not Edward, quick as thought, bounded 
from the train and caught him just in time to 
save him from a horrible death, which he would 
have shared with him but for the frail support of 
a sprig of laurel, at which he caught as he was 
himself slipping down with his helpless burden. 

He dragged the frightened old man up the 
ateep bank, helped him over the railing, and then 
without waiting for thanks, ran back towards the 
station-house, fearing the train would start before 
he could reach his post. As he did so, a glitter- 
ing object at his feet arrested his attention, and 
stooping down he picked up an elegant gold 
watch, with a part of the guard chain attached, 


THE YOUNG BRAKEMAN. . 


which the old gentleman had evidently lost in 
his unlucky gyrations. He had but just time to 
get to his post before he was whirled away amid 
the cheers of the bystanders, who had witneseed 
the spectacle, and before his terrified protege had 
at all collected, his scattered senses. 

“ You're always in lack, Ned Lovell, whether 
it’s for catching up pretty girls, or miserly old 
carmudgeons;” shouted Bill Snooks; “but 
hang me if I’d risk my life for such an old wretch 
as Phil Lee.” 

“ You know the gentleman, then?” 

“T’ve reason to know him, the hypocritical 
old reprobate. He’s as rich as Croesus, but as 
tight as the bark of a tree to his help.” 

“But why do you think him so mean and 
miserly ?” 

“ Because he pretends to piety, and yet all the 
time keeps heaping up riches, in the shape of 
stocks, and mills, and city lots, and broad acres, 
which he’ll most likely take to another world 
with him when he goes, for fear it would do 
somebody:some good here if he left it. I expect 
he starved his wife to death, when she died; and 
his only daughter I’ve no doubt he’d swap away 
for a gold piece any day.” 

“You seem very bitter against him, perhaps 
your jadgment is warped in some way.” 

“Not at all. Wight will tell you that I speak 
the trath. We've both been in his employ, I 
reckon.’” 

“Yes, indeed,” echoed Wight, “ and a meaner 
man I never wish tosee. Your heroism in thrown 
away in saving the life of such a man, Ned 
Lovell. You'd better let him have gone to the 
deuce, and done with it.” 

A few weeks after this, as Edward was step- 
ping from the train in the Boston depot, he un- 
expectedly encountered the same old gentleman 
he had picked up on the road, and taking the 
watch from his pocket, he stepped up and asked 
if it belonged to him. 

“Yes indeed,” said the gentleman, with a 
smile, “here are my initials engraved on the 
back. Bat how—where—” he looked up, but 
Edward had vanished. He would not wait to 
be questioned, or thanked by a character so des- 
picable as he supposed Phil Lee to be; and he 
scorned the idea of taxing the generosity of a 
miser for a reward. 

Bat Edward was deceived after all by his asso- 
ciates, who had been dismissed from the gentle- 
man’s employ for gross neglect of duty; for he 
was really a good, generous, and noble-spirited 
man, though a proud one; rapidly increasing in 
wealth, it is trne, but getting it honestly, and 
spending it for good and philanthropic purposes. 
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He knew Edward at once, and being deeply 
gratefal for the life he had saved, and highly 
pleased with the honesty he displayed in return- 
ing tHe watch so promptly, he was good deal 
disappointed at his leaving him so suddenty. 

“ This young man evidently wishes to remain 
unknown to me,” he said to himeelf. “I discover 
the ingenuousness of modest diffidence in his coun- 
tenance, as well as an uncommon share of energy 
and good sense. They tell me he is only a com- 
mon hand upon the road, but I am very sure he 
is capable of filling much higher positions. I 
must look to it by-and-by.” 

Being an ingenious, witty, good-looking and 
generous-hearted fellow, Edward was admired 
and appreciated by his set; butas he was young, 
poor, unpolished, and had no powerfal friends to 
revommend him, he had hitherto been compelled 
to toil in the ranks, with little prospect of promo- 
tion elsewhere. 

Bat achange came at last, and promotions 
followed so rapidly that he himself wondered 
how his merits came to be discovered and appre- 
ciated. He proved himself capable of every 
trast committed to his charge, however, and now 
that the spirit of ambition was fairly roused, it 
seemed astonishing how fast he improved in per- 
son, mind and manners. 

After confining himself to his dangerous busi- 
ness for many months, Edward got a month’s 
leave of absence, and went to visit his widowed 
mother in the country. 

She was poor and partly dependent upon his 
exertions for a sapport. But since he left home 
she had taken a few boarders from the fashionable 
school lately established there, and when he had 
visited her since, their presence had been rather 
annoying to him. But now it was vacation, he 
reflected, and they would all be gone, and when 
he left the cars a mile or two from home, and 
marched off across the fields, in preference to 
taking the stage, he looked forward with pleasure 
to the long and uninterrupted interview he should 
have with a mother who was very dear to him. 

His course led along the banks of a little lake, 
where he had often wandered and sported in 
childhood, and he was standing in a deeply 
shaded nook that overlooked the lake, thinking 
intently of the past; when his musings 
were interrupted by the rustling of the leaves 
and branches near him; and a minute af- 
terwards, a female form crept into view, upon 
the lower branch of an old tree that grew out 
horizontally over the water, some twenty feet. 

Her face was half concealed by an odious 
bloomer hat; but the fine form, and graceful 
motiong, could not fail to arrest his attention ; 
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and the trouble she had in arranging her fashion- 
able skirts excited his mirth to such a degree, 
that decorum alone prevented his indulging in a 
hearty burst of laughter. Having arranged them 
at last to her satisfaction, the young lady sat 
down in the crooked seat he remembered of old, 
took a book from her pocket, and went to 
reading. 

But her mind evidently soon wandered from. 
the printed page to the works of nature around 
her; and in looking up she discovered the tiny 
nest of a humming bird upon one of the drooping 
branches. She rose suddenly, and in stepping 
forward with the book in one hand, and the 
other outstretched towards the prize, her foot 
slipped, and she was precipitated down. 

But O, Shade of Eugenie! what a fall was 
there! Those abominable crinolines, ropes, 
hoops and what not, caught firmly upon a broken 
branch, and in spite of her shrieks and struggles, 
hung the fair lady up between the heavens and 
the earth, with her head and shoulders submerged 
in the dark waters. 

Edward forgot to laugh at the ridiculousness 
of her position, when he saw the imminent danger 
she was in from drowning; but with his usual 
readiness, he pulled out and opened his jack- 
knife, while running with all speed to the rescue. 
The water was not more than waist deep; and 
rushing in as quick as possible, he raised the fair 
maiden ont of it with one hand, while he hacked 
off the odious hoops with the other, and then 
brought her safe to land. 

She had struggled and swung herself out of the 
water, and shrieked and tore at her stout gar- 
ments, till she was strangled, and her strength 
exhausted, and now she was black in the face 
and nearly senseless. 

He laid her down gently upon the soft, mossy 
bank, and was parting the dark, dishevelled hair 
from her face, when she canght her breath and 
began to revive. He then raised her to a sitting 
posture, and supported her with his arm, till she 
became sensible of surrounding objects. He 
watched the changing hues upon her countenance 
with the deepest interest, and when it resumed 
its natural color, he ventured to ask ina low 
tone if she was better. 

As she turned and looked up eagerly in his 
face, the truth flashed upon her palsied mind, and 
overcome with shame and confusion, she covered 
her face with her hands and burst into tears. 

“Do not let it distress you,” he said, guessing 
her feelings; ‘‘ we are all liable to accidents, and 
det us thank God that this did not end fatally.” 

Deeply mortified at the accident, and frightened 
to find herself in the arms of a stranger, the girl 
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started up as soon as she had collected hersenses 
and ran away with the speed of an antelope. 

“That’s cool, any way,” exclaimed Edward, 
as he looked after her with an eager, half-pro- 
voked air. ‘She didn’t even stop to thank me 
for this ducking, to say nothing of all the anxiety 
she has given me for a year or more.” For in 
this pretty wood and water nymph, he had dis- 
covered his fair inamorata of the Launay station. 

He sat down and mused upon it fora while 
regretfully, and then hunting up his carpet bag, 
he took outa pretty, white summer suit, made 
himself presentable, and marched on towards 
home. He had sent no word of his coming, hop- 
ing to give his mother a pleasant surprise, so in 
he walked without ringing, just as they were sit- 
ting down to dinner. 

“Why, Edward, did you rain down tous?” 
said his mother, as she rose to greet him; and 
then turning, she presented, “ my son ” to “ Miss 
Jennie Le Roy, one of my boarders, who is spend- 
ing the vacation with me, in the absence of her 
father from the city.” 

Edward could hardly command his counte- 
nance, when in Miss Le Roy he recognized the 
heroine of the morning ; and the maiden herself 
sufficiently betrayed her confusion at the sight of 
him. She rose, as if to fly from the room ; then 
sat down again, blushing to the roots of her hair, 
and seeming more than half inclined, cry. He 
saw it all, and charitably withdrew his mother’s 
attention from her till the meal was nearly over ; 
and then the old lady being called out of the 
room, he said, “I hope you feel no bad effects 
from your accident this morning ?” 

“No,” said Miss Jennie, and her face flushed 
up in an instant. “But I will not stay here to 
be the butt of your ridicule and the laughing 
stock of the wholo village. I will go home this 
very day.” And up she rose to leave the room. 

“Forgive me,” said Edward, as he intercepted 
her flight, “if I wounded your feelings by allud- 
ing to the subject’; and believe me when I say 
that you will meet with no ridicule or exposure 
from me, and no one else knows anything of the 
occurrence.” 

“ But it mortifies me to think—” she began. 

“Think nothing about it then; or if you do, 
remember that you were saved from a fearful 
death,” said he, seriously. 

“You must think me an ungrateful girl, but I 
am not,” said she, feelingly ; “I am deeply sen- 
sible of the value of the service you rendered me 
on this, and I believe on a former occasion; but 
I must confess that I am foolishly sensitive to 
ridicule. Will you pardon my rudeness and 
seeming ingratitude ?” 





THE YOUNG BRAKEMAN. 


“Yes, if you will promise not to run away 
because of my coming home,” he answered, 
laughingly. 

Whether she promised or not, the young lady 
did not run away, and strangely enough, before 
the month was over, she forgot that she was a 
rich man’s daughter and he a poor woman’s son. 
Young and unhackneyed in worldly wisdom, she 
thought of no harm from the intimate compan- 
ionship that grew up between them ; nor did she 
analyze her own feelings enough to know why it 
was she derived so'much pleasure from his society. 
Gradually as their acquaintance progressed, she 
forgot rank and caste, in looking into his hand- 
some face, or listening to his eloquent voice ; and 
when leaning upon his arm in their pleasant 
woodland rambles, or mingling in the home cir- 
cle which his presence made a paradise, she little 
dreamed how immeasurably her friends would 
think she was descending in the social scale by 
such companionship. But their parting at the 
end of the month, and the feeling of desolation 
that came over her after he was gone, gave her 
some clue to the secret of her heart's mysteries. 

But Edward himself was not so ignorant of 
the state of his own feelings. He knew that he 
loved her from the first; but he also knew how 
wide a chasm separated them ; a chasm which 
hope and ambition whispered he might o’erleap 
at some future time, if he could inspire her with 
kindred sentiments. He dared not ask her if he 
had done this, as yet; though the question trem- 
bled upon his lips in the hour of parting; but he 
resolved to accept the invitation to call upon her 
in her city home, and did so a few months after- 
wards. He knew that she was then moving like 
a brilliant star in the most fashionable circles, 
and hardly dared to approach her in her splendid 
mansion ; but he did so, and was received with 
evident pleasure. He repeated the call again 
and again, with like success, and each successive 
visit his hopes grew brighter. 

“ What young man was that I met upon the 
steps as. I came in to-night, Jennie?” said that 
young lady’s father to his daughter one evening, 

“T suppose it was Mr. Lovell,” said Jennie, 
with a blush. 

“Lovell—Loyell—I_ know of no respectable 
young man of that name, I am sure. Pray tell 
us who and what he is?” And he gave hera 
keen, searching look. 

“ He is the son of the lady I boarded with in 
the country last year,’’ said Jenny, faintly. 

“What, a poor country clown! Surely you 
are not keeping up a clandestine acquaintance 
with such a fellow as that. Tell me, has he been 
here before ?” 
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“ He has,” said Jennie, firmly. 

“ How many times ” 

“T cannot tell.” 

“ Ah, then I have purposely boen kept in ig- 
norance of the fact,” said he, frowaingly. “Is 
it not so?” 

“No, dear father, bat he always happened to 
call in your hours of business, and I am sure I 
thought no harm of it.” 

“ Well, it’s time the acquaintance was dropped, 
and you may tell him po if he ealls again.” 

“ Bat father,” said she, beseechingly. 

Let there be no bats about it. Those people 
were poor and low, and not fit associates, for the 
heiress of all my wealth; and if I had known 
the woman had a son, I would not have allowed 
you to remain there so long.” 

Jennie dared not reply to this, for she had 
been taught to yield unquestioning obedience to 
her father’s wishes, but from some cause her pil- 
low that night was wet with tears. 

‘When Edward called again he thought Jennie 
looked pale and discomposed, and was more 
silent and reserved than usual. 

“ Are you ill, Miss Le Roy, or am I an unwel- 
come visitor?” he asked, unable to endure the 
suspense it cost him. 

“ Neither,” said Jennie, hesitatingly, “or at 
least, not unwelcome to me, but—bat—I wish 
you would not come here again at present. My 
father is displeased ; and perhaps I have done 
wrong in receiving you without his knowledge.” 

It evidently cost her a great struggle to say 
this, and she colored painfully under his seareh~ 
ing gaze, as she did so. 

“He knew nothing of my coming then ?” 

“No, I believe not,” said Jennie, with down- 
cast eyes. 

“ Miss Le Roy, did you mean to deceive fim, 
and bewilder me, with the vain hope that I might 
one day win areturn of the passionate love I 
bear you, for the pleasure of casting me off at 
last?” said he, passionately, ‘“ O, mast I believe 
that you, whose image is enshrined in the holiest 
recesepe of my heart, could deceive me with the 
wiles of a coquette 1” 

“No, no,” said Jemnie, “ do not believe it.” 

He got up and paced the floor as she said this, 
and at last stopping before her, he said, “I see 
how itis. I ought not to blame you that I have 
deceived myself with false hopes. Ishould have 
known better than to raise my eyes to one #0 far 
above me in wealth and station. I should have 
known that your friends would scorn me, and 
that with your education, intellect, and high 
social position, you yourself would look down on 
one so poor, unpolished and superficial as myself ; 
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and only tolerate my presence from motives of 
generous pity. But it is all over now. I shall 
trouble you no more by my presence. I go, and 
must bid you an everlasting farewell.” 

“Edward,” she sobbed, “it were better I 
know, but I cannot allow one to whom I owe my 
life to go, believing that I have carelessly deceived 
and sported with his feelings. I was grateful for 
the great service you rendered me at first; and 
my treatment of you since has ever been but a 
reflex of my feelings. What can I say more ?” 

“Say, O say that you do return my fond love.” 

“ Well, I do, though I ought not to say it.” 

*O, may I believe this, dear Jennie,” said he. 

“Ft is true,whatelse is false,” said she, blushing. 

“And yet you bade me leave you.” 

“I knew not that you cared for me then, and 
only did as my father bade me.” 

“ And is there nothing that will win his favor 
but the gold for which 20 many give their lives ?” 

“TI fear not; he has ever favored the richest 
of my suitors.” 

“Then I will remove mountains but what I 
will win it, if you will wait for mo, dear Jennie. 
T have this very day received a tempting offer to 
0 to the land of gold, which for your sake I will 
accept to-morrow. If I win what I go to seek, I 
will return and claim your hand. If I dio, drop 
a tear to one who loves you better than life.” 

“Tt were a pity to spoil such a beautifal ro- 
mance as this,” said Jennie’s father, stepping out 
from behind the shadowy damask window cur- 
tain, and looking from one to the other with a 
quizzical air. ‘I little thought,” he continued, 
“when I dropped off into a doze upon that win- 
dow seat this evening, that I was to be a witness 
in my dreams of such an interesting theatrical 
performance as this.” 

Both gazed upon the old gentleman for a 
moment in astonishment ; and then Jennie, with 
the exclamation “Father!” upon her lips, sank 
into a seat, and covered her face with her hands, 
while Edward drew himself up prondly and defi- 
antly, as if prepared for a storm, being notte the 
tes astounded at his sudden appearance, than at 
the discovery that it was the father of the girl he 
loved so fondly, whose life he had saved upon 
the railroad. 

There was a silence of some minutes, and then 
the old gentleman said, “‘Do you remember me, 
young gentleman?” 

“I think I do,” said Edward, drily. 

“And do you think I owe you anything?” 

“A few curses, perhaps, for stealing your 
daughter’s heart.” 

“And how much gold for the life you perilled 
your own to save?” 
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“None. I never peril my life for gold.” 

“ Ah, but you do it every day ; and did I not 
hear you just now, offering to do it for Jennie?” 

“ That is a different matter altogether, and for 
her no sacrifice were too dear.” 

“T see, you value her life a great deal higher 
than mine; but it suits me just now to estimate 
both at the samo price. Youevidently think me 
a stingy old fellow, who values a copper higher 
than he docs his life; and [ shall have to give 
you my Jennie, and my whole fortune, before 
you will change your mind.” ° 

“You mock me,” said Edward, disdainfally. 

“ We will soe. Come here, Jennie.” 

She obeyed tremblingly. 

“Now, Jennie, is what you told this young fel- 
low just now true, about loving him, and so on ?” 

“ Yes, father,” said Jennie, hanging herhead. 

“ And you love her, do you sir?” 

“ Better than the whole world beside ;” said he. 

“ Well, then, I shall not be the one to separate 
you; for my daughter’s happiness is more 
precious to me than my whole fortune. It is 
trae, Edward Lovell, that I should not have 
selected one in your station for my daughter’s 
husband; but knowing that she has made her 
own choice, and that it has fallen upon one to 
whom I owe a deep debt of gratitude, I cheerfully 
acquiesce in her decision ; and the more readily, 
as I know she has chosen worthily.” 

“Tam deeply grateful for your kindness and 
forbearance,” said Edward; ‘“ but how know 
you aught of my merits?” 

“Do not think because you avoided my ac- 
quaintance, that my watchful eye has not been 
upon you,” said Le Roy, smilingly. “I heard of 
your filial devotion; of your triumphant resist- 
ance of strong temptation ; of your native talent, 
courage, and nobleness of soul, till I learned to 
admire your character; and unknown to you, 
my influence as director of the road, has been at 
work in your behalf over since our first fortunate 
meeting. But for all that, Edid not know that 
it was your mother to whom I sent my daughter 
in the country, at the recommendation of a friend, 
or your mother’s son I bade her dismiss the other 
day from her presence.” 

“Nor did I know that you were Miss Le Roy’s 
father till this evening, as I had heard you called 
by another name,” said Edward, smiling. 

Jennie was surprised and pleased to find that 
her father and Edward knew each other. Mutual 
explanations followed, and the evening passed 
pleasanfly to all parties. Before long the old 
firm of Philip Le Roy received the addition of a 
new partnerin Jennie’s husband, who proved a 
valuable acquisition to the establishment. 
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THE OLD YEW TREE. 





BY CHARLES GRISWOLD. 





The old yew tree, by the cottage door, 
+ Which sheltered my boyhood’s home, 
‘With twisted trank and branches awry, 
Isee thee wherever I roam. < 


In summer days, as the hours pass by, 
Bweet visions of beyhood I see; 

What hopeful dreams of coming years 
Were nursed ‘neath the old yew tree. 


The sunlight played on its pointed leaves, 
Which shaded the ivy-capped walls; 

Far sweeter to me is the old yew tree 
Than the glory of festive-lit halls. 


The frosts of old age have sllvered wy hair, 
Once golden and waving in glee; 

But memory’s pinions my spirit bear 
Far back to the old yew tree. 


When shadows of death my eyelids shade, 
And the old man no more you will mee, 

Let the green grass wave where my body is laid, 
At the foot of the old yew tree. 





KIDNAPPING A BRIDE. 





BY ERNESTINE HAMILTON. 





Henry Murray, a young man of twenty-four 
years, tall and manly, was riding on a spirited 
horse through a lovely part of the State of New 
York towards the metropolis, whence he expected 
s00n to depart on a tour through Europe. 

Wrapped in meditation, he heeded naught until 
he heard a long, loud cry, full of suffering, and 
looking around hastily, he saw himself directly 
before an old brown farm-house, from which the 
cry proceeded. Ho listened; it was repeated, 
together with loud angry tones, and the young 
man with one bound sprang from his horse and 
entered the open door. A stout,red-faced woman 
was cruclly beating a girl, whose slight form 
shrank from every blow. His looks of indigna- 
tion only served to increase the ire of the woman. 

“Stop, I command you !” cried Henry. 

A look, half of fenr, half defiance, rested on 
the woman’s face as she said, “I’ve a right to 
treat her as I please, I guess, for all a stranger.” 

“ She isn’t my mother,” sobbed the girl, glid- 
ing to Henry’s side for protection. 

“Say that again, will you!” exclaimed the 
woman, foriously, at the same time advancing 
with her heavy riding-whip uplifted. 

“Save me! save me!” she cried, in terror. 

“Fear not, you are safe,” retarned Henry, in 
a reassuring tone, and turning to the woman he 
said, “ Madam, if she is your child, how comes 

it that yon are destitute of every natural feeling ?” 

“I didn’t say she was mine; she’s my hus- 
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band's, and I'll treat her as I please,” returned 
the woman, doggedly. 

“Where is your husband 9” he asked. 

“Father's gone away, a great ways,” sobbed 
the child. 

“Who told you to speak, I’d like to know, 
miss? but I'll soon settle with you,” she added, 
shaking the whip significantly. 

“When do you expect your father?” he asked 
of the girl. 

“To-morrow. Mother don’t treat me so when 
father’s here,” she said, clinging closer to his 
coat. “At least when’ he’s sober,” she added. 

Ilarry reflected for a moment that he might be 
making matters worse, and if the father would 
return so soon, he had better leave them, and he 
said to the woman, “ Madam, remember there 
comes the judgment, and what will your sentence 
be, if you continue to crush the spirit of this 
child ? and—” 

“None of your business !” retorted the woman. 

“Don’t leave me! I‘hate her! She will kill 
me!” cried the child, passionately clinging to his 
coat as he turned to depart. 

A sudden thought struck him. 
with me?” he asked, kindly. 

“O yes, take me with you! she will kill me 
when you are gone.” 

Henry gathered the child in his arms, and say- 
ing “ good-morning,” coolly, he took the child 
and placed her on the saddle before him. He 
bowed to the enraged being who ran screaming 
to the gate, but she was too late, and the horse 
went swiftly on with its double burden, while the 
woman, vowing vengeance, ran in to dovise some 
way of pursuing them. 

The strangeness of the occurrence suddenly 
flashed over Henry’s mind, and he became aware 
of his own imprudence, and the thought that he 
might have incurred the penalty of the law, made 
him uneasy, 

“Whose house is that?” he asked, to divert 
his thoughts, as he entered the suburbs of a bean- 
tiful lite village. 

“Squire Morton’s; he’s a magistrate,” an- 
swered his little protege. 

With a sudden resolution he alighted, and 
taking the little bare-headed girl, entered tho 
open door and asked for Mr. Morton. 

“Tam he,” answered a portly man, advancing. 

Henry told him all the circumstances and found 
that be was indeed liable to imprisonment for 
“ kidnapping.” 

“What can Ido? Surely not return her to 
her step-mother.”” 

“You might marry her,” said the magistrate. 

“ How old are you 1” asked Harry, of the girl. 


“ Will you go 
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“Fourteen to-day.” . 

“Good in law,” said the squire. 

“Will you marry us?” asked Harry, glad to 
get ont as easy as that. 

“No I wont, but get some parson; I wish not 
to offend the girl’s father who is a troublesome 
fellow, though I pity the girl.” 

“Can you direct us to a minister ?” 

“You will find one nextdoor. Betty may call 
him in, if you wish.” 

Henry took the young girl aside and asked her 
consent, telling her that otherwise she must re- 
turn to her mother; the child gratefully accepted 
his offer, and in a few moments more Nellie 
Brown and Henry Murray were man and wife. 

Immediately after the ceremony, Henry procur. 
ed his bride a bonnet and shawl, and they resumed 
their journey. They rode all night in the cars 
and the next day were near the metropolis. 
Nellie was weak and tired after her long and 
wearisome journey, and it was the second after- 
noon ere they alighted on the broad steps of a 
fashionable boarding-school. It was the last day 
of June, and madame was surprised at receiving 
8 pupil the day after the school was dismissed ; 
but Henry gracefully apologized and said to her: 

“Tam going to Europe, and shall leave my 
ward behind. I shall be happy to leave her in 
your establishment, assured that her interests will 
be well cared for. Madame Wilson will remem- 
ber that I had once a cousin under her charge.” 

“Annie Murray! Ah, yes I remember; she 
was a favorite pupil,” and madame smoothed 
her black silk dress complacently. 

“T hope Miss Nellie Murray will receive your 
kindest care.” 

“ Be assured she will, sir,” but madame gave a 
glance at the browa elfin locks, at the plain calico 
dress, and thought, “can she be a Murray? 
Sho will be a disgrace to me.” Butshe changed 
her opinion when she saw the full purse that he 
placed in her hand for clothing to be procured for 
his ward, and when she knew that Nellie possessed 
such another. They parted, and that was the 
first real look Henry had of his bride’s face. 

“T must say ‘farewell’ now, Nellie; keep our 
marriage a secret till I return.” 

“Shan’t I wear the ring?” whispered Nellie, 
as sho turned the golden circlet around her finger. 

“Yes, you will never take it off, my dear! 
Think sometimes of me, and write often. Don’t 
be turned from the right by any one, and bea 
noble woman ; for my sake as well as your own.’’ 
And Henry pressed her to his bosom, kissed her, 
and was gone. 

. When school again opened, Nellie who was 
now quiet and self-possessed, watched with in- 
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tense intcrest for her who was to share her room. 
One young lady, who came at the close of the 
first school-day, proved to be the one, and as 
Nellie gazed at her, she felt that Julia Stanley 
could never be a dear friend and confidant to her. 
Julia was fifteen, taller than Nellie, with blue 
eyes, light hair and pretty features, with not more 
than a tithe of the expression which rendered 
Nellie so beautiful. 

The first commencement day came, and Nellie 
outdid herself and mates; yet there was no eye 
to look on in approbation, or kindle with pride 
at her triumphs ; she was alone. Then came a 
letter from Europe, from Henry himself, contain- 
ing @ jewelled locket, with his miniature. What’ 
a comfort it was to Nellie! how often she gazed 
on the semblance of that noble countenance and 
wept tears, many and of mixed emotions! Julia 
found one day that she posseséed this locket, and 
she was determined to obtain it; one night 
when Nellie lay asleep, Julia gently unclasped it, 
and gazed long within it. She did not restore it, 
and Nellie grew pale and sad foritsloss. Afew , 
weeks after she awoke one me ming and found it 
on her bosom. Joy almost overcame her, but 
she could only conjecture whence it came. 

It was almost two years when there came a 
watch, small and studded with costly gems, with 
a golden chain of exquisite workmanship, from 
the wanderer to Nellie. She became moro than 
ever an object of wonder and admiration to her 
school friends, wha seemed to think her gifted 
with Aladdin’s lamp, or the cap of Fortunatus. 

All the months Nellie had spent at Rockdale 
seminary had been filled with yearnings for sym- 
pathy, even as her whole life had been. True, 
she received affectionate letters from Henry, but 
they began, “ Dear child,” or in some such man- 
ner, not recognizing in her a right to womanhood 
and the love he should lavish ona wife. She 
knew why he married her and she resolved to 
win his love, to become such a woman as he 
would be proud to own. 

The last day of Commencement had come, and 
it was Nellie’s sixteenth birthday. Sho was to 
read an original poem, and as she stood on the 
stage, she entranced all by the beanty of her 
thoughts, the force of her expressions, as well as 
her own loveliness. Her form was slight, of 
medium height, with her face full of sensibility. 
‘There was a pure, radiant look on her handsome 
face, and her eyes flashed with thought and feel- 
ing,as noble as uncommon to most girls of her age. 

Henry Murray, though unknown, was among 
the spectators, and though he had’ seen beauties 
of all descriptions, yet he yielded his heart to this 
unknown girl. He now for the first time regretted 
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his marriage, for he felt that it would be an in- 
surmountable barrier to any acquaintance with 
this peerless beauty. 

He entered the parlor after the poem was con- 
cluded, and despatched a servant for Miss Mur- 
ray. He paced theroom till he heard alight step 
in the hall ; turning, he saw the young poetess. 

“ Pardon me,” said he, “is Miss Murray here?” 

“Tam she,” said Nellie, demurely. 

“Nellie! My wife, my own Nellie!” And 
she was clasped in his arms and her pale face 
pressed against his bronzed cheek. 

Some of the school-girls entered, among others 
Julia Stanley, who failed to recognize in the 
bronzed and bearded man the hero of the locket. 
They saw with surprise the head of Nellie on 
this stranger’s breast, but the head was not lifted 
even when Madame Wilson entered the room. 

“Miss Murray, I am shocked; are you not 
aware that it is very improper for your head to 
lie there, even if he is your guardian? He is too 
young for such familiarities; come with me,” 
said Madame Wilson, with some asperity. 

The pupils in the hall gathered in, but still 
Nellie’s head lay on Henry’s breast, and when 
she strove to raise it he gently held it there. 

“Madame Wilson, is it not natural that’ Mfrs. 
Murray should welcome her husband with affec- 
tion after such a long separation ?”” 

“Nellie married! Impossible!” 

“Not at all, madame, Nellie was my wife when 
I brought her here. I thank you for your care of 
her. Nellie,” he said, “get ready to leave now.” 

Nelly glided away, and soon returned prepared 
to accompany her husband to his city home. The 
leave-taking was brief but affectionate between 
herself and companions, and in a few minutes 
sho was seated by her husband’s side, while the 
horse’s heads were turned towards their home. 

Nelly had never dared communicate with her 
childhood’s home up to this time, but she soon 
learned that her father’s intemperate habits had 
cost him his life. As to her own future, it was 
one of peaceful and abundant happiness. 


BISHOP CHEVERUS, 

An American gentleman once called on Car- 
dinal Cheverus, and while talking with him of 
his old friends in America, said the contrast be- 
tween the cardinal’s position in the episcopal 
palace of Bordeaux and in his former humble 
residence when he was in Boston, was a very 
striking one. The hamble and pious prelate 
smiled, and taking his visitor by the arm, led 
him from the stately hall in which they were 
conversing, into a narrow room furnished in a 
style of austere simplicity : “The palace,” said 
he, “ which you have seen and admired so much, 
is the residence of the Cardinal Archbishop of 
Bordeaux, but this little chamber is where John 
Cheverus fives.” —Salina Eagle. 
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A young gentleman, articled to an attorney in 
London, was tried at the Old Bailey on the 17th 
and 19th of July, 1824, on five indictments for 
different acts of theft. A person resembling the 
prisoner in size and general ap) ce had 
called at various shops in the metropolis for the _ 
purpose of looking at books, jewelry, and other 
articles, with the pretended intention of makin; 
purchases, but made off with the property plac 
before him while the storek were engaged 
looking out other articles. each of these 
cases the prisoner was positively identified by 
several persons, while in a majority of them an 
alibi was as clearly ».nd positively established ; 
and the young man was proved to be of orderly 
habits and irreproachable character, and under 
no temptation for want of money to resort to 
dishonesty. Similar depredations on other 
tradesmen had been committed by a person 
resembling the prisoner; and these persons 
proved that, though there was a considerable 
resemblance in the prisoner, he was not the 
person who hed robbed them. The prisoner 
was convicted upon one indictment, but acquit- 
ted on all the others, and the judge and jurors 
who tried the last three cases expressed their 
conviction that the witnesses had been mistaken, 
and that the prosecutors had been robbed by 
another person resembling the prisoner. A 
pardon was immediately procured in respect of 
tha charge on which conviction had taken 
place. 

Not many months before the last-mentioned 
case arespectable young man was tried fora 
highway robbery committed at Bethnal Green, 
in which neighborhood both he and the prose- 
cutor resided. The prosecutor swore positively — 
that the prisoner was the man who robbed him 
of his watch. The counsel for the prisoner 
called a genteel young woman, to whom the 
prisoner paid his addresses, who gave evidence 
which proved a complete alibi. The prosecuter 
was then ordered out of court, and in the interval 
another young man, of the name of Greenwood, 
who awaited his trial on a capital charge of 
felony, was introdaced and placed by the side of 
the prisoner. The prosecutor was put up 
in the witness-box and addressed thus; ‘‘ Re- 
member, sir, the life of this young man depends 
upon your reply to the question I am about to 
put. Will you swear again that the young man 
at the bar is the person who assaulted rob- 
bed you?” The witness turned his head to- 
wards the dock, when beholding two men so 
nearly alike, he became petrified with astonish- 
ment, dropped his hat, and was speechless for a 
time, but at length declined swearing to either. 
The young man was of course acquitted. Green- 
wood was tried for another offence and executed ; 
and a few hours before his death acknowledged 
that he had commmitted the robbery with which 
the other was charged.— Manchester Guardian. 





The Richmond South says that child 
has recently been born in th® nel; ood of 
ltinggold, in that county, with twenty-six fingers 
and toes. It has six toes on each foot, and sev- 
en fingers on each hand. There are two full 
sized thumbs on each hand, and two little fingera. 
All these limbs are said to be perfect. 
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DEATH. 





BY BEATRICE. 


Tam a stranger in the land, 
‘Where my forefathers trod; 

‘A stranger I unto each heart, 
But not unto my God! 


I pass along the crowded streets, 
Unrecognised my name; 

This thought will come amid regrets, 
My God is still the same! 


I seek with joy my childhood’s home, 
But strangers claim the sod; 

Not knowing where my kindred roam, 
Btill present is my God! 


They tell me that my friends all sleep 
Beneath the valley clod; 

O, is not faith submissive sweet! 
I have no friend save God! 


———__+ 2+ = + ____ 


MISER MARTYN. 





BY MARGARET VERNE. 


Miser Marryrn sat before his fire. It was a 
very low, poor fire, sending out but a few flick- 
ering rays over the crazy brick hearth upon 
which it was built; lighting up for a moment 
now and then, the old brown, barren-looking 
room; and throwing upon the wall opposite 
the sharp, thin features and form of the old man 
as he sat crouching there in his chair. O, what 
a ghostly face was that, that moved up and down, 
up and down upon the wall! The chin was 
sharp and peaked; the eyebrows heavy and 
o’erarching, and the hair that rose above his 
forebead looked like a great crown resting there. 
His shoulders were drawn forward, and his long 
arms crossed upon his lap. O, how merry was 
the rosy, happy light, as it took the dark shadow 
playfally in its arms and rocked backward and 
forward with it, backward and forward upon the 
ceiling, holding it just as a mother would hold 
her babe to her bosom. 

For a long time the flames danced about, and 
then faded slowly, slowly away, till they ceased 
altogether, and in their stead a bed of coals 
gleamed and shono upon the hearth. The miser 
rose up in his chair and cast a hurried glance at 
asmall pile of wood in the corner, then sank 
back again and shook his head dolefully, wrap- 
ping the while his thin, tattered coat about him. 

“No, no!” he said, eyeing the wood greedily, 
“no, I mast burn no more to-night, though I 
freeze. Wood costs money, money, and money 
is everything, yes, everything! It is the only 
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true friend I have ever found. I must hold 
fast to my money.” 

As he spoke he shook his head, earnestly, till 
the crown of silver hair that lay upon his forehead 
fell about his head and over his eyes like a white 
mist. Then he shivered, and brushed with his 
weak, trembling hands the hair from his eyes, 
and drew his chain nearer to the bright coals, 
muttering between his tecth as he did so “ money, 
money, money !”” 

How he looked crouching there, just as he had 
crouched for years ; till his manhood was wasted, 
his strength gone from him, and his heart hart 
like the gold he worshipped !_ Gold! what woul 
he not suffer to feast his eyes uponit! As he 
sat there some one rapped upon the door of his 
room. It was a low, timid rap, but it startlod 
him and he crept softly and stealthily to the littlo 
cupboard that contained his treasures, to assure 
himsclf that all was right there, before he ven- 
tured to open the door. A hard, crabbed ex- 
pression spread over his face as he went forward 
and lifted the rusty latch. 

Achild appeared before him; a bright, happy 
looking little girl, with a world of light spark- 
ling.from the depths of her blue eyes, and her 
round, red lips dimpled about with smiles. 

“T have brought you something,” she said, 
holding out towards him upon a small plata, a 
hot, smoking biscuit. : 

“Who told you to bring it hero?” asked the 
old man, gruffly, reaching out his poor hand as 
he spoke. “I sha’n’t give you anything for it; 
I don’t want it!” 

“O, sir, but I don’t want anything, and no 
one told me to bring it to you. I thought you 
didn’t have any one to cook you nice things, and 
that you must be very lonesome; so I came. 
‘Wont you take the plate to eat it on?” 

“No, no! take it home; don’t bring me any- 
thing again,” and he turned to close the door. 

“Good-night!” rang outthe clear, sweet voivo 
of the child as she tripped away. 

Miser Martyn stopped suddenly, and repeated 
the words over to himself—“ good-night, good- 
night !’’—then he put his head out of the door 
again to listen. The little girl had vanished in 
the darkness. He looked up the long flight of 
stairs by his door; peered about the large, old 
hall wonderingly. The sunbeam had left him, 
but where had it gone? sSo he went back to the 
coals upon his hearth, murmuring, not the word 
that had laid uoholily upon his lips for years, 
but “good-night,” in something like a softened 
tone. He set the biscuit down beside him, and 
bent his face upon his hands, looking with his 
great hollow eyes into the fire. The coals still 
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glistened and sparkled, and the wind came. in 
roaring gusts adown the chimney, It whistled 
about, and rattled the rickety windows, and 
shook as if it were a strong hand the loosely- 
hung doors ; then howled low and mournfully 
until it died away in long, heavy breaths. But 
the old man did not heed it, he sat like one en- 
tranced. He could see his whole life from its 
first beginning up to the present moment stretch- 
ed out like a path across the blazing coals. 

He could see a red farm-house with roses 
growing by its sides, and lilacs and apple trees 
skirting the path that led from its door adown 
to the road. He could see trees clustering at its 
back ; trees white and fragrant with blossoms in. 
May, so full that they gave their leaves like 
pearls to crown the emerald beauty of the shin- 
ing grass at their feet ; white in May, but rich, 
red and purpling with fruitin the golden har- 
vest time, Nearer, nearer the old man bent his 
head to the embers. He was not looking at the 
fields of clover that rolled away like purple oceans 
from the brown barn ; not at the woods that rose 
up fresh and green in summer, and still fresh 
and green when the snow lay soft and white upon 
everything ; not at the birds that sang, nor the 
brooks that slid and sparkled in the summer 
sunshine. No, he could see a sweet, pale-faced 
woman going about in the little red farm-house ; 
a woman with a smile upon her lip that now 
seemed to him an eternal one. He bowed his 
head reyerently. .The pale hand of the woman 
was laid caressingly upon his hair; not hair sil- 
yered and frosted with age, but brown and 
glossy with youth. Gently, O, so gently! her 
hand rested upon his head and glided oyer his 
white, unbrowned forehead. 

His eyes were bright and sparkling, and his 
cheeks flashed deeply with the vigor and health 
ofboyhood. Nothing could check the flow of his 
ardent spirits. What a life lay before him! 
what happiness just within the ontstretching of 
his young arms. 

Buta change comes. The little farm-house 
grows dark. Day by day the step of the sweet- 
faced woman lightens. Her smile grows sweeter 
all the while and her voice more tender and 
touching. By-and-by she does not leave her 
room. He brings her flowers every morning 
from the garden and meadow, and tears steal 
into his eyes as. she smiles upon him, The times 
grow darker and darker, and he stays by her 
side all the time, until the darkness breaks out 
into a tempest. He looks upon the dead face of 
his mother. No more smiles are there for him; 
no more tender caresses; they are all buried in a 


bleak grave in the village burying-ground. 
uo 
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A long time passes and there is no light for 
him. His path is gloomy and cheerless, His 
home is no longer a home. A new mistress 
comes to preside over it. The roses bloom no 
more by the windows; nor the lilacs by the 
path that leads down to the road. There are no 
pleasant words for him, nothing but frowns and 
rebuffs. He goes away among strangers, and 
ere long a bright, cheery face is woven in with 
his hopes and dreams of the future. He labors 
and drudges, but cheerfully, since once more 
there is a bright place in his heart. He grows 
to be a strong man, and still that face is with 
him, daguerreotyped a living image upon his 
yery soul. There comes a time of pleasant an- 
ticipations, and he talks of a home that will be 
his ere long ; of a fair-faced girl who will soon 
be his wife. 

But a demon whispers something in his ear; 
a word like gold, and it haunts him until he gives 
up the home, and turns his back upon the hap- 
piness that waited but for him to grasp it. He 
turns"away from everything that will not yield 
him the harvest he seeks. He goes from his 
native land, and does not return antil he brings 
with him coffers of yellow gold. Still he is not 
satisfied, still there is a vacant place within his’ 
soul. He wanders wearily about, asking every- 
where for the young heart that he cast away 
from him years before; asking for the sweet- 
faced girl whose love he had repaid with ingrat- 
itude. But no one knows where she is. One 
person says she has married; another that she 
is dead, and stil] another that she went away off 
a long time ago, none knew whither. He never 
sees her again, and his life grows colder and 
harder every day. His gold is his god! he does 
not allow himself food enough for proper suste- 
nance ; cannot spare enough from his coffers to 
purchase himself a comfortable coat. He prays 
only over his gold; owns no friend but that; 
clasps nothing warmer in his trembling grasp, 
nothing more human. His life is worthless. 
He sees it in the dying, fading embers. It flows 
uselessly through his coffers of gold, out of them 
he does not exist. He sees suffering men, women 
and children in his way, stretching out their 
hands piteously to him, but he turns away from 
them, and hugs his treasures closer to him. 

A groan burst from the miser’s lips. The 
embers were almost dead. He held out his 
feeble arms towards the smouldering ruins. For 
a moment a single star of brightness rose above 
them, then all was darkness. Again the old 
man groaned and clasped his hands over his 
eyes to shut out the visions of the past. But 
he could not do it. The sweet-faced woman was 
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by his side in the dark, rickety room. Again she 
spoke encouragingly to him; told him to be a 
brave, good man, loving his neighbors as him- 
self; to be a tender man, a reverent man, help- 
ing the poor and down-trodden, the weary and 
afflicted; to give the destitute out of his 
abundance. 

“Tcan’t! I cant give up my gold!” broke 
from his lips. “ What shall I do without my 
gold?” 

The woman smfled and pointed towards the 
door. In an instant the thought flashed through 
his mind—the little girl smiled like his mother! 
He would give her all his wealth if she would 
come to him again! 

All night long he sat alone in the darkness, 
thinking of his mother, the little girl and his gold ; 
and when the morning came it found something 
like a smile upon his thin features. He built a 
fire upon the hearth, such an one as he had not 
allowed himself for a long time; bought a hot 
roll from the baker at the corner, and threw apen 
the old rickety blinds, and sat in the sunlight by 
the window as he ate it. During the forenoon 
he waited and watched for tho little visitor of the 
preceding evening, but she did not come. He 
looked out of the window and watched the peo- 
ple that poured out of the very house in which 
he lived. Old men bowed down with age; wo- 
men with hungry-looking babes upon their 
bosoms, and liftle children in thin and scanty 
garments, with buskets upon their arms, went 
shivering in the keen and frosty air. Some re- 
turned while he sat there with small bits of coal 
in their baskets, and their hands bent and be- 
numbed by the cold. Still the blue-eyed child 
for whom he waited came not. 

The afternoon waned before her timid rap 
sounded upon his door. 

“Come in!” called the voice of the old miser. 

The child hesitated. 

“ Come in!” he called again ; the second time 
in a pleasanter tone. The latch was slowly 
lifted, and the little girl entered the room. In 
her hand she held part of an apple, which she 
bashfully extended towards him. 

“Do you know all the folks in this house?” 
asked Miser Martyn, shortly, drawing the child 
to him. 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Are any of them poor t” 

“Poort O, yes, sir, very poor!” 

“How many families live in the house?” 

“As many as thirty, sir.” 

The old man shrugged his shoulders and 
clenched his fists, while the little one shied away 
from him. 
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“Do you know that Ihave gold?” he whis- 
pered in her ear, catching her by the arm again. 

She gave a quick, startled glance into his face, 
and said: 

“Some one told me so, but I didn’t believe it 
because you always looked so poor.” 

“You may believe it, for I am going to feed 
all the people in this house, if you will help me. 
Only you must laugh for me—langh a great 
deal!” 

“Feed all the folks—I help him—laugh,” 
repeated the child, not comprehending for a 
moment his words. “Do you mean that you 
will give them all something to eat? Mrs. 
Myers who has been sick so long, and the poor, 
lame shoemaker, and the little children whose 
mother is dead? all, every one? do you mean 
it?” she asked, her face radiant with joy. 

“Yes, all of them,” was the answer. 

“Dear, dear me! then I am the happiest little 
girl in the world, and you are the best man! All 
of them ?” and she clapped her hands and jump- 
ed up and down, and danced all about the room 
in her delight. The old man followed her, 
making a hobbling attempt to imitate her light, 
graceful motions. 

“May Ihelp you buy the things ?” she asked, 
catching hold of his hand. 

«Yes, yes, only laugh; laugh all the time!” 

“ We wont let them know anything abont it, 
will we, and we will buy coal and bread for 
every one of them? 0-0-oh! I-nam so happy!” 
and she commenced dancing about the room, 
again, while the old miser hobbled along after her. 

The next day was one of thanksgiving to the 
poor, wretched inmates of that old house. Nearly 
all day marketmen, grocer boys and coal men, 
stopped before its door, and distributed their 
burdens in the dreary-looking rooms. Little 
children danced about before the warm fires that 
sparkled upon the hearths, and crowed at the 
sight of the food that was piled up in their nar- 
rowhomes. Weary men and women took a new 
light in their hearts, and Alice, little Alice, who 
had labored all day with Miser Martyn, laughed 
and cried until she was hoarse at what she saw. 
The crowning joy of the day to her was, that the 
old man was going up stairs to board with her 
mother, on purpose to hear and sec her laugh, he 
said ; and that she should have nice and com- 
fortable clothes and go to school all the time. 

That night the pale, sweet-faced woman came 
to Miser Martyn in his dreams; came and lit 
up the whole long night with her smiles; and 
when he awoke in the morning, he said that bis 
forehead was cool from the caressing of her 
hands. 
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“THIS 15 4 GREAT COUNTRY.” 

So say the boys, and the boys are generally 
right about these matters, for they have all sta- 
tistical ideas pretty thoroughly cudgelled into 
their brains in their excellent common-school 
training ; and they moreover feel that the coun- 
try is great, in consequence of the free and inde- 
pendent spirit which pervades it, of which spirit 
their own crowding impulses and buoyant aspi- 
rations form an integral part. The United 
States aré great, physically, socially, politically, 
morally and intellectually; great to-day, and 
great in the possession of the trae elements of 
future grandeur. Nor can we find upon the page 
of history a parallel instance of national growth, 
either in rapidity or extent. By no mere human 
agencies can this wonderful growth be accounted 
for. The efforts of man would be powerless for 
such stupendous results. ° All that can be said 
towards solving the problem of American great- 
ness, is, that the time had come! The Old World 
had done its appointed work; nation after na- 
tion had grown up, flourished, and perished 
from the face of the earth; tyranny and oppres- 
sion had crushed the free spirit of man to the 
lowest point of compression; war upon war had 
desolated the fields of human industry, and the 
strong hand of power, temporal and spiritual, 
had shackled human thought and action. A 
mighty oppression demanded an adequate relief, 
and lo, the Huguenots of Carolina, the Cavaliers 
of Virginia, the Catholics of Maryland, and the 
Puritans of Massachusetts, braved the dangers 
of the pathless ocean, to establish a new nation 
upon a new continent, where man should be free, 
and government the servant of the people. The 
state of Europe in the sixteenth century, was 
the all-sufficient cause, in the hands of the Ruler 
of nations, for the settlement of America in the 
seventeenth, and the foundation and growth of 
our country. This wielding of mighty events 
by the Almighty Disposer, which men call desti- 
ny, and this alone, can account for the wonderful 
development of the United States of America. 

The first settlements of our country date back 
but little more than two centuries and a half, 
and our national independence but about three 
quarters of a century. And yet we have a pop- 
ulation of thirty millions, occupying thirty-one 
sovereign States, which are bound together in 
strongest and happiest ties of union, four exten- 
sive Territories rapidly filling up with enterpris- 
ing and ind a settlers, and three others 
which are oe ila the doors of Congress 
for admission as independent States. This great 
population is almost entirely the wonderfal accu- 
xnulation of eighty-two years, the number of in- 
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habitants of the country at the period of the 
Declaration of Independence being only about 
three millions. During the same time the terri- 
torial extent of the United States has more than 
trebled, expanding from eight hundred and 
twenty thousand square miles to two millions 
nine hundred and thirty thousand; and every 
acre of this vast increase the result of purchase 
or peaceful negociation, and not of conquest. 
The present territorial extent of the republic vies 
with that of the Roman empire or the conquests 
of Aloxander the Great, neither of which, ac- 
cording to Voltaire, exceeded three millions of 
square miles. Our republic is three times as 
large as the whole of France, Great Britain, 
Austria, Prussia, Spain, Portugal, Belgium, 
Holland and Denmark together, and only one 
sixth less than the whole European area covered 
by the sixty powers of that continent. Accord- 
ing to Guyot’s estimate of the area of North - 
America, which is 5,472,000 square miles, exclu- 
sive of islands, our territorial possessions cover 
one half of this continent ; other writers, how- 
ever, make the area of North America some- 
what larger ; but by none of their estimates is 
our present territory brought so low as one-third 
of the whole. The bounties of climate, soil, 
mineral and vegetable productions, available 
sea-coast, and navigable rivers, are in fall pro- 
portion to our extent of territory. 

At the period when the first new States wero 
admitted to the Union, viz., 1791—2, when Ver- 
mont and Kentucky were added to the old thir- 
teen, our country occupied but little more than a 
narrow strip upon the Atlantic coast, extending 
from Maine to Georgia. The vast interior was 
an unexplored and almost unknown region, over- 
run by savage tribes. Now the whole continent 
from ovean-to ocean, is permeated by American 
population and civilization ; our eastern seaboard 
is extended far south into the Gulf of Mexico, 
the mighty valley of the Mississippi between the 
Alleghany and Rocky Mountains, is filled with 
prosperous and growing States, and the new 
States of California, Oregon and Washington 
have sprang up on the Pacific coast. The ma- 
terial wealth of our country is great, though not 
in excess, as compared with the countries of the 
Old World ; yet a marked feature as contrasted 
with them, is the very general and comparatively 
equal distribution of property in the United 
States. This equality of distribution is highly 
favorable to human happiness, and is a very cor 
reet indication of the superior condition of our 
own people, resulting from free institutions. 
The present valuation of property of every kind 
in this country, is estimated at nine billions, six 
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hundred and thirty millions of dollars, which 
gives an average of $321 to every man, woman 
and child. The present tonnage, foreign and 
domestic, including steam as well as sail craft, 
is upwards of six millions of tons ; and we have 
about twenty-five thousand miles of railroads in 
operation, binding the country together in bonds 
of mutual interest and regard. Soon will the 
Atlantic shore be connected with the Pacific by 
8 railroad penetrating through the Rocky Moun- 
tains, to be followed, ere many years, by two 
other connecting lines between the oceans, one to 
the south and the other to the north of that now 
under location. All these evidences of material 
prosperity are but the exponents of the individ- 
ual comfort and happiness of American citizens. 
In glancing at the efficient aids which have 
thas built up our country, and made it great, we 
cannot fail to be struck with the important influ- 
ence which our free institutions of government 
have exercised. In the Old World government 
powers are usurped by certain favored classes for 
thoir own benefit, and are exercised to direct, 
control and restrain the industry of the people; 
here they are the inherent right of the people, 
delegated by them to servants selected by them- 
selves, and to be used only for the protection and 
_ development of industry. There the people are 
the subjects and slaves; here they are the citi- 
tens and masters; there a man’s earnings are 
his by government favor and forbearance ; here 
they are his of right, and the government can 
take only what he freely gives. Nor can we 
over-estimate the magnitude of the agency which 
free schools have exercised in making our coun- 
try what it is. By this admirable system of uni- 
versal education, mind has been made free as 
well as body, and the young have been trained 
to think and act for thempelves; thus qualifying 
the people to exercise their political rights, and 
furnishing them with the unfailing means of at- 
taining prosperity and happiness. The free 
press of our country has also done a most impor- 
tant part in the great work which has been ac- 
complished, taking up the task of popular edu- 
cation where the free schools leave it, and car 
rying it on to the enlarged and matured results 
which we see exhibited ina right-thinking, right- 
acting, intelligent, just, and honorable people, 
happy in the enjoyment of peace and plenty, 
and rejoiging in the sanguine anticipation of a 
great @&@ glorious future for their beloved coun- 
try, conc te miraculous growth 
and progress of Thépast. Traly may such a 
people feel an honest pride in their country, and 
a profound gratitude to the Ruler of nations for 
his distinguished favor and protection ! 
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A CONFIDERCUE MAN. 


The wife of a French gentleman of birth and 
fortane, after a long illness was pronounced past 
recovery. Her physician so informed her, and 
she prepared composedly to meet death. She 
desired her husband to approach her bedside 
and tuking his hand, said : 

“Mon ami, have I made you happy *” 

“ Yes,” was the reply. 

“Have you anything to reproach me with ?” 

“ Nothing.” 

“Will youdo me a last favor when I am\ 
gone, and ask me no questions?” : 

The afflicted husband signified his assent. 

“ Well, then,” said the dying wife, “here is 
the key of yonder bureau; in a secret drawer 
among the ornaments on the left side, you will 
find three packages of letters, tied up with rib- 
bons of different colors. When I am dead, take 
them our and burn them, without reading them.” 

The wife died, and the husband faithfully per- 
formed his promise. Would a lady havo done 
the same ?—Detroit Budget. 
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FIX -YOUR MIND. 


Lay it down as a sound maxim, nothing can 
be accomplished without a fixed purpose—a 
concentration of mind and energy. Whatever 
you attempt to do, whether it be the writing of 
an essay, or whittling of a stick, let it be done as 
well as you can do it. It was this habit that 
made Franklin and Newton, and hundreds whose 
labors have been of incalculable service to man- 
kind. Fix your mind closely on what you un- 
dertake—in no other way can vou have a reason- 
able hope of success. An energy that dies ina 
day is good for nothing—an hour's fixed atten- 
tion will never avail. The heavens were not 
measured in aday. The inventions that bless 
mankind were not the work of a moment’s thought 
and investigation. A lifetime has often been 
given toa single object. If you, then, have a 
desire to bless your species or to get to yourself 
a glorious name, fix your mind upon something, 
and Ict it remain fixed.—Arnold. 
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FASHIONABLE CHRISTIANS, 


Often as the motley reflexes of my experience 
move in long proression of manifold groups be- 
fore me, the distinguished and world honored 
company of Christian mammonites appear to the 
eye of my imagination as a drove of camels 
heavily laden, yet all at full speed, and each in 
the confident expectation of passing through the 
eye of the needle without stop or halt, both beasts 
and baggage.— Coleridge. 
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THE JUST MAN. 


Peace to the just man’s memory,—let it grow 

Greener with years, and blossom through the flight 

Of ages; let the mimic canvass show 

Hie calm benevojent features; let the light 

Stream on his deeds of love, that shunned the sight 

Of all but heaven, and. in the book of fame, 

The glorious record of his virtues write, 

And hold it up to men, and bid them claim 

A palm like hi and catch from him the bellowed flame. 
. W. C, Baranz. 
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BY EDWARD 5. ELLIS. 


Like the mufited voice of ocean, 
Sounding o’er the Isles afar; 
‘Like the pagan’s wild devotion, 
Walling in the midnight alr; 
‘Like » weird, fading vision, 
Floating softly, strangely by, 
Lighting up those fields elysian, 
‘To the dreamer’s wistfal eye: 


Sometimes, at the hour of even, | 
In the shadows of the son, 
Sweet and wondrous sounds from heaven 
Through those haunted chambers roll; 
Like the wind-harp’s tone low dying, 
When the silent, saddened air 
‘Wafts some lonely spirit's sighing, 
Like « burden hard to bear. 


Bwept by Eden’s softest breathings, 
Heart-strings give a wondrous sound; 
Spirit hands those chords enwreathing, 
Stranger tones have sometimes found; 
‘Whisper tones of solemn sadness, 
Sometimes plerce the startled ear, 
‘Waking thoughts of mournfal gladness, 
While those shadows strange appear. 


There's a harp within the twilight 
Of each human mortal’s breast, . 
‘Where the world ts never shining, 
And whose clouds forever rest, 
Save when some wandering angel 
Sweeps across those shining strings, 
And its wondrous tones will change all, 
When he spreads his golden wings. 
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THE COUSINS. 


peeeeneeeeennenneny 
BY MRS. MARY CRUIKSHANKS. 





“TI eave my child to your care, John; love 
her, and be good to her as you would to your 
own. My property is all for her—you are 
wealthy—I have no other relatives; my child is 
my only heir, and she will be rich in this world’s 
goods. For her I have toiled and striven, for 
her I have hoarded and saved, and now in my 
dying hour I have a fearful presentiment that her 
fortune will be the cause of her unhappiness. 
Gnard her carefully ; don’t let her marry foolish- 
ly. My daughter, my darling daughter, would 
I could have seen you ere I left this world.” 

Thus spoke James Austin, as lying on his 
death bed, he confided his only child to the care 
of his only brother. And that brother promised 
to be a father to the orphan; and happy in the 
assurance, the dying man departed. 

Poor Mary Austin! it was asad home-coming, 
when he whose fond caresses had hitherto been 
her welcome, was lying cold and still in death. 
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It was long before John Austin could divert the 
attention of his niece to any other subject than 
the death of her beloved father. Summoned 
hastily from school to receive his last blessing, 
and only arriving in time to behold his lifeless 
corpse, the grief of the poor child was over- 
whelming ; but when the first great shock was 
passed, and he learned her position, John Austin 
was astonished at the good sense displayed by 
the frail and delicate-looking creatare. When 
informed of her father’s wishes, she affectionately 
returned her uncle’s caresses, promised ever to 
be to him es a daughter. 

Three days after the faneral, all the business 
arrangements having been settled, Mary Austin 
and her guardian set out for the distant city 
henceforth to be her home; but ere we follow 
her thither, we must go back to the early history 
of the brothers, so unceremoniously introduced. 

Twenty years before, John and James Austin 
found themselves in New York, with very little 
money in their pockets, and less knowledge of 
the world in their heads. But fortune favored 
the enterprising lads, who, not content to vege- 
tate in an obscure country village, had come to 
the great city to seek a living. 

John, the eldest, fond of money, and eager for 
riches, tarned his attention to mercantile affairs ; 
while Jamos, disliking the city, and willing to 
make slower progress, went out into the far west, 
and purchased land with what money he had. 

Through his untiring seal and faithfalness, 
John Austin so won the confidence of his em- 
ployer, that while yet very young, he married 
his daughter, and at the old gentleman’s death 
became heir to all his wealth. Of riches he had 
abundance, but of domestic happiness but a small 
share; his gay and volatile wife, brought up as 
too many are among the wealthy, being ill cal- 
culated to make home happy. Their children, 
inheriting a frail constitution from the mother, 
and not receiving a mother’s proper care, died 
early; and out of a family of seven, one only 
daughter lived to grow up. 

James Austin also became wealthy. The land 
he had purchased, all at once became exceeding- 
ly valuable ; a city was to rise where he had 
planned an extensive farm; fabulous prices were 
offered to him for even the poorest lots in his 
possession, and the end of it was, that he too 
became very rich. By judiciously employing 
his money in profitable speculation, im- and 
around the new city, he made a slow and sure 
increase on it, and having married a very beau- 
tifal and amiable girl, he looked forward to a 
life of contented happiness. Bat all his plans 
were overset by the death of his young wife, who. 
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left him heartbroken and disconsolate, only 
for the affection he bore her little infant. 

For this child he now began to save, and ere 
his death, had almost obtained the title of miser, 
so notorions were his economical habits. But 
on Mary and her education, no expense was 
spared, and for the latter purpose she was kept 
at an excellent school, far away from the lonely 
place he had made his residence on the death of 
his wife. While for himself he took no pride in 
dress, he was careful that his child should always 
make an appearance suitable to the fortune he 
intended should one day be hers, and conse- 
quently Mary Austin was the best dressed girl 
in her school, always plentifully supplied with 
money, and always led to belicve that she was 
rich. Her vacations, spent at her country home, 
and in the society of her beloved father, wero 
seasons of great joy to the affectionate girl, who 
delighted to surprise her indulgent parent with 
the rapid progress in study which she had made. 
All these happy days were now at an end, she 
must leave the dear old home, her companions 
at school, and all she had loved from youth, and 
go far away among strangers. But Mary yield- 
ed to no childish weakness, and when she saw 
that her tears distressed her uncle, she resolutely 
hid her feelings, and none saw her agony. 

So great was her sorrow that she scarce no- 
ticed a remark her relative made one day about 
her father’s property. His words insinuated that 
his brother had died poor, but beyond a vague 
feeling of astonishment and an inward convic- 
tion that it was a mistake, the daughter thought 
no more about it. Long afterwards did Mary 
Austin call to mind those words, and wonder at 
her own strange indifference. 

The last night of their stay in her old home, 
Mary spent in teara and deep anguish, but little 
recked she of the great temptation her uncle was 
wrestling with under thesameroof. Many times 
and oft had John Austin had it in his power to 


gratify his love of riches at the expense of hiv’ 


honor, but never had he allowed the tempter to 
overcome him ; at the time he became his niece’s 
guardian his conscience was unstained by crime 
or wrong done to mortal. 

Mary’s friends gathered around to say farewell 
to the orphan, and Mary went forth into the 
world with the blessings of all who had known 
her from childhood. There was one among the 
number whose parting words none heard, save 
her alone; but they called a crimson flush up to 
the pale cheek, and tears filled the deep blue 
eyes as she gave him her hand, and breathed a 
kind good-by. 

In after days, when sorrowful and well-nigh 
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broken-hearted, Mary Austin dwelt with hopeful 
remembrance of that parting look and that earn- 
est promise of a future meeting. The son of 
their pastor had been her friend from childhood, 
the companion of her vacations, and the favorite 
of her father. It added not « little to her dis- 
tress, to witness the coolness with which her 
uncle treated this esteemed friend, but she could 
do no more than make her own manner more 
cordial, to atone. 





“ Well, mama, what news does father send ? 
T am dying with impatience to know how much 
uncle has left me, and there you sit, holding his 
letter, and wont tell mo a word.” And Miss 
Emily Austin stamped her little foot with impa- 
tience, and spoke in a tone very unlike her usual 
softly modalated one. 

Apparently unheeding, or accustomed to her 
daughter's ill temper, Mrs. Austin again went 
over the epistle she held in her hand, and so 
many strange expressions appeared in her coun- 
tenance, that with an undutifal exclamation, 
Emily snatched it from her hand and began to 
read it; but scarcely had she perused half a 
dozen lines ere, flinging it to the floor, she crushed. 
it beneath her foot. 

“T will not hear of it; she sha’n’t come. 
Father must be crazy to think that I want a pen- 
niless cousin to drag around, even if she is a 
beauty.” And the angry girl burst into a tor- 
rent of tears. 

Very quietly, Mrs. Austin took this fearful 
ebullition, contenting herself with exclaiming : 

“Why, Entily! Don’t give way to your 
feelings so, Emily.” And then as a last re- 
source, continuing, “You will spoil your eyes, 
and not be fit to go out with Mrs. S——, when 
she calls for you this afternoon.” 

This last argument appeared to have some 
effect, for wiping away her tears the angry 
beauty composed herself in the lounging 
chair from Which she had arisen, and while she 
arranged her disordered curls, conversed in a 
somewhat lower tone about the contents of tho 
unfortunate letter. Mrs. Austin appeared as 
much at a loss as herself to account for the 
unexpected tidings it conveyed. 

“Is it not very strange, mother, after all we 
have heard, and all uncle wrote to us himself, 
about his immense property, that he should die 
poot, and leave his child for us {o support? 
Surely, father must have made some mistake.” 
And again the letter was closely examined. 

Mrs. Austin said it was strange, but not even 
to her spoiled, over-indulged child did the wife 
dare to tell the strange thoughts that letter had 
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conjured up ; this suddenly announced poverty in 
one known to be rich, this child given to their 
care, and then tho slurred and blotted letter, with 
its long erasures, so (lifferent from her husband’s 
free and careless style, all combined to raise 
strange suspicions in her mind; but she pra- 
dently kept them to herself, and if Emily noticed 
her abstracted air, it was accounted for by the 
disappointment in regard to the money. 

“Tt is too bad to he so disappointed whon I 
had made so sure of getting those diamonds 
with it. Don’t you think you could persuade 
father to give them to me?” There was no 
thought of the sufferings of the poor orphan; no 
pity for her loss ) in Emily's eyes the disappoint- 
ment about her long coveted jewels was para- 
mount to all other distresses. 

“Tam afraid he will not consent to such ex- 
travagance, my darling, knowing that you have 
so many handsome ornaments already.” 

“ Bat these are so magnificent and costly, that 
none of my acquaintances have anything to 
equal them. 0, do try to coax him for me, 
mama; you don’t know how I have set my 
mind on having these beautiful diamonds.” 

‘When occasion required, and some favor was 
to be obtained, Miss Emily could be as hamble 
as possible to her doting mother, although her 
habitual treatment was in the highest degree 
insolent and ungrateful. 

“T know it is of no use, dear,” was Mrs. Aus- 
tin’s answor. “He positively refused before, 
and now if he has your cousin to dress and sup- 
port, itis absurd to think of getting them. I 
am very sorry, for I always wish to see you out- 
shine your friends; but I know your father will 
net consent to this.” 

But here any further conversation was stopped 
by the arrival of Emily’s very dear friend, Mrs. 
S——, who, with her brother Louis, were bent 
on a shopping expedition. Mrs. Austin hastened 
to apologize for Emily’s tearswollen eyes by 
saying that they had “just heard of the death of 

relative, thus impressing the visitors with ana 
idea of the young lady’s sensitive feelings. 

Louis Eldridge had long been selected by Ms. 
Austin and her daughter as Emily’s future hos- 
band; for though suitors for the rich merchant’s 
daughter were plentiful, not one among the 
number could compare with him in point of 
wealth, talents, station or appearance. 

Ilis sister, Mrs. S—, a schoolfellow of Em- 
ily’s, and married to @ rich man old enough to 
be her father, was a very different person, but 
was fondly loved by her brother, who, in his 
great affection for his only sister, overlooked the 
faults he could not correct. 
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To fascinate and win Louis Eldridge was the 
great aim and end of Emily Austin’s life. For 
that purpose she studied a thousand graceful 
arts; for that purpose she dressed and adorned 
herself, and for that purpose she courted and 
caressed the sister, whom in her heart she 
despised, and yet envied. 

For Mrs. S——, if she had married an old 
man, had at least attained the summit of her 
wishes, in the possession of a magnificent house 
and furniture, an unrivalled equipage, and unlim- 
ited leave as to the expense of her wardrobe and 
ornament. Since her marriage, Louis had come 
into possession of a large fortune likewise, and 
thus the brother and sister were objects of great 
interest in the fashionable circles they frequented. 

That Emily Austin had made a deep impres- 
sion on the young man’s heart was quite true; 
but it was no less so, that he was far from being 
in love, or at least sufficiently so to be blind to 
her faults. He was fascinated by her beauty, 
and perhaps a little flattered at her evident 
preference for himself; but there were feelings 
deep down in Louis Eldridge’s heart too noble, 
too earnest, too good to be touched by one like 
Emily Austin. 





“Mary, this is your cousin; Emily, I have 
brought you a sister—you must be kind to her,” 
said John Austin, as he presented the girls to 
each other. 

There was a look of haughty disdain on the 
beautiful features of Miss Austin as she glanced 
with contemptuous curiosity at the slight, closely 
veiled figure before her; but ker expression 
changed to one of utter astonishment, when 
drawing aside the heavy crape which shaded her 
features, Mary advanced to embrace her. So 
unexpectedly and exquisitely beautiful did she 
find her, that like a person in a dream she re- 
turned the fond greeting ; but none the less did 
she dislike the new comer. 

Very differently they appeared as they stood 
together; Emily with her slight brunctte tinge, 
black, flashing eyes, raven ringlets and high 
color; Mary, with a complexion like the palest 
leaf of a blush rose, deep blue eyes shaded by 
long, dark lashes, heavy braids of rich brown 
hair, and features that might have been modelled 
from a Grecian statue. 

Emily had pictured her cousin, rade in man- 
hers, ancultivated and awkward ; over-awed by 
her superior elegance and style, and betraying in 
every movement her backwoods education. She’ 
had expected all this and more ; but the idea of 
her immense wealth had reconciled her to any 
faults, either of person, dress or manner. 
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“You know,” she had said to her mother, 
“ thet her gold will hide all defects, and under 
my tuition, and the example of our fashionable 
friends, she will soon become civilized.” 

Had Mary come as she anticipated, even 
without the property, Emily would have been 
kind and civil to her, and even taken pride in 
having so good a foil to her own finished and 
gracefal manners; but she was not prepared to 
find in this penniless cousin a formidable rival, 
not only in beauty, but in every accomplishment. 
Emily had studied for the sake of admiration 
and display ; Mary had improved herself for very 
love of learning, and to please her father ; the 
difference was very perceptible. 

The first time Mary sat down to the piano, her 
cousin grew pale with envy and suppressed an- 
noyance. She fancied Louis Eldridge listening, 
entranced with those delightful strains, and 
gazing with admiration on the beautiful little 
white hands flying over the keys with such 
matchless grace and ease. A thousand angry 
passions rose in Emily Austin’s bosom, and well 
had it been for Mary, could she have read the 
feelings of that jealous heart, so fiercely throb- 
bing beneath the restraining satin and lace. 

A very short sojourn at her uncle’s convinced 
Mary that her life would not be a very happy 
one. That Emily and her aunt disliked her, she 
soon discovered, and her uncle’s conduct was so 
extraordinary that she soon learned to fear him. 
At times he would caress her with even greater 
fondness than he displayed for his own child, 
and again he would bid her leave his presence, 
with marks of abhorrence on his countenance. 

John Austin was a changed man. Stern and 
morose at one time, the whole household stood 
in awe of him; and again his temper would 
change, and fits of excessive mirth and hilarity 
cause almost equal wonderment among those 
who had known him all his life. Mary, who 
had never seen him in past days, thought him 
exceedingly disagreedble, and wondered how her 
gentle father could have so ill-tempered a brother. 

As her deep mourning had prevented her going 
into society, and hor saddened feelings rendered 
her unwilling to meet the gay guests who assem- 
bled at her aunt’s, nearly two months had elapsed 
ere any of their friends were aware of the pres- 
ence of the young orphan. In her own room, 
alone with her books and embroidery, Mary 
passed her evenings, and often wondered to her- 
self how they could so strangely neglect one who 
had so many claims on their kindness and atten- 
tion. But the mystery was one day explained, 
and in so rude @ manner as almost to crush the 


gen#o-hearted girl. 
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A magnificent party was given by the rich and 
fashionable Mrs. S——, and for several days 
previous, Emily had been in a very flutter of 
preparation. The long-talked-of evening at 
length arrived, but found the beauty in a very 
unamiable mood, owing to another unsuccessfal 
application she had made to her father fur the 
long coveted diamonds. 

On several occasions she had displayed con- 
siderable authority when requiring her cousin’s 
assistance, but this night she was insolent and 
overbearing in the extreme. With her usual 
patient kindness, Mary assisted to attire the 
angry girl, unheeding the ungrateful remarks on 
her slowness, her awkwardness, and her want of 
taste. But when the white satin robe was on, 
the costly blonde trimmings properly arranged, 
the beautiful bracelets clasped on the handsome 
rounded arm, and Mary’s white fingers were 
twining wreaths of pearl amid the dark tresses, 
then the ill-concealed malice broke forth. 

“It is well for you.to praise these paltry 
pearls ; you, whose fault alone it is that I have 
not the magnificent diamond spray for my hair, 
I have so long wished for.” 

“My fault, Emily?” was tho astonished ex- 
clamation. ‘“ How can it possibly be my fault ?”” 

“O, very easily,” was the sarcastic answer: 
“Tf father had not you to dress and maintain, 
he would not refuse me what I want so much.” 

“Emily, you must mistake; what do you 
mean by your father having me to dress and 
maintain?’ There was a fiush of indignation 
on the fair cheek, but it paled quickly as the 
answer fell upon her ear. 

“Why, simply this: that you don’t possess a 
dollar in the world—that you came to us a beg- 
gar—and if you don’t know it, I think it is high 
time that you should.” 

There was a rustling of silk, the door was 
opened and shut, and then the orphan was alone. 
Alone with her sorrow and this awful announce- 
ment of poverty and dependence. She could 
see it all now; the cool, contemptuous treatment 
of her aunt and cousin, and the variable conduct 
of her uncle were equally well explained. At 
one moment she supposed his feelings of regard 
for his brother’s child actuated him, and again, 
the recollection of the burden and expense thus 
bequeathed to him caused those unpleasant 
changes she had been at @ loss to account for. 
Agonizing reflections for one of Mary Austin’s 
sensitive and independent spirit. In those few 
hours of anguish she lived an age. 

A painful interview with her uncle next morn- 
ing only served to augment her distress, as he 
refased to listen to anything she attempted to 
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ask, telling her to be content, that his house 
should be her home, and he would never let her 
want for anything. Sad words for her to listen 
to, who had always believed herself not only 
independent, but rich. ! 

It was while Mary was suffering under the 
great shock of this discovery that she received a 
visit from her old friend, the minister’s son, be- 
fore alluded to. Never had she felt so in need 
of a friend, and the welcome she gave «Cyrus 
Staples was such as she might have bestowed on 
abrother. By her uncle’s invitation, he took up 
his abode with them ; but by Emily’s contrivance, 
even that was made a source of grief to Mary. 

Day after day she saw the inexperienced young 
man falling deeper and deeper into the snares 
Emily had laid for him, and evidently yielding 
to the dangerous influence of her wit and beauty. 

To Emily, who believed that Mary and he 
were lovers, Cyrus’s openly displayed admira- 
tion and devotion, was a great triumph, and she 
watched her cousin’s uneasiness with satisfaction. 

Poor Mary moved about the house, sad and 
dispirited, continually suffering from some slight 
or vexation, and so unpleasant did her situation 
become at last, that she meditated seeking some 
employment—some independent means of pro- 
curing a livelihood. 

John Austin, meanwhile, was never idle. Long 
noted for his caution in speculating, his business 
friends were astonished at the large amounts he 
now was willing to risk ; and more than one old 
acquaintance marvelled at the extraordinary 
change in the once cautious merchant. 





One clear, bright February day, Mary resolved 
to make a change in her mode of living; to no 
longer remain a prisoner in her uncle’s house, 
but seek her way in the world; and as a prepar- 
atory step, she dressed herself, and went out; a 
display of liberty she had never before made. 
Her spirits sank as she passed along the crowded 
sidewalk, and beheld the merry, gaily dressed 
parties, promenading, and enjoying themselves, 
apparently free from care or trouble. 

She was musing on her plans for the Fiture, 
and scarce heeding anything around her, when 
suddenly a ery was raised: “The child! the 
child !” was shouted by a -dozen voices; and 
looking up, she beheld a horse coming furiously 
towards them ; igh from which he had 
partly got free ly from side to side ; 
while directly in stood a little boy, 

“some half-dozen y: To 


m the pavement. 
spring forward and the | fellow from 
his dangerous position, first impulse, and 
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ere any one else had sufficient presence of mind 
to move, the child was safe. 

Among the many who gathered round to con- 
gratulate the weeping and terrified mother, and 
praise the self-possession of the rescuer, were 
two gentlemen, who had seen the whole affair, 
but were too distant to assist. Mary raised her 
eyes, as the tones of a manly, yet melodions 
voice fell on her ear, and met the admiring 
glance of a pair of magnificent dark eyes. In 
the confusion, her veil had fallen aside, and for 
an instant she felt her face flush beneath his gaze, 
respectful though it was ; and then a deathlike 
faintness overpowered her, and she staggered 
and nearly fell to the ground. 

On recovering her senses, she found herself in 
the nearest apothecary’s store, where she had 
been instantly conveyed ; the owner of the shop 
busily applying restoratives ; the mother of the 
child she had rescued rubbing her stiffened 
hands; while strong arms supported her on the 
seat, and those same melodious tones sounded in 
her ear. As soon as she felt sufficiently recov- 
ered, the shop-boy called a coach, into which she 
persisted in going alone, firmly refusing to have 
any one accompany her. 

“ She is a beautiful girl ; and brave, too,” said 
the companion of him with the dark eyes, and, 
after watching the coach out of sight, they 
pursued their way. 

“The loveliest woman I ever saw, Harry, 
returned his friend, enthusiastically. 

“Come, come, old fellow, no romance now ; 
I know you don’t think her half so handsome as 
a certain lady I could name; and by the way, 
how shy she was about her name, eh ?” 

“ Would that I knew it; would that I might 
ever hope to see that sweet face again,” was the 
inward ejaculation of his friend ; but he prudently 
remained silent, and the conversation dropped. 


” 





“T do not think it is prudent conduct at all, 
for a young lady to go out alone in this manner,. 
especially when unacquainted with the streets as 
you are,” skid Mrs. Austin, as her niece entered 
the parlor on her return on that eventful day. 

“ And I don’t know what people must think of 
you in the street,” said Emily, “ with your bon- 
net outof shape, and your dress in such a plight.” 

Hastening to her own room, where she was at 
least safe from the fault-finding of her unkind 
relatives, Mary pondered | on the strange 
scene she had passed through; and in spite of 
her efforts to the contrary, her thoughts were 
continually recurring to the dark-eyed stranger, 
the musical tones of whose voice so thrilled her, 

“I wonder if I shall ever see him again; he 
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looked to be kind and good?” And the sight 
which accompanied these words, told how deso- 
late the poor child felt. y 

But Mary had not long to wonder, for the 
very next Sunday, the first object she saw after 
taking her seat in church, was the well-remem- 
bered form and features of the unknown. As 
their eyes met in recognition, both started and 
colored, and a close observer might have noticed 
that the gentleman’s hand trembled excessively 
as he vainly attempted to find the right place in 
his prayer-book. Mary did not raise her eyes 
again, nor did she know that at a distance, the 
stranger was slowly following her home, when 
the service was over. 





“OQ, you are quite mistaken; there is no 
stranger here. You must have heard an un- 
truth.” And while uttering those words, Emily 
Austin looked the picture of surprise ; so much 
80 as almost to shake the faith of her companion, 
who said, half to himself: 

“I must have been mistaken; but surely, I 
saw her enter here.” 

“O, it was my seamstress, you saw,” ex- 
claimed Emily, coloring with anger at the idea 
of Mary’s having been seen and admired by her 
friend’s brother. “It must have been my seam- 
stress ; she is a very pretty girl.” 

“TI can scarcely imagine that it was the person 
you mention, Miss Austin; for besides having 
the appearance of a refined and accomplished 
lady, it was on Sunday that I saw her, as I 
thonght, enter your house. But pardon my in- 
quisitiveness, it is exceedingly rude of me thus 
to question you.” . And Louis Eldridge (for the 
dark-eyed stranger was none ‘other) left Miss 
Austin’s presenve, feeling strangely mystified, 
still anxious to discover who the beautiful and 
mysterious girl could be. “TI will find her,” w: 
his resolve. ‘I will never cease the search until 
I find her ; and if she is only a sewing-girl, who 
shall dare to question my right to choose a wife, 
either rich or poor?” 

“Deceitful little wretch!’ exclatmed Emily 
Austin, as the door closed after the young man. 
“She frell knew he saw her, and she has tried to 
attract him in revenge for my taking that silly 
country boy from her. Bat never, never shall 
she see him again—I am determined.” 

But, alas, for Miss Emily’s plans! The very 
next day, her father, with unusual kindness, took 
them both to an exhibition of pictures, and al- 
most the first person they met on entering was 
Louis Eldridge. Emily saw the flash of joy that 
lighted up his handsome face, she heard her father 
introduce his niece, and then she met the look of 
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astonishment and indignation that was bestowed 
on herself; and enraged beyond endurance, she 
announced her intention of returning home 
immediately. Mr. Austin, of course, had to 
accompany her, as the carriage had been sent 
away, but Louis insisted on Mary’s remaining 
with him and his sister, who promised to take 
care of her until her uncle’s return. 

It needs not to tell how quickly and how well 
those two learned to love. A very short time 
served to convince Louis Eldridge that his earth- 
ly happiness depended on Mary’s becoming his 
wife; and she in return bestowed on him her 
whole heart, though at times scarcely believing 
in the reality of her happiness. 

John Austin at first positively refused to allow 
his niece to marry, alleging that she was alto- 
gether too young; but finding that Louis was 
determined, and also much astonished at his 
wishing to prevent Mary’s marriage, he gave a 
reluctant consent ; and in’less than a week after, 
suddenly disappeared from his home. Of course 
there was much anxiety and excitement about 
it; but all fears for his safety were relieved by a 
letter from Europe. which not only accounted 
for his abrupt departure, but also explained 
many other mysteries. John Austin had proved 
an unfaithfal guardian. Unable to withstand 
the temptation of having his niece’s large fortune 
placed in his hands, he had embarked with it 
into speculations where he had feared to risk his 
own property; and his hopes proving false, it 
was all lost. 

John Austin has never returned to his native 
land ; but his wife and daughter still live in their 
handsome home in New York, and Emily is still 
unmarried. Those gentlemen who have sought 
to win her have not been such as she would ac- 
cept, and those she has striven to win, have 
found more amiable brides. But Emily does 
not despair of yet winning a partner, who, in 
wealth and standing shall outshine the Eldridges. 
She wears the diamonds—so long coveted, but 
procured at last—and takes great care of her 
good looks; and is very particular about her 
dress, always choosing such colors as she knows 
suits her particular complexion ; and her dress- 
maker says nothing but the fear of losing so good 
a customer would induce her to put up with so 
many insolent whims and caprices as Miss Aus- 
tin displays. 

Of Mary and her husband, nothing more need 
be added than that they both realized the dreams 
of their earlier days. If wealth in abundance, 
friends without number, and still increasing dex 
mesti¢ comforts constitute earthly happiness, 
then are they happy. 
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SUNRISE. 





BY A. THERESA TEERY. 





‘The stars are fading one by one, 

‘And yonder streak of grayish light 
‘Telis us that soon the rising san 

‘Will chase away the shades of night; 
And seo! the edge of yonder cloud 

Is tinged with morning's rosy hue, 
‘The pale gray color of the sky 

Is changing fast to deeper blue. 


The rose tint deepens {nto flame, 
The clouds are now all bathed in gold, 
‘The aky its axure robe assumes, 
As we this beauteous scene behold ; 
‘The birds send forth their sweetest songs, 
To welcome back the orb of day; 
And fragrant flowers the air perfume, 
‘As grateful for his cheering ray. 


‘The dewdrops sparkle in the sun, 

Like pearls upon the brow of morn; 
They gem alike the queenly rose, 

The lowly flower, the scented thors. 
‘Who can this scene behold, 

And feel not happier for the sight? 
‘When Nature dons her gayest robe, 

And everything seems fresh and bright. 
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BY WALTER CAMPBELL. 


Lrxg other cities, Providence, R. I., has its 
sections wherein are crowded the habitations of 
the victims of misfortune and the votaries of 
idleness. Into a cheerless apartment of one of 
these wretched abodes, the reader is invited, for 
@ moment, to witness a scene which introduces 
Mrs. Williams and her two daughters Mary and 


Emma, whose fortunes we propose to follow in - 


this sketch. 

Upon a sick bed we find the mother, whose 
sunken eye and flushed cheek betray the pres- 
ence of disease deeply seated. By her side are 
standing Mary, a fair girl of sixteen summers, 
whose soft blue eye and pale cheek told of severe 
cares and midnight watchings, and Emma, not 
yet eleven years of age—unlike her sister, a 
rosy-cheeked gir|—but just now realizing trouble, 
which has flooded with tears her sparkling black 
eyes. As we enter, the mother is speaking : 

“My children, I believe I shall never be bet- 
ter able to communicate to you some incidents 
in my life with which I believe you ought to be 
acquainted, than I am at present. Your father, 
at the time we were married, was extensively 
engaged in business in New York. Nothing oc- 
curred to interrupt hig success until you, Mary, 
were seven years of age, when, in attempting a 
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settlement with Nicholas Stingwell, a man with 
whom he had extensive dealings, and whose 
notes he held to the amount of twenty thousand 
dollars, he found this man had put his property 
entirely out of his hands and refused to honor 
his notes, That he was able to meet his liabil- 
ities, no one doubted; but by dishonesty, he 
placed himself beyond the reach of his creditors, 

“Your father’s affairs became embarrassed by 
this deficit ; and, in his exertions to clear his own 
debt, he overtaxed his mind and physical pow- 
ers to the extent that health failed him, and 
being attacked by congestion of the brain, he 
died, leaving his affairs to be settled by a court 
of justice, when all was disposed of in such a 
manner that, although I was assured that his 
assets met his liabilities, I had nothing left for 
the support of my family but the worthless 
Stingwell notes and my own hands. As you 
know, I strove by needle-work, and such like, for 
three years to support myself and you, when I 
thought it better to remove here, and in a few 
months was taken sick, since which time poor 
Mary has been forced to work in the factory for 
our support. I haye been reflecting upon a mat- 
ter which was brought to my mind before I was 
confined to my bed. I had completed some 
work for Mr. Smith, and had gone to her house 
with it, when, in an adjoining room, I heard Mr, 
Smith, in conversation with another gentleman, 
relating circumstances attending a recent journey 
at the South. ‘When at Baton Rouge, Lonis- 
iana,’ said he, ‘I visited a plantation owned by a 
gentleman named Nicholas Stingwell—one of 
the finest I saw while out. He is reputed to be 
wealthy, and by the number of negroes, sugar 
works, etc., on his plantation, I should judge 
that report did him justice.’ 

“You may well think, my children, that this 
piece of information caused my heart to throb, 
and recollections of the villany of this man to 
crowd upon my mind. I knew he had left New 
York; but whither he took himself, I believe he 
did not take pains to inform many of his ac- 
quaintances. I have sometimes thought that if 
there was any such thing as justice to be found 
in this country, it seems as if the notes against 
Stingwell ought to be good now. I know he did 
not take advantage of the bankrupt law while in 
New York, but was satisfied with declaring himt 
self worth nothing. ‘The notes are tied up 
among some letters in the drawer of my bureau. 
You will easily find them. They were given at 
different times, and for various amounts, but in 
all, amount to about twenty thousand dollars. 

“Jt is possible that, in the hands of some judi- 
cious lawyer, they may yeé retrieve something of 
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our fallen fortune. In the days of our prosper- 
ity, I recollect a family whose intimacy with ours 
was like the relationship of brothers and sisters. 
I remember that a son was at thattime studying 
for the law; and I have since learned that he is 
practising his profession successfully in Worces- 
ter, Mass. Now I do not know but, if this case 
could be placed in his hands, he would, for old 
acquaintance’s sake, do the best in his power to 
aid us. I think it will be best to see him as 
soon as circumstances will permit. His name is 
on a card, which you will also find with the 
papers.” 

Here the failing strength of the sick woman 
advised her that she had both overtaxed it and 
forgotten how low was her condition. She con- 
tinned, in a faint voice: 

“But, my dear children, I believe you will be 
left to the caro of all, for this exertion I have 
made has tried the slender thread of life and 
proves that it is nearly spun out. Leave me 
now, while I seek a few moments of sleep, and 
prepare your own supper.” 

Mary and Emma obeyed, and their mother, 
after a time, dropped into a fevered slumber. 
Late in the evening, a neighbor came in—proffer- 
ing her assistance to watch during the night. 
Her aid proved timely; for at the hour of mid- 
night, Mrs. Williams called for her children, who 
occupied a bed in the opposite side of her room. 
They came to her bedside and there beheld a 
scene which the heart of childhood can never 
forget. A faint blessing was all she could utter, 
for the messenger of Death had appeared, and 
she was about to answer his call. Slowly the 
veil was drawn, and faintly beat the heart— 
fluttering now, and now losing its hold upon the 
gentle spirit which took its flight to the home of 
its author and preserver, leaving the marbled 
tenement a cold statue, upon which gazed the 
orphan sisters. 





It was a bleak morning on which Mary and 
Emma Williams left their home, in Providence, 
in the carriage of a market-man who offered to 
carry them a part of the way to Worcester. Mrs. 
Williams had generally procured her provisions 
of this man, and he, having learned from Mary 
her desire to go to Worcester, and knowing that 
her little stock of money was nearly exhausted, 
thus offered to take them in his carryall. 

Mr. Todd had driven as far as Blackstone, 
when he was overtaken by a messenger, who 
communicated information concerning some mat- 
ters at Providence which demanded his imme- 
diate return. He expressed much regret at be- 
ing unable to carry the sisters further, but Mary 


assured him that, with what money she had, 
they would be able to complete their journey. 
Finding that the stage-coach had gone for that 
day, in the afternoon, it being quite pleasant, 
Mary proposed to Emma that they should walk 
on as far as they might feel able, and stopping 
at some farm-house over night, take the coach 
in the morning. Emma said she could walk 
several miles, and they started on, with good 
courage, walking until sundown, when Mary 
thought it best to look for a stopping-place for 
the night. ‘They had reached a point in the 
road where it wound round a hill with a sudden 
turn, when a carriage, driven furiously, came 
dashing along—appearing so suddenly that 
Emma, who was walking in the middle of the 
road, while attempting to spring out ot the way, 
was struck by a wheel and hurled to the ground. 

The driver—and unfortunately this is not the 
only case of a similar character on record—took 
no notice of the accident, but plied his whip and 
was out of sight ina moment. Mary hastened 
to her sister, whom she found senseless. In this 
situation, unable to think what to do, she sat 
down upon the ground end gave way to a flood 
of tears. Presently Emma evinced signs of re- 
turning consciousness, and complained of pain 
in her arm. At this moment, the jog-jog trot of 
a farm horse was heard; and soon the animal 
appeared at the turn in the road, followed by a 
wagon of antique design, in which sat its owner 
clad in frocking, with whip brought to the shoul- 
der, like the gun of a soldier, while the hand not 
thus engaged was busily employed in “ fishing 
for pickerel,” as the incessant jerking of the 
reins, to which some persons are addicted, is 
called in the country. 

As he came up to the spot where Mary was 
supporting her sister, who was groaning pit- 
eously, he drew up ; and only being able to dis- 
tinguish, in the twilight, the dresses of the girls, 
he was puzzled at first what to say ordo. But 
finally he opened his mouth, and in genuine 
rustic language, called out: 

“What are yeou doin’ on ther ?—whoever 
yeou be.” 

“O, sir,” said Mary, “my poor sister has been 
run over by a carriage, just now, and I fear 
badly injured.” * 

“Ran over?” said the good-hearted farmer, 
alighting from his wagon. “And whar’s the 
man that done it?” 

“Alas, sir, whoever he was, he did not stop to 
see the injury he had done, but drove away as 
furiously as he came.” 

“ Didn’t stop—hey ? The brute! I'll be bound 
*twas the same chap that come nigh runnin’ in 
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ter me 2 little while ago—one of the good-for- 
nothin’ sprigs that comes out on a bust from 
Blackstone once in a while.” 

Then stooping to assist the wounded girl, and 
taking her by the arm, her scream, and the help- 
less condition of the limb, assured him that it 
was broken. 

“ Poor little gal !’? said he; “they have done 
an ugly job for yeou. Whar do your folks live ?”” 

“ Onur parents are dead,” replied Mary ; “and 
we are trying to make our way to Worcester.” 

“Old folks dead, and yeou poor little critters 
left with nobody to take care on ye? Neow 
that’s tew bad! But if yeou will come along o’ 
me tew my house, you sha’n’t want a friend.” 

“My good sir,” said Mary, “you are very 
kind, and I know not what else we can do but 
accept your assistance.” 

The farmer lifted Emma carefully into his 
wagon, and Mary climbed in over the wheel, 
taking Emma partly in her arms, while the old 
man, saying that his, house was “only a little 
way off,” resumed his whip and fishing-tackle. 

Arrived at his house, the farmer opening the 
door, sang out : 

“ Betsey, come here and help me git. this little 
gal into the house! Don’t ask any questions jest 
when I can’t tell you who the little critter is.” 

“ But, Benjamin,” said his better half, peering 
through the darkness, for it had become settled 
evening, “ what on airth are youatalkin’ about?” 

“Come out here,” urged her somewhat im- 
petuous spouse, “and when you see what I’ve 
got, you'll shift your wonderin’ for sheddin’ a 
tear or two.” 

Betsey came out, and Emma was carried into 
the house and carefully laid upon a soft bed. 

It was not long before a surgeon was brought, 
who, entering the room where Emma lay, exam- 
ined the fractured limb, and withdrawing her 
attention from what he was about to do by a 
course of lively conversation, succeeded, with lit- 
tle difficulty, in bringing the bone to its place. 
The splinter and bandages being applied, and 
necessary directions given, he took his leave, 
promising to call on the following day. 

The family, into which the orphans have thus 
been introduced, consists of Benjamin Topham, 
wife and hired man.» The old gentleman, ap- 
parently sixty years of age, is a well-to-do 
farmer—as good-natured as he is well off. His 
wife is a mode country housewife, who can 
drive a close tradé between her own butter and 
the storekeeper’s calico equally as well as she can 
preserve the waxlike neatness of her dairy. As 
the good couple séated themselves by the fire- 
place, after Mary had retired, the old gentleman 
spoke, saying : 
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“Tt’sa hard case that these poor little critters 
should be left to push their way through this 
world alone. I like the looks on ’em, and their 
story seems so likely, I kinder want to do sun- 
thin” for ’em.” 

“ You’ll hey a chance to take caro of the lit- 
tlest one for some time,” Aunt Betsey replied. 
“A broken arm don’t heal in one day. But she 
is such a gentle little thing and so pooty, tew, 
J shall take a heap of comfort in taking care on 
her. And then t’/other one is so lovin’ and 
wouldn’t mind helpin’ me, I shall like her com- 
pany. Now aint this a chance for us to behave 
Christian like, and be good Samaritans like them 
we read on in the Good Book ?” 

“Yes,” said Uncle Ben, musingly ;, “but I’m 
thinkin’ I should sleep considerable sounder, to- 
night, ef I could know that the sneakin’ puppy 
that drove onter that little gal was shet up whar 
hasty-puddin’ and merlasses fare would set him a 
thinkin’ on what he done to-night. I’m choaked 
ef I don’t feel’s though I could wollop the scape- 
grace myself.” 

“Don’t talk so,” says the good lady. “’Taint 
proper, you know, to deal out threat’nin’ and 
slaughter on folks.” 

“J don’t care,” retarned Uncle Ben, growing 
warm. ‘ When sich scamps is allowed to drive 
like mad on our highways and run over little 
gals, and care no more about it than ef they was 
worms, and when I am ’bliged ter git eont of 
the way, or be smashed up by ’em, and—it wont 
do! I'll prosecute somebody the very next time, 
ef Dobbin and I can git nigh enongh to find ’em 
eout. I tell you, mother, I’m sweatin’ now with 
indignation.” 

“ Well, well, father—don’t fret so! ’Taint 
doing no good. And s0 s’pose we go tew bed 
and think these ere matters over in the mornin’ ?” 

Considering this as good advice, Uncle Ben 
corked up his phial of wrath, and shovelling the 
ashes over the embers in the fireplace, they re- 
paired to their sleeping-room—not, however, un- 
til Aunt Betsey had looked in upon Emma and 
assured her that she would watch her during the 
night. 

Emma passed a restless night, and in the 
morning was suffering intensely from pain in 
her arm and also in her head. The doctor 
called, during the day, and spoke encouragingly 
toher, although he assured Aunt Betscy that it 
would require the best of care to prevent a se- 
vere sickness, so intensely had Emma been 
excited. The good woman needed no urging to 
use her kindest attentions in the care of the child. 

One week had passed since the occurrence of 
the events we have described. The family were 
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seated at the breakfast-table, and Uncle Ben had 
been silent for some time, when he suddenly 
spoke to Mary, saying : 

“T believe you told me you was goin’ to Wor- 
cester, ef you hadn’t been fetched up so sudden 
by your sister’s accident. Neow I should kinder 
like to know what you was goin’ arter? Yeu 
know you begin to call me uncle, and your uncle 
orter know.” ‘ 

Mary at once related the circumstances which 
she had heard from her mother, and showed 
Uncle Ben the papers. 

Her story was listened to with feelings of in- 
dignation ; and the farmer, having examined the 
papers, exclaimed : 

“And so this old scoundrel is now taking his 
ease upon the property which justly belongs to 
you, tew say nothin, of bein’ the death of your 
father—poor man! We must see this Lawyer 
Amcs at Worcester, immediately. I believe 
sunthin’ can be done with these papers, ef you 
tell circumstances as they railly was.” 

The next day found Uncle Ben on his way to 
‘Worcester, accompanied by Mary. 





Six weeks have passed, and the attention of 
the reader is invited to a distant section of the 
country, wherein were enacted some scenes which 
may be of interest. As the good steamer St. 
Louis reached her landing at New Orleans on 
the morning of a fine day, a gentleman nearly 
thirty years of age, with an intelligent eye, light 
complexioned, somewhat portly figure, and 
withal such a person as would attract attention 
anywhere, came ashore, and ordering his bag- 
gage carried to the “St. Charles,” made his way 
to the counting-room of Messrs. Dumont & 
Harvy, extensive commission merchants. Here 
he spent an hour or two; then, hurrying to his 
hotel and partaking of a hasty dinner, he took a 
back and went down to the levee, from which an 
“up-river”’ steamer was about starting. He 
had barely time to get aboard, when she swang 
off and slowly steamed towards the north. Ar- 
riving at Baton Rouge at midnight, our stranger 
went ashore and to a first-class hotel. 

On the following day, it was understood that 
Mr. Ames (so his name was registered on the 
hotel-book) was desirous of purchasing a quan- 
tity of sugar and molasses. It being the season 
when a new crop was ready for market, he was 
oon beset by numbers of holders of the desired 
articles, anxious to sell—the more so, since he 
came recommended by the well-known house of 
Dumont & Harvy. 

Among those who presented themselves was 
Nicholas Stingwell, who had alarge lot of sugar 


for sale; also como extra molasses. Mr. Ames 
consented to look at his stock, bat found his 
price entirely abové that of the New Orleans 
market. Stingwell, who had hoped to drives 
sharp trade, urged the excuse that his sugar was 
of an extra quality. An offer was finally made 
by Ames something better than would be paid 
by New Orleans merchants, with which Sting- 
well closed. The goods were to be delivered in 
New Orleans immediately, and payment to be 
made at the office of Dumont & Harvy. The 
contract being placed in writing, Mr. Ames re- 
mained a few days, and having seen tho goods 
shipped properly, he took a boat and returned to 
New Orleans. 

Agreeably with his appointment, on the fol- 
lowing day he repaired to Dumont & Harvy’s, 
where he was informed by the senior partner of 
that firm that his consignments had arrived, and 
fortunately a purchaser for the whole lot had 
applied to them. Stingwell came in shortly 
after, and saluting the parties present, said he 
believed his part of the contract in the recent 
sale was fulfilled, the sugar and molasses being 
now at the store-house of Dumont & Co. At 
the same time, he took from his pocket a “bill 
of sale,” made out with the exception of the 
name of the purchaser. 

“T have made out a bill of sale, as you will 
observe,” he continued; “but, unfortunately, 
neglected to inform myself of your name, in fall. 
Ames, I think, was the surname ?” 

“Yes, sir; and you will insert as the full 
name, if you please, Edward C. Ames.” 

This name was quickly written in the bill; 
and Stingwell, saying that “he hed some ur- 
gent business which demanded his return to 
Baton Rouge by the first boat, which would 
start in about an hour,” brought matters to a 
crisis. 

Mr. Ames signified that he was prepared to 
make payment, and the parties stepped to a 
desk. Ames, taking the “bill of sale” in his 
hands, said: 

“I believe this is correct, in every part. Iam 
indebted to you to the amount of thirteen thou- 
sand, five hundred dollars.” Then drawing 
from his pocket some papers, he handed them to 
Stingwell, saying: “I bglieve these will bal- 
{nce my account.” 

Stingwell opened the papers. 

“Perdition seize you, sir!” he exclaimed ; 
“how came you by these notes ?” 

“Tt matters not, since these notes, signed by 
you and payable to George Williams, or order, 
are properly endorsed by authority of United 
States courts tome as guardian of his two chil- 
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dren. If you once defrauded him of the just 
payment of twenty thousand dollars, I have now, 
by stratagem, reclaimed a portion of his dues ; 
and as to the remainder, which you will doubt- 
less refuse to pay, may you reap the reward in 
its use which a guilty conscience, if not wholly 
seared, will bring you.” 

Choking with rage, Stingwell swore “he 
would take the life of Ames before he-could 
leave New Orleans;” in reply to which threat, 
Ames dizplayed a pair of revolvers, with the use 
of which he assured Stingwell he was well ac- 
quainted, and was quite ready to defend himself, 
adding farther, that “if his presence was re- 
quired at any time, to settle the matter relating 
to the balance of the notes due the heirs of 
George Williams, his address would be, as 
would be seen by his card (which he provokingly 
offered Stingwell), at Worcester, Massachusetts.” 

Boiling over with wrath, and finding curses of 
no avail, Stingwell seized his hat and rushed 
out at the door. 

Mr. Ames, together with Mr. Dumont, closed 
the sale with Captain Arthur, who immediately 
took the sugar and molasses aboard his vessel— 
after paying the value in cash to Mr. Ames, who, 
deducting a large commission to Dumont & 
Harvy, had the pleasure of placing in his pocket 
the sum of twelve thousand, eight hundred dol- 
lara, with which he soon after returned to Massa- 
chusetts, having experienced no farther trouble 
with the valiant Stingwell. 





‘We will now return to the farm-house of 
Uncle Benjamin Topham. Here we find that 
Emma has recovered from her sickness, her arm 
is doing well, and she is beginning to enjoy her- 
self in running about the farm, feeding the 
chickens, and watching Aunt Betsey as she 
managed her household affairs. Mary, being 
older, has felt more deeply the loss of her moth- 
er, but is becoming more cheerful under the fath- 
erly and motherly care of the good people who 
had furnished her with a home. Aunt Betsey, 
Mary and Emma were sitting at one end of the 
ancient, spacious kitchen, variously engaged, 
when suddenly Uncle Ben rushed in at the 
door, squared round, facing the occupants of the 
room, strack up a \jvely air through a small 
aperture between his lips, and advanced across 
the floor at a gait something between an old- 
fashioned double shuffle and the modern polka, 
to tho utter astonishment of hiswife, which feel- 
ing might have become tinctured with jealousy, 
as he brought up in front of Mary and gallantly 
plucked from her sweet little lips a hearty kiss. 

“What on airth ails you now?” cried the 
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poor lady, who began to entertain fears that her 
spouse was laboring under mental aberration. 

Uncle Ben only replied with a kind of chuckle, 
and little Emma submitted to the ordeal of a 
kiss. 

“For pity’s sake, father, what has got inter 
yer?” again demanded Aunt Betsey. 

“Matter enough!’ he at length exclaimed. 
“ Good news—good news, mother! I’ve jest got 
a letter from Squire Ames, sayin’ that he has 
got back from New Orleans. He’s sarved that 
Stingwell a trick that he’ll remember for one 
while—ha, ha, ha—jest tew think on’t. The 
squire kinder figered round out thar as a sugar 
bayer and got old Stingwell tew sell him a heap 
o’ sugar and merlasses, and when he gits it 
all safe in sumbody’s hands in New Orleans, he 
meets Stingwell at an app’inted place and ups 
and pays him with his notes. Oho! ha, ha! 
O, my old sides! I would have gin a dollar tew 
hev seen the old sinner when he opened them 
papers. The squire says he cussed and swore 
like blazes, but didn’t make nothin’ at that, and 
then he took tew intimedatin’, or tryin’ tew, but 
the squire is pluck and he telled him to jest come 
on, ifhe wanted to try his hand at shootin’; he’d 
got a pair of barkers as he could use tew. And 
then the best on’t is, though he didn’t git all that 
the old scamp owed, he put the little sum o’ 
twelve thousand dollars and risin’ in his pante- 
loons pocket when he come hum, and he is 
comin’ to see his wards, as he calls Mary anp 
Emmy ; and that was another cunnin’ go—git- 
tin’ him to be guardian for the gals. He is a 
comin’ here, I say, in a day or tew ; £0 you must 
fix up a little for him, mother. Tew be sure, 
he’s been here once, but we'll try to sarve him a 
trifle better this time.” 

The joy of the orphan sisters can be easily 
imagined ; and the position in which Mary felt 
thatshe had been placed by a kind Providence, 
was pleasant indeed. Now she need not feel 
that by charity alone, or by drudgery, must she 
and Emma be supported. Aunt Betsey did up 
@ very respectable little amount of crying on the 
occasion, which testified her joy to Pe as exces- 
sive as that of her spouse. 

“Squire Ames” came, according to promise, 
and was welcomed by the two sisters in a most 
thankful manner; while Uncle Ben and his wife 
declared to his face that ‘ef there was a man 
that desarved to be President of the United 
States, it was him.” 

At the solicitation of the girls, Mr. Ames 
consented to retain the office of guardian—find- 
ing the more inducement in the soft blac eyes of 
Mary, to tell the truth, than in all other cireum- 
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stances combined—and we have no reason to 
doubt that his carriage was often seen approach- 
ing the house of Uncle Ben for the purpose of 
allowing him to study those eyes, and when 
alone with their owner, to train some golden 
ringlets which rebelliously covered cheek which 
the pure air of heaven had by this time painted 
in rich colors. 

These suspicious, circumstances continued for 
nearly three years, during which time Mary and 
Emma both received instruction in various 
branches of education. Mary’s brilliant intel- 
lect readily grasped every subject to which she 
applied herself; and at the age of nineteen, we 
find her a beaatiful and highly accomplished 
woman. In the meantime, ramor said that the 
Williams sisters had been adopted by Uncle Ben 
‘Topham, and that Mary was to become Mrs. E. 
C. Ames. The latter report was corroborated 
by the marriage which did take place betfeen 
the parties, at the Topham mansion, on which 
occasion Uncle Ben laughed, while he danced, 
at the wedding, and dropped a tear as he took 
the little gloved hand of Mary, before she en- 
tered the carriage which was to take her to the 
home of her husband, and he whispered : 

“ God bless you, my child! Don’t forgit us 
now that you are goin’ to leave, but bless 
our old hearts with the sunshine of your happy 
face as often as possible.” 

Emma still remains with her adopted parents, 
enjoying the privileges of ahappy home and the 
acquaintance of young ladies attending, with 
her, a seminary not far from Uncle Topham’s. 
Her life now being amid scenes of childhood’s 
happiness, as the pleasantest point at which to 
leave her, we bid her adieu. 

Lawyer Ames and Mary had been married but 
8 few weeks, when he received a note from an 
unexpected source, the writer being no other 
than Stingwell, who desired that he would come 
on to Baton Rouge with the balance of the Wil- 
liams notes, which he earnestly desired to take 
up, as the thoughts of the wrongs ho had com- 
mitfed had haunted him, of late, so much, that 
he hed determined to make all the restitution in 
his power. 

Mr. Ames, as soon as he could arrange his 
affairs in a convenient form to leave, went on to 
Baton Rouge, where he found Stingwell upon a 
bed of sickness, but who evinced a feeling of 
great relief when he had signed the checks which 
would cancel the notes. Mrs. Ames, who had 
aceompanied her husband, called to see the sick 
man, who was much moved by her presence. 
He recollected her as a child ; and for the wrong 
he had done the child, craved forgiveness of the 
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woman. Forgiveness was freely granted, and 
sealed with tears. Mr. and Mrs. Ames remained 
at Baton Rouge for some weeks, and on their 
return home, carried with them tidings of the 
death of Nicoias STixGwEL. 





SCHOOL DANGERS. 


Thirty years a school-mistress, in a rage, 
canght hold of “he arm of a little girl not in 
fault, gave it a violent jerk, and, with a swing, 
threw her to the other side of the room. To-day 
that girl is a wife, a mother, the accomplish 
mistress of a princely mansion—happy in her 
social position, happy in her husband, who is one 
of the best of men; but that arm hangs rer~ 
less by her side, as it has done from the days of 
her childhood. Two years ago, a beautiful 
young girl, just budding into womanhood, was 
going to school in midwinter; she, with other 
scholars, was sent out for recreation for half an 
hour, as was the daily custom. Not knowing 
any better, she sat on a stone step in the sun, 
and daily did so. Thus coming from a warm 
echoolroom, and remaining still in the open air 
until most thoroughly chilled, she acquired a 
permanent cough. Bh now sleeps in the church- 

ard. How many bright hopes have been 

Piasted—how many an only child has been sent 
to an early grave, by ignorant, careless and in- 
competent teachers !—Journal of Education. 





FISHERS OF MEN. 


The Scientific American some time since de- 
clared that fishing is becoming a great sport with 
the ladies, that they enjoy it greatly, and that it 
is a great promotion of their health, and finally 
that all ladies should learn how to fish. A west- 
ern exchange agrees to all this; but adds that 
ladies have always been great fishers, that 
angling is no new recreation for them, that it 
always has agreed mightily with their health, 
though not always with their victims, that their 
skill in this sport has ever been proverbial, but 
that the sweet anglers have fished in deeper wa- 
ters, and for bigger fish than did Ike Walton, for 
wails he was a fisher of trout, they are fishers 
of men. 





GRAFTING THE GRAPE. 

Grafting the grape can be performed without 
difficulty. First, cut the graft before any prep- 
aration for growth has commenced, and keep 
them in an ice-house, or other cool place, until 
the leaves of the stock have begun to expand. 
Before this time, the stock wil) “bleed,” and 
prevent go certain success afterwards. As soon 
as the leaves begin to open, the bleeding ceases. 
The grafts aro inserted prétisely as in fruit trees, 
and should bo done as low down or near the 
root as practicable. Grafting clay or wax is then 
applied, and the work is done.—Horticulturist. 





Some men who know they are great, are so 
very haughty withal and insufferable, that their 
acquaintance discover their greatness, only by 
the tax of humility, which they are obliged to 
pay, as the price of their friendship. 
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QUESTIONINGS. 





Ifall things in this world were but 
As we could wish, or we could change e 
All things within our little range, 

And open gates that should be shut,— 


If passion wrought its vengeful will, 
If anger raised its spotted hand, 
If hate could gather all ite band, 

And crime its prey unlicensed kill,— 


If chance should in this mood have rule, 
And mix and mingle as it might, 
If wrong should ever master right, 
And wise men humble to the fool,— 


What then? Would we contented be, 
Or happier because of this? 
‘Would it be passport to = bliss 

As fathomless as is the ses? 


Or would the carnival of crime 
Be held upon the world’s wide breast, 
And the hot fever of unrest 

Continue to the end of Time? 


. Afr and near upon the gale 
Would speed the loud slarum cry, 
While echo gave s wild reply, 
And lips and cheek grow blanched and pale. 


O well for us we do not hold 
‘The warp sod woof of human life; 
‘Too many passions are at strife 
To lead us safely to the fold. 


And well for us that over all 
‘There is a Providence that guides 
Life's bark across the angry tides, 
And watches those who rise or fall. 





THE WHITE NUN. 
ATALE OF THE SCOURGE IN NEW ORLEANS. 


BY MARY W. JANVRIN. 








No place was so wild that the plague did not visit— 
none 20 secret, that the quick-sighted pestilence did 
not discover—none could fly, that it did not overtake.— 
‘Tas Puacus or Lonpox. 

Tue pestilence walked abroad over the city. 
It was the sultry summer time ; the heat was in- 
tense in that torrid climate, and every breeze 


from orange and citron grove was laden with | 


poison. 

The deadly miasma lurked in every gorgeous 
exotic in luxuriant gardens—in the vase of 
beauty’s bower; every gale inhaled at sunset, 

~ when the task was finished by the wearied laborers, 
was freighted with the taint floating up from low, 
stagnant marshes in the city’s suburbs ; and each 
putrid poo] in the narrow, crowded streets bred 
the poison! That dreadful scourge, the yellow 
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fever, had settled down like the black wing of 
death, upon the Crescent City. 

The hospital wards were filled to overflowing ; 
gold failed to purchase care and nursing ; even 
natural affection was lost, and mothers tumed 
in loathing from the babes at their breasts when 
the dark plague-spot appeared. Cabmen were 
busied all day long and deep into the night, with 
transporting the smitten to the hospitals; the 
rumble of the dead cart fell on ears too used to 
the sound; cemeteries and grave-pits were 
crowded. 

O it was horrible! By day, the red, lurid 
glare of the tropic sun ripening everything to 
disease; by night, the fair, yellow moon and 
stars of unnatural brilliancy hanging so calmly 
above the city where corruption was festering | 
And still the sun rose out of the Orient, wheeled. 
over the calm, hazy sky, and went to his bed 
beyond the Pacific’s waters; the magnolia’s 
chalices whitened in deserted gardens ; vegeta- 
tion grew rank and luxuriant ; the young crescent 
moon grew to be fall-orbed, and bathed the beau- 
tifal city and the sheeted waters of Lake Pont- 
chartrain in a flood of golden splendor far more 
mellow than that of day; and still, from street, 
and court, and alley, from palace and hovel, 
went up the groans of the dying. It seemed, 
day by day, that the Black Angel brooded closer 
over a doomed city. 

And yet trade went on, and the marts wero 
crowded as of old; men bought and sold, and 
chaffered at a bargain; the jocund song and 
blithe negro melody fellontheear. Slaves were 
bought and sold, as though the hand of the Great 
Avenger was not, even then, pouring out the 
vials of his wrath over the land; great steam- 
boats came puffing up to the crowded levee, and 
disgorged their bales of merchandise ; and thus 
the sounds of busy life went on. 

Alas, that in this eager, jostling world-strife, 
man has no time to waste on his fellows! What 
though scores daily fell victims to the pestilence ? 
Others stepped in to take their places; the surg- 
ing waters closed over the spots where their 
barks of life had gone down, and again the tide 
swept on. 3 

But there were some in that scourge-smitten 
city—a few meek, pale women—who, in their 
nun-like robes, with the cross upon their breasts, 
and calm, serene, benevolent faces, went about 
among the sick and dying, like ministering angels 
as they were—these “ Sisters of Charity.” 

Careworn business men hushed the cry of 
greed and gain when they passed them in the 
thronged streets; litle boys ceased their rade 
sports and followed with childish gaze the pale 
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sisters who carried balm and consolation every- 
where; and the poor, emaciated beings who lay 
in crowded hospitals, deserted by kindred and 
friends, blessed with brightening eyes the com- 
ing of these pious women who, imitating the 
example of their divine Lord, “went about 
doing good.” 

In the convent of St. ——, among all the pale, 
passionless, soul-subdued faces there, none beam- 
ed more fair or pure than that of “ Sister Marie,” 
tho “ White Nan.” Hers was a still, pale coun- 
tenance, and wondrous fair, yet with no trace of 
earthly passion on its immobile features. It was 
as the outside of some beautifal sepulchre—fair, 
white, and marble still; and no one, looking on 
that marble face, would have dreamed how 
earthly hopes, and loves, and fears, had once 
stirred its calm; how every hope and love had 
been crucified on the cross of bitter despair, till 
the martyr had been lost in the saint, and earth 
had been translated to heaven, for when her feet 
came over the convent’s threshold, Sister Marie 
had dag a deep grave in her heart and buried all 
olden passions there. 

Alas, there be many such graves in hearts out- 
side of convent walls, where the “ dead past” has 
been put away and covered up forever ! 

Yet still, at matin chime or evening vesper- 
bell, the pale nun, clad in her white robes, flitted 
like a spirit from her cell, and knelt in the chapel 
with her sister throng; still her slender fingers 
slipped the beads of her rosary, or lifted the cru- 
cifix to her lips, those lips, though pale, yet del- 
icate as sculptor’s chisel ever carved in tribute to 
female loveliness, which murmured ave marias 
end prayers to the Virgin. Still she glided 
abont the city on errands of mercy, like the white- 
winged angel among dark, fallen humanity ; 
still she made daily visits to the hospital wards, 
bathing throbbing foreheads in cool waters, hold- 
ing fresh draughts to fever-parched lips, laying 
fresh flowers beside some deathly pale cheek on 
the pillows; still wan lips murmured blessings 
brokenly as she passed, or, when lips were 
speechless, glazing eyes strove to catch the flutter 
of her white robes ; and still, when all her gentle 
care had been in vain, the Sister of Charity fold- 
ed the cold white hands of the dead over silent 
hearts, and wept. 

Yes, the White Nan could weep for others, 
but for herself she'had no tears; their fountain 
had long been dried; for, when she sought the 
shelter of the holy convent’s walls, all that had 
moved or stirred her heart had then perished. 
Her world-griefs, her world-love, even her world- 
name, were buried in acommon sepulchre. She 
was no longer a weary, betrayed, deserted, 
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broken-hearted girl, but Sister Marie, the White 
Nun, who, with her olden name, had put off 
olden loves and woes, and ruined hopes forever! 





A tender violet had been crushed in his path- 
und down into dust beneath his iron 
heel ; another had been added to the list of the 
betrayed and castaways; but what cared tho 
brilliant, base man for that? Hartleigh Lou- *. 
zenberg’s way led onward through brighter gar- 
dens, where brighter flowers flaunted on the air ; 
his sensual eye had fallen on a stately southern 
exotic, and now he was free to win and wear it, 
for the sweet wild flower he had once gathered 
to his bosom had faded, drooped and perished. 

And the elegant belle of New-Orleans, Eloise 
Devereux, looked not coldly upon her new lover. 
Many had hitherto knelt at the creole’s feet; 
men of bravery, intellect and wealth had sued 
for her smiles; how strange that the hackneyed 
Hartleigh Louzenberg should have distanced 
them all in the race for the lady’s favor. 

But so it was; for months they had been be- 
trothed ; the wedding eve was appointed, and 
already the man who at heart had paid courtto the 
heiress, saw himself master of a crowded ware- 
house, a magnificent villa on the borders of 
Lake Pontchartrain, acres of snowy cotton fields 
and scores of lusty slaves. 

Already the wedding jewels flashed in their 
caskets on Eloise Deveroux’s dressing-table ; the 
bridal robe—a miracle of satin, lace and orange 
blossoms—had been sent from the French 
modiste’s; even the wedding favors, tied with 
tiny knots of white satin ribbon, filled the silver 
card receivers of the drawing-room. 

And all the while the tenible pestilence kept 
its onward march; and side by side with rosy 
matriage stalked pale death. 

The wedding-night came; and such an assem- 
blage as wealth, youth and beauty can ever gath- 
er around them, graced the mansion of the 
heiress. There mingled dark-eyed, tropic-hearted 
daughters of the South, and gallant Louisianians 
on whose arms they leaned; but none more 
beautifal than the peerless belle of the Crescent 
City—alas! none so black-hearted as the false 
Lousenberg ! 

The bride expectant shone resplendent in the 
costly bridal robes, and the lustre of her jewels 
vainly essayed to rival the proud flash of her 
midnight eyes; but Louzenberg was pale and 
agitated, cold tremors shook his frame; dull, 
heavy pains shot through his burning temples 
and leaden eyes. Ah, the deadly fever was 
lurking in his veins! Every-burning flush and 
heaving heart-throb brought a feelin» of suffoca- 
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tion; and conscience (not yet stifled to its 
death) sent pale, mocking ghosts to haunt the 
hour with a vision of the lost, ruined and 
forsaken! 

The marriage ceremony commenced, it half 
waned, yet Louzenberg heard no word of the 
priest before him, he saw not the beautiful woman 
athis side. His straining gaze, piercing strangely 
into nooks and shadows of the apartment, had 
become riveted on a shadowy form just outside 
the open verandah window, where the yellow 
moonlight met and struggled with the glare of 
chandeliers within, and on the white face of that 

“still, muffled figure peering in upon him, his 
eyes were enchained. Vainly he endeavored to 
break the spell; still his straining eyeballs were 
bound in that strange fascination, his senses 
were wrought to their utmost tension, till, under 
the combined influences of terror and the disease 
lurking in his system, he seemed on the verge of 
madness. 

Once, twice, the priest repeated the questions, 
awaiting the responses from Louzenberg ; the 
eyes of all in that spacious drawing-room were 
bent upon him ; even the haughty Eloise, as she 
watched his livid face, grew pale and faint with 
a feeling of indefinable terror, yet vainly strove 
to recall her lover’s senses to the ceremony. He 
gave no heed; his eyes rolled wildly in their 
sockets, hot pangs shot through his veins like 
writhing fire-serpents ; a deadly sickness clutched 
at his heart; his complexion took a green and 
ghastly hue; and, striving to point his clammy 
finger in the direction of the verandah window, 
he gave one shrill cry, in which pain, terror and 
agony were blended, then fell prostrate to the 
floor. 

The wildest confusion followed, and in another 
moment the guests were thronging around hig. 
Bat one look sufficed! Those who were familiar 
with the appearance of the pestilence, only cried 
“ The fever 1” then fled. 

In another moment the heiress’s mansion was 
deserted. Brave men and beautifal women, 
guest and priest, even she who had almost been 
made a bride, all had sought self-preservation in 
flight, and left him to his fate. And then, when 
all vaunted love had turned to fear and loathing, 
as these terrible words, “The yellow fever!” 
had rang ont on the perfumed air of that bridal 
hall—when all, priest of God, guest, the affianced 
bride, and even the lowest servant of the house- 
hold had abandoned him; then the pale Sister 
of Charity, now paler and calmer than ever, 
glided silently from her station in the window 
like a saint from her niche, and bent tenderly 
over the smitten man. 
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Weeks passed, cooler winds again want 
over New Orleans; the winds that floated up 
from the Mexic Gulf no longer brought the taint 
of poison ; the tropic sun burned less flercely, and 
the yellow splendor of the moon had faded ; the 
fever had somewhat abated, and health was 
again visiting the Crescent City, when Hartleigh 
Louzenberg—wan, emaciated as a skeleton— 
found strength to crawl feebly from his couch in 
the deserted mansion of Eloise Devereux. 

‘Death’s hot breath had blown upon his cheek, 
seared the lustre of his dark eye, withered, 
scorched and shrivelled his once fresh corfiplex- 
ion, burnt out the life from the once moist curls 
that had hung in rich masses over his white fore- 
head, and yet, death had passed him by. All 
death’s agony hadvhe felt, and yet lived—if that 
could be called life to which he now awoke, so 
unlike was it to the buoyancy and elasticity of 
health he had known when the fresh, untainted 
blood leaped joyously along his veins. 

‘Why had he been spared! he, the deceiver, 
betrayer; while hundreds—good, kind and 
noble—had bowed to the desolating scourge? 
Because his Maker and Preserver had mercifully 
resolved to touch bis heart into gratitude; to 
so touch and soften that arrogant.man’s proud 
heart, that, on bended knees, he thanked him for 
his life. 

But the pale Sister of Charity, the White Nun, 
who had been beside him during all that terrible 
fever, when frenzy was scorching his veins, 
whither had she vanished? Ah, the pale-faced 
nun knew that so soon as returning reason should 
take its seat in his brain, henceforth it was no 
place for her boside the sick man’s bed! And 
when the fever was upon the point of departure, 
another nurse took her station there. Yet never 
by look or word had she sought to betray herself 
to Louzeriberg, as too weak to speak, he lay pas- 
sive and childlike upon his pillows, and, gazing 
wonderingly on her sweet, pale face, dreamed of 
angels in heaven. 

So she had left him, on the border-ground of 
reason ; and when afterwards, while health came 
slowly back, day by day he thought of that night 
when the.terrible fever had seized him, and of 
the muffied form outside the verandah window, 
then he knew that she whom he had so cruelly 
wronged had been the angel who hovered about 
his pillow, then he knew who it was that had 
saved him! RS ol 

And then, when he questioned the nurse beside 
him, she only answered that he had been tended 
by Sister Marie, who left when she came, only a 
pale sad nun, who went about visiting the sick 
and dying; yet his heart cried out “Mary!” 
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“Mary!” and he prayed God he might live to 
Yook upon her face once more. 

And in the meantime, one convent cell was 
deserted ; one slight figure knelt no more before 
the crucifix on its walls, murmuring ave marias 
with pale lips, or glided noiselessly through dim 
corridors at twilight to join her sister-throng and 
sing the vesper hymn ; one little bed in that nar- 
row cell was unoccupied, but a low pallet in the 
hospital wards instead. 





One day, yet pale and enfeebled, Louzenberg 
dismissed his nurse and wandered out into the 
city streets. Crowds jostled past him, for the 
city dwellers were fast returning to their homes 
at the disappearance of the fever; he met a few 
old friends and acquaintances, who greeted him 
hastily, then hurried past; all gazed at him with 
evident fear, as if a ghost had risen from its tomb 
and wandered abroad over earth, so ghastly pale’ 
his countenance. He felt very miserable for he 
was utterly alone, abandoned by even his betroth- 
ed bride, for Eloise Devereux had fied north for 
safety; and now the one whom he had most 
wronged, but who had risked her own life to 
save his, was buried to him forever within the 
convent walls. 

He felt utterly desolate; and, as if to verify 
anew the truth of the old adage that misery loves 
compaty, he bent his steps to the ‘hospital 
where the sick and dying lay. Slowly he walked 
along, and while moving through the wards, 
pausing now and then to lift a cup of water to 
some thirsty lips, and note the ravages of a dis- 
ease which had so nearly claimed him for a vic- 
tim, a low moan from the extremity of the female 
ward fell on his ear. It was a low, gentle moan, 
and involuntarily he bent his steps in that direc- 
tion. Beside the low pallet sat a Sister of 
Charity whom he recognized as his latest nurse, 
bathing the forehead of a pale sufferer on the 
pillows, whose white lips, as she tossed to and fro 
in her pain, uttered the moans which had fallen 
‘on his ear. 

“ Hush !” said the nun, recognizing him as he 
drew near, and placing her finger on her lips, 
“hush ! ’tis Sister Marie!” 

Thrilled to the heart, Louzenberg drew near and 
gazed on her. One glance snfficed—it was she! 

- Yet that face, which had once been so fairin girl- 
hood, and flushed crimson beneath his kisses, 
bore now no imprint of the loathsome discase. 
Still were the delicate features beautiful to look 
upon, but pale, O, so pale and marble cold, that 
he shivered and sank down beside her as though 
an ice bolt had entered his heart. Yet the poison 
taint was in her blood; she had taken the fever 
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from him she had so loved and tended, and now 
she was dying !” 

With a deep groan, so full of agony that many 
occupants of the low pallets around rose to gaze 
about in terror—with such a groan the wretched 
man sank down by her bedside, murmuring in 
hollow tones: 

“O, God, this is terrible! And J have mur- 
dered her! Mary, Mary, live! live for me/ live 
that I may atone for all my wickedness. You 
must not, shall not die! Iam not forgiven yet, 
Mary, my own, my darling !” 

The dying girl faintly unclosed her eyes. An 
expression of wonder broke through their hazy 
film. 

“ Where am I?” she whispered, reaching out 
her hands dimly, like one walking in a dream. 
“T seem to be at home again, in the old cottage 
among the pines. The breath of summer is on 
my brow. The moon comes up behind Blue 
Hill—the brook sings down by the willows—my 
mother stands in the doorway, and smiles as I 
gather roses to deck my hair. The moon is 
getting higher—see ! the stars all grow pale—and 
hark ! [hear a step in the path through the wood ! 
Ah, he is coming—it is Hartleigh! He pleads 
hard, so hard that I cannot tell him ‘nay!’ He 
will make me his wife in that southern home 
where the magnolia whitens, where roses always 
bloom, and love can never fade. Hartleigh!” 
And in the ravings of delirium, her tones getting 
louder and louder, she raised herself in bed. 

“Mary, Iam here! For God’s sake speak to 
me—don’t look at me in that way!” moaned the 
miserable man, crouching humbly down at the 
bedside. ‘ 

“<«Mary! Mary!’ Some one called me,” 
went on the nan, “I guess it was my mother, 
Let me go in now, Hartleigh! But no! it was 
my beloved’s voice! he is sick, sick to death 
with the terrible fever. I must get away from 
this convent—they all look at me so with their 
cold, mocking eyes—they never loved anybody, 
I’m sure! I must get away and go to him! 
Hartleigh! Hartleigh, you never loved another, 
did yout You never cast away your Mary? 
Tell me, Hartleigh!” And with a gleam 
strangely akin to reason, flashing from the fost 
gathering film of death in her eyes, she flung her- 
self forward and gazed upon Hartleigh. In that 
last hour, the dying girl seemed to feel a dim 
consciousness who knelt beside her. 

“ Mary, forgive 1” 

The words were husky with agony which the 
kneeler uttered, catching wildly at her hand. 
“ Forgiveness, give it me before you go up to 
heaven. Mary, don’t you know me?” And he 
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smoothed the halr off her chill forehead and 
looked deep into her eyes. 

A strange glory played over her features—a 
dim smile, unutterably sweet and tender, about 
her lips. 

“ Hartleigh !” 

She essayed to place one thin, diaphanous 
hand in his, and with the other raised the golden 
crucifix to her lips murmuring, ‘I forgive—the 
Virgin, Jesus, bless you evermore !” 

Louzen®&rg sobbed aloud, and rained tears 
and convulsive kisses all over that little ice-cold 
hand; but suddenly its clasp relaxed—it fell 
motionless upon the counterpane—the glory 
faded from those filming eyes, and the smile 
flickered and grew fainter on her white lips, then 
went out on earth forever. 

It was too late; remorse, regret, prayers, 
tears, and proffered love, were then of no avail ; 
Marie the White Nun was dead ! 


Years after, one summer night of moonlight 
splendor, a pale, haggard wanderer stood in the 
drifting light and shade of a pinewood in a remote 
Canadian village. The ruins of an old cottage 
lay in a grass-grown clearing beyond; and the 
rash of waters in the lowlands smote upon the 
ear. 
“Here she lived—here she stole out to meet 
me in the moonlight ; and here the spsiler wooed 
her toherruin! Gods! what demon of evil sent 
me hither to lure Mary St. Pierre to her fate? 
Peace! Peace! Shall I never find thee?” And 
smiting his hand hard upon his temples, the hag- 
gard, conscience-stricken man rushed away. 

May, wander where thou wilt—tread whateter 
lands thou may’st, remorse, with wan, spectral 
fingers, will silently, surely weave a shroud over 
thy heart! And wherever thou turnest, Hart- 
leigh Louzenberg, the haunting eyes of Marie, 
the White Nun, the Mary St. Pierre of thine 
early love, shall follow thee evermore! 





OCCUPATION. 


The want of proper occupation is the cause of 
more than half of the petty frets of life. And 
right occupation will be a medicine for half the 
minor ills of life. A man without any proper 
aim in life, without moral inspiration, too rich to 
be industrious, and a prgy to the thousand frets 
of unoccupied leisure, sometimes sets himself to 
pray against his troubles. Now a man might as 
well pray against the sands in Sahara, as o lazy 
man to pray against petty troubles. Therefore 
it happens, sometimes, that bankruptcy brings a 
man what all his wealth failed to give—happi- 
ness ; for he has real troubles, and trouble is a 
@ood medicine for trouble. There is a moral 
coanterirritation—Henry Ward Beecher. 
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BEING LATE. 


‘We don’t stippose the brief homily which fol- 
lows from an anonymous will change the 
Ethiopian’s skin or the leopard’s spots, but that 
will not deter us from presenting to the church 
commercial the moral ethics and the prudential 
maxims which go to make up and form the char- 
acter of the good and the true merchant. There 
is a class of people who are always late. They 
are inevitably late to the cars, and they invariably 
have to jump for it if they are going on a steam- 
boat jaunt. Everything with these people is put 
off until the last moment, and then, if the plank 
is removed, they stand a capital chance of jump- 
ing overboard, in attempting to leap upon the 
deck after the ‘paddle whee have commenced 
revolving. If the boat started an hour later it 
would be all the same to them, for they would 
just as inevitably be behind time, and come 4 
or down a little too late to take things cool and 
comfortable. These late people have to stir their 
stumps or be left behind, when they have steam- 
boats or railroad cars to deal with ; but they are 
the bane of the existence of punctual persons 
with whom they may have dealings, and who 
have no recourse in the way of tapping a big 
bell or blowing up a steam whistle, to hurry up 
the delinquent eleventh hourmen. One procras- 
tinating man will derange the best laid plan of 
hundreds, by failing to come up to time, and he 
wastes hours for others in his disregard for min- 
utes.—New Orleans Picayune. 

ore 
AN UXORIOUS MONSTER, 


While lying in Black River harbor, Jamaica, 
two sharks were frequently seen playing about 
the ship. At length the female was killed, and 
the desolation of the male was excessive. What 
he did without her, remains a secret; but what 
he did with her, was clear enough—for scarce 
was the breath ont of his Eurydice’s body, when 
he stuck his teeth in her and began to eat her 
up witkgall possible expedition. Even the sailors 
felt their sensibility excited by so peculiar a 
mark of posthumous attachment; and to enable 
him to perform this melancholy duty the more 
easily, they offered to be his carvers, lowered 
their boat, and proceeded to chop his better half 
in pieces with their hatchets, while the widower 
opened his jaws as wide as possible, and gulped 
down pounds upon pounds of the dear departed 
as fast as they were thrown to him, with the 
greatest delight and all the avidity imaginable. 
@ make nodonbt that all the while he was eat- 
ing, he was thoroughly persuaded that every 
morsel that went into his stomach would make 
its way to his heaxt directly. ‘She was per- 
fectly consistent,” he said to himself. ‘She 
was excellent through life, and really she’s ex- 
tremely good now she’s dead !”— Wilson. 





How small a portion of onr life it is, that we 
really enjoy. In youth, we are looking forward 
to things that are to come; in old age, we aro 
looking backwards to things that are gone past ; 
in manhood, although we appear indeed to bo 
more occupied in things that aro present, yet even 
that is too often absorbed in vague determinations 
to he vastly happy on some fatare day, when we 
have time.—Lacon. 


e 


586 


Curions Matters. - 


Sucking up Water from Sand. 

Livingstone, the American traveller, describes an inge- 
nious method by which the Africans obtain water In the 
desert: ‘The women tie a bunch of grass to one end of 
a reed about two feet long, and insert it in a hole dug as 
deep as the arm will reach, then ram down the wet sand 
firmly around it. Applying the mouth to the free end of 
the reed, they form s vacuum in the grass beneath, in 
which the water collects, and in a short tinie rises to the 
mouth.” It will be perceived that this simple, but traly 
philosophical and effectual method, might have been ap- 
plied in many cases, in different countries, where water 
was greatly needed to the saving of life. It seems won- 
derful that it should have beon now first made known to 
the world and that it should have been habitually prac- 
tised in Africa, probably for centuries. It seems worthy 
of being particularly noticed, that it may no longer be 
neglected from ignorance. It may be highly important 
to travellers on our Western deserts and prairies, in some 
parts of which water is known to exist below the 
surface.” 

Strange Care for Hpilepsy. 

An Instance of the utility of a black silk handkerchief 
in cases of epilepsy occurred s few days ago in Paris. A 
young girl fell down in the public streets in a strong ep- 
Hleptic fit. A crowd immediately collected round her, 
but for some moments nobody could think of any means 
of assistance. A sergeant de ville, however, coming up, 
and seeing what was the matter, asked a bystander to 
lend him a black silk neckcloth, and, having obtained it, 
he covered the girl's face with the silk, and in the course 
of's few seconds she began to recover. The convulsions 
ceased, consciousness returned, and ina short time she 
got up and walked quietly home, having first thanked 
the officer for his kindness. A medical mon, who hap- 
pened to be present towards the termination of the 
scene, complimented the sergeant de ville, and said to 
him: ‘You have taught me s mode of treggment of 
which I shall avail myself in future.” 





A Skeleton fourteen Centuries Old. 

‘The Ackhbar of Algiers mentions an interesting dis- 
covery recently made at Dellys by some soldiers, while 
engaged digging out the foundations for erecting a 
stable. They found s tomb with s marble slab sup- 
ported by columns and statuettes, very well sculptured ; 
the whole in an excellent style of art. The tomb con- 
tained a leaden coffin, in which was a skeleton in good 
preservation, supposed to be that of awoman. The mpnu- 
ment is Roman, and belongs to the 4th or 5th century of 
the Christian era. No inscription has yet been discov- 
ered, but it is hoped that when the monament shall have 
‘been completely laid open, one will be found. 





A Modern Crosus. 

Monsieur Greffulhe, of Paris, who died recently, owned 
awhole street there, which he built, and called Rue 
Greffulhe. Te is sald to have possessed more gold and 
silver, on special deposit at the Bank of France, than 
any other banker in Paris. When the revolution of 
February occurred, he had $8,000,000 in gold and silver. 
‘His mania was te have his specie deposit in coin, while 
the Rothschilds and other bankers keep their deposits in 
gold or allver bars or coin. 











CURIOUS MATTERS. 


Dancing Fanatics. 

The following extraordinary tale appeats In the “ Echo 
de Ie Frontiere,” published at Valenciennes: ‘A family 
named Brisson, consisting of two brothers (one married), 
two sisters, and child five years of age, were one even- 
ing, recently, quietly seated at supper. All at once, one 
of them, seized with some sudden vertigo, jumped up and 
began talking most incoherently, and all the other mem- 
bers of the family being attacked in a similar way, did 
the same. They then all began dancing, and afterwards 
stripped themselves of the whole of their garments, sing- 
Ing, as they did so, sacred hymns. They next took the 
child, tied him to a ladder as if to cracify ffm, and then 
stuck pins Into the fleshy part of his person, continuing 
to dance and sing all the while. Their next exploit was 
to ascend the roof of the house and pour water down the 
chimney to extinguish, as they eald, the fires of purga- 
tory. At this moment, the neighbors interfered and re- 
leased the little bey, who was insensible from his suffer 
ings. ‘The cause of the sudden madness has not been 
ascertained.” 


A Curious Story. 

Acurious case is now before one of the courts at Ham- 
burg, in Germany, and exciting much interest, in a cer- 
tain quarter of the city. A young shoemaker lately re- 
ceived from America a large sum of money, left to him 
by his unknown parents at their death. Ths story goes 
that in 1835, an alleged Polish count,a refugee, resided 
for some time in the quarter in question. While there, 
the countess, his wife, gave birth tos son, which she left 
with the nurse at the time of her departure for America 
with her husband. The child was put to board with a 
worthy shoemaker, who taught him his trade, without 
informing him of his parentage. The investigation now 
going on, will probably throw much light on this affair, 
which is to make a rich man and s count of a poor shoe 
maker. : 








A Wooden Watchman. 

Accurious plece of mechanism has been invented and 
exhibited in Great Britain. It is called the ‘alarm 
statue,” and is designed for the protection of dwelling 
houses, etc., from midnight depredators. This autom- 
ton represents a soldier in full regimentals, alx feet in 
height; its position is erect, in the manner of a sentinel 
on duty, having a blunderbussin his hand. Upon touch- 
ing a wire, it immediately turns round in that direction, 
drops its head, and fires the piece, at the same time ring- 
ing two alarm-bells, and pronouncing the word “fire,” 
in a distinct and sudible voice. 


A Petrifying Stream. 

‘The Placerville (California) Argus says: “There isa 
Httle stream which empties into Shasta Valley, possees- 
fog the singular property of incrusting everything thet 
falls into ite waters with a complete coat of stone. Flow~ 
ers, leaves, grass, pine buds, etc., will become completely 
enamelled in the course of a week or 80, retaining in the 
process their natural form® 
A Prodigy. 

The Ocean, of Btest, says that there is now residing in 
that town a deaf and dumb man, named Moses,a native 
of Ratisbon, in Bavaria, who has taught himeelf Latin, 
and fourteen of the living languages of Europe, all of 
which he writes with extraordinary facility—and who, 
besides, makes the most difficultarithmetical calculations 
with astonishing correctness and rapidity. 











CURIOUS MATTERS. 


A Singular Phenomenon. 

At one of the meetings of the Scientific Association at 
Montreal, Professor Snell, of Amherst College, read = 
Paper upon “ Vibrations over the Dam at Holyoke, Mass.”? 
A letter gives the following notice of it: “ There is found 
an unbroken sheet of water, one thousand feet long and 
thirty fect high, which vibrates constantly—insomuch 
that all the doors and windows within miles of the spot 
keep time with the vibrations at the falls. These are at 
the rate of two for every second. This phenomenon, 
when seen from below, some sunsbiny morning, is ex- 
ceedingly beautiful. It was illustrated thus: If one 
should stand looking down # long stroet in a city, where 
every pane of giass was illuminated by a gas-light, and 
should see those lights extinguished and re-lighted twice 
every second, he might form a proper Idea of the reflec- 
tion of the eun's rays at these falls. The cause of the 
vibrations was attributed to the current of air passing 
between the fall and the dam—thus making an organ 
pipe one thousand feet in longth.” 





An Old Story Repeated. 

The Trieste Gazette relates the following mysterious 
story: “One of the noblest families of Vernon has just 
loarned that it has been the victim of an audacious fraud. 
Tho young heir to the property having many years ago 
been put out to nurse, it so happened, one day, that he 
fell from a chest of drawers and broke his arm. Soon 
after, the mother arrived to visit her infant. The narse, 
afraid of revealing the truth, presented her own child, in- 
stead of the little sufferer. The fraud succeeded, and the 
idea then struck her that she had better allow it to con- 
tinue. The young peasant, accordingly, received the ed- 
ucation ofa noble, and the nobleman was brought up to 
follow the plough. It was but a few weeks ago, that the 
nurse, on her death-bed, confessed her crime. The peas- 
ant, her son, is now married toa noble lady, and It isnot 
known how the interests engaged in the matter can be 
fairly conciliated.”” ce 


Newly discovered Property of Chloroform. 

The Abellle Medicale reports the case of a young man 
who badly scalded both legs in acauldron of boiling 
water. He was immediately laid ona bed, an exciting 
potion sdministered, cod liver oil applied te his leg and 
he was twice bled, but the pain in the legs did not eub- 
side. A liniment of laudanum and cod liver oll was ap- 
plied, also without effect in abating the pain. But chlo- 
roform having been substituted for laudanum, immediate 
relief ensued, and was maintained by continuing the 
same process until recovery. 

Discovery in Electricity. 

Dr. C. G. Page, of Washington, has discovered that pos- 
itive electricity will extinguish the flame of a lamp, and 
negative electricity will increase it. When the flame of 
about two inches height is charged positively from  pow- 
erful machine, it is rapidly shortened to total extinction. 
‘When the flame is charged negatively, it is immediately 
enlarged, # portion of it being impelled down around the 
wick tube for the distance ofan Inch, and 8 portion aiso 
elongated above. 








Delicate Bating. . 
‘The “ Digger Indiaus,” of California, catch cartloads of 
grasshoppers by driving them Into a pit dug for the pur- 
pose, after which they are baked by a fire encireling the 
pit, and then pulverized Into flour, from which various 
delicate ciands axe prepared for the Indian palate. 
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Family Names, 

The following facts are from an interesting article on 
the family nomenclature of England and Wales, in the 
sixteenth annual report of the register general of Eng- 
land: The indexes for births, marriages and deaths for 
seventeen and a half years contains more than 21,000,000 
pames. In England, Smith is by far the most common 
name, while in Wales, the name of Jones predominates. 
During the period above named, the records of both 
England and Wales show 285,087 persons named Smith, 
and 282,900 named Jones. Of the whole population of 
England and Wales in 1855, one person in 78 was named 
Smith, one in 76 was-a Jones, one in 114.8 WilNams, one 
in 148 s Taylor, one in 162% Davis, and one in 1758 
Brown. Over half a million of the whole population 
were named Smith or Jones. 





Miserly Avarice. 

A German beggar woman at Elisabeth, New Jersey, who 
had for years subsisted on the private charity of the pub- 
lic, wiih she gained by her squalid poverty snd apparent 
necessities, recently died and an examination was made 
of her effects. To the astonishment of all, there was 
found among them ten or twelve thousand dollars ine - 
cellent bonds and mortgages upon the best of property, 
all of which was available cash. This miserable creature 
liad been saving and investing the proceeds of her beggary, 
excepting only that which was necessary to save her from 
starvation, until it had attained this very respectable 
sum. Leaving no heirs, the money will revert to the town 
or city in which she lived. 


Natural Instinot. : 

Tt has beon observed that turtles cross the ocean from 
the Bay of Honduras to the Cayman Isles, near Jamaica, 
8 distance of four hundred and fifty miles, with an accu- 
racy superior to the chart and compass of human skill; 
for it is affirmed that vessels which have lost their latitude 
in hazy weather have steered entirely by the noise of the 
tartles in swimming. The object of their voyage, as of 
the migration of birds, is for the purpose of laying eggs on 
& spot particularly favorable. 


Singular Tree, 

In the Island of Goa, near Bombsy, there Is a singular 
vegetable, called “‘ the sorrowful tree,’ because it only 
flourishes in the night. At sunset no flowers are to be 
seen, and yet after halfan hour it is fall of them. They 
yleld a sweet smell, but the sun no sooner begins to 
shine upon them than some of them fall off, and others 
close up; and others continue flowering in the night 
during the whole year. 


Making Wood Fire-proof. 

Professor Rochelder, of Prague, says the California 
Farmer, has just discovered a new antiphiogistic material 
which promises to become of importance. It isa liquid 
chemical composition, the secret of which is not yet di- 
valged, which renders wood and other articles indestract- 
Ible by fire. Several successful experiments have been 
made, and others are promised on a larger scale. 





Gas Experiment. 

An exhibition of gas-light can be made in the following 
manner. Procure a tobacco pipe, with a long stem, and 
put into the bowl a small walnut, then cover the top of 
the bowl with clay, and let itdry. After it is dry, heat 
the bow] in the fire, when a white gas will issue from the 
stem. This may be lighted, and it will burn for some 
time. 
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Lilies for a bridal bed, 

Roses for a matron’s head, 

‘Violets for a maiden dead,— 
Pansies let thy flower be.—SHxLLEr. 








Epacris. 

‘The Epacris is a New Holland shrab, which the first 
settlers took for a kind of Heath. The Epscris should be 
grown in a soil composed of tarf bog, chopped small, but 
not crambled, and mfxed with sand; and they do best in 
double pots, with moss, kept moist, stuffed between them ; 
as, if the hot sun comes to the outside of the pot, the 
tonder roots will be withered, and the plants are checked 
if not killed. The plants should be potted high like 
Heath. They require plenty of air and light, but not 
much heat; sufficient to exclude the frost in winter is 
quite enough for them. Cuttings of young woods may 
be struck in pure sand, under a bell-glass, and with the 
aid of bottom heat. 





Moral of the Garden. 

Nothing teaches patience Uke a garden. All have to 
‘walt for the fruits of the earth. You may go round and 
watch the opening bud from day to day; but It takes its 
own time, and you cennot urge it on faster than it will. 
If forced, it s only torn to pieces. All the best results of 
& garden, like those of life, are slowly but regularly 
progressive. Each year does a work that nething but s 
year can do. ‘Learn to labor and to wait ” is one of the 
Dest lessons of a garden. All that is good takes time, and 
comes only by growth. 


Orucianella. 

A very beautiful little plant. It is » hardy perennial, 
a native of the mountains of Persia, growing sbout a foot 
high in any common garden soil, and well adapted for 
beds in a geometric fower-garden, from its profusion of 
‘bright pink flowers, which it continues producing from 
June to September. It is well adapted for rock-work, 
‘and is increased by dividing the roots. 





Periploca. 

A handsome, hardy climber, with velvet-like flowers of 
s singular color, being a dark purplish maroon. It will 
grow in any light, rich soll, and is very suitable for cov- 
ering arbors. It is said to be fatal to files, and that num- 
ders of dead files may be swept up every day in bowers 
covered by it. Propagated by layers or cuttings. 
Fankia. 

The Japan Day-lily. They are natives of Japan and 
China, and are grown here in the open air, though they 
must be started in pots in the house, and not turned into 
the border until rather late in the season. They are 
quite hardy, and requires dry warm border, sheltered 
from the north winds. 


Heliophils. 

Beautifal little annual plants, natives of the Cape of 
Good Hope, generally with blue flowers, and very long, 
slender stems. The seeds should be sown in a hot-bed, 
in March, and the plants removed to the borders, ina 
warm, sheltered situation, in the latter part of May. 








Pitcarnia. : 

Handsome herbaccous stove plants, with pine-apple- 
Uke leaves, and very singular scarlet or pinkish flowers. 
Should be grown in sandy peat and rich loam. 
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Ampelopsis. : 

Well known by its Boglish names of Virginia Creepe: 
and Five-leaved Ivy. Its flowers have no besuty, but it 
is worth cultivating as an ornamental plant, from the 
brilliant scarlet which its leaves assume in autumn, and 
which look particularly well at that season, when inter- 
mingled and contrasted with the rich dark, glossy green 
leaves of the English Ivy. The plant is very rapid in 
growth, and is propagated by cuttings or layers. The 
Virginian Creeper is one of our finest indigenous climb- 
ers. It grows very rapidly, attaching iteelf firmly to 
wood and stone buildings. 


Fontanests. 

A shrub or low tree, resembling in appearance the com- 
mon Privet, but with handsomer flowers, which are at 
first whitish, but afterwards become a brownish yellow. 
It is a native of Syria, where its leaves remain on all the 
year; but in this climate they drop off in the course of 
the winter. It will grow in any common garden soil, 
and is propagated by layers, cuttings snd grafting on 
the Privet. 


Erythrina. 

The Coral Tree. Stove aud green-house shrubs, with 
splendid corsl-colored flowers. E. laurjfolia and E. Cris- 
ta-galli will grow in the open border, snd will flower 
magnificently in a warm sunny border, if sheltered by a 
south wall. The soil should be sandy loam, or loam and 
peat; and they are propagated by cuttings of the young 
wood struck in sand under gless, but without bottom 
heat. 

Gesneria. 

Showy hot-house plants, generally with intensely bril- 
Mant scarlet flowers. They require rich light soil, and 
are propagated by cuttings struck in sand under a bell 
glass with the aid of bottom heat. It is a very difficult 
Plant to propegate, as it is very susceptible to any very” 
light excess of heat or cold, but it well repays any trouble. 





Cotula. 

Hardy annuals, the flowers of which are like little 
golden balls. It will grow in any common garden soil, 
and requires to be sown in April, with the usual treat- 
ment of hardy annuals. 


Sanguisorba, 

Great Burnett is the name by which it is commonly 
known. Most of the exotic kinds are very hardy. Should 
be sown in a rich, light soil. They are increased by 
dividing the roots. 

Amethystea. 

An annual plant with brilliant blue flowers; a native 
of Siberia, of easy culture in any soll or situation, except 
that it will not bear transplanting unless when very 
young, and it is rather difficult then to make the plants 
live. 


Dimorphotheca. 

Professos De Candolle’s new name for the Cape Mari- 
golds, formerly called Calendula pluvialis and C. hybrida. 
Ferraris. 

Cape tuberous-rooted plants, with very curious flowers, 
and requiring the usual culture of similer plants. 
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Didisous. 

« Besutifal Australian plants, sometimes called by this 
name, and sometimes by that of Trachemene. They are 
half hardy annuals, that require to be raised in a hot- 
Ded, and not planted out into the borders till May or 
June. In very cold or exposed situations they are gen- 
erally grown in pots, and kept in the green-house; but 
they never flower so well as in the open ground. The 
best way to grow them is to sow the seed in autumn as 
soon as it can be procured from seed-shops, on a slight hot- 
bed, to pot the plants as soon as they have formed their 
second pair of leaves, and to keep the pots in a frame or 

“green-house, shifting the plants occasionally, till the fol- 
lowing spring, when they may be planted in the open 
ground ina light rich soil, and they will flower beauti- 
fully. 





‘Wash for Fruit Trees. 

Make a firm soap of one pert lamp oil (no matter how 
much candied) and six or eight parts of strong ley or 
potash solution; one part of this soap and eight of warm 
water—apply with « brush, or cloth attached to a lorg 
handle. I have used this wash with perfect success on 
young trees, entirely destroying the aphis when the 
trees were nearly covered with them, and giving to the 
bark @ healthy and vigorous appearance. apply the 
wash in February or March. 





Leycesteria. 

‘A very handsome plant with long spikes of reddish 
flowers, which will not only thrive but grow more luxu- 
Mantly in the immediate neighborhood of the sea than in 
‘avy other situation. It is a native of Nepal, and was in- 
troduced in 1824. It was lost for some time, owing to 
injudicious treatment, but has lately been re-introduced. 
It is propagated by cuttings and seeds. 

Notelea. 

Australian shrubs with white flowers, greatly resem- 
Dling in their leaves and general appearance the Euro- 
pean Olive. They'are generally kept in the green-house, 
and grown in sandy peat; but they are nearly hardy, 
and make good shrube for a background or baicony. 
Julibrisson. 

This beautiful tree, which is s kind of Acacia, is called 
the silk-tree, from the abundance of its long, fine, tassel- 
like blossoms. It is rather tender here, requiring pro- 
tection during the winter, but grows freely in Italy. 





Zygophyllum. 

‘The Bean Caper. Greeu-house and hardy perennials, 
which will grow In any common garden soil that is some- 
what loamy. They are propagated by cuttings very 
readily. . 

Fuschia. 

‘The Port Famoni Fuschis (F. discolor), though quite 
hardy in the north of Scotland, will not stand well near 
London, as it is much injured by smoke. 





Callichroa. 

‘The only species known is s showy California annual, 
with golden yellow flowers, requiring the usual treat- 
ment of California annuals. 

.Gaura. 

Curious hardy annual and biennial flowers, very pretty, 

and requiring only the culture of their respective kinds. 


Hyacinths. 

In the management of hyacinths in glasses, it may be 
remarked, that, when a succession of flowers is wanted, 
the bulbs may be putin every fortnight. Place in the 
bulbs, and then fill up with water just so that the bot- 
tonts of each will be immersed an eighth of an inch ; then 
put the glasses ins dark cool room until the roots have 
protruded s half an inch or 80, which is generally in 
about ten days. They should be exposed to the sun, 
light and air, as much as possible; if they receive the 
sun on one elde only, they should be turned round every 
two or three days, to prevent thelr growing crooked. 





Toads in Gardens. 

‘Various remedies have been given for the prevention of 
the ravages of insects in gardens. Young chickens are 
often allowed to run in the gardens, but the remedy is 
only partial; chickens will only eat = few species of in- 
sects, and these are apt to be the least destructive. 
Toads do an infinite degree of good. Excepting the 
black ‘ pumpkin bug,” toads will eat any bug, worm or 
fly, that belongs to the catalogue of enemies to farmer or 
gardener. The more full grown toads you have ina 
garden the better. Never drive them away—eek rather 
to bring them there. 


Nitrate of Soda. 

Bhis substance, which is found in great abundance as 
a nataral production of the earth of South America, is a 
very powerful manure; but it must be spplied cautiously, 
or it will make the leaves look brown and shrivelled. It 
should be well mixed with the soll in which plants are to 
be placed, and not laid on the surface. When it produces 
the proper effect, it gives great vigor to the plant, and 
renders their leaves an intense bright green. 








Passerina. 

Sparrow-wort. Most of the speciee are Cape ehrubs, 
which require e green-house in this climate. One species, 
P. hirsuta, is @ native of the south of Europe, and bears 
saall yellow flowers, They sre all more curicus than 
beautiful, and scarcely pay for the trouble of raising 
them, being almost wholly devold of fragrance. 

. 


Stellaria. 

Very pretty plants with white flowers, many of which 
are natives of Britain. They are all quite hardy, but 
grow best in sandy soil. The dwarf kinds are euitable 
for rock-work. They are propagated by seeds, which thus 
ripen freely, or by division of the root. 


Cynoglossum. 
Hounds’ Tongue. Pretty little biennial and annual 


plants; natives of Europe, and requiring only the com- 
mon culture of plants of a similar nature. Yenus's Na- 
velwort was formerly considered as belonging to this 
genus. 


Adenophora. 

Perennial plants, with blue, bell-shaped flowers, re- 
sembling the Campanulss. They require to be planted 
in s rich, light soil, and are easily killed by too much 
moisture. They are natives of Siberia, 





Empetrum. 

‘The Crow Berry. Little heath-like plants, with pretty 
flowers and very showy berries, adapted for growing on 
rock-work. They should be grown in peat soil, and kept 
rather dry. 
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Apple Fritters, 

Pare and core some fine large plippins, and cut them 
into round slices. Soak them in wine, sugar, and gut- 
meg, for two or three hours. Make a batter of four 
eggs; a table-spoonful of rose-water; a table-spoonful of 
wine; a table-spoonful of milk; thicken with enough 
flour, stirred in by degrees, to make a batter; mix it two 
or three hours before it is wanted, that it may be light. 
Heat some butter in a frying-pan; dip each slice of apple 
separately in tite batter, and fry them brown; sift pound- 
ed sugar, and grate nutmeg over them. 

Common Tins, 

Throw some wood-ashes into a wash-kettle, pour on 
water till it is two-thirds full, and then let it boll. Or 
make s strong lye. Dip in the tins when it is boiling 
hot; and, if they are very dirty, leave them in about ten 
minutes. 
ture of soft soap and the very finest sand. This must 
be rubbed on with a coarse tow-cloth. Then rinse them 
in a tub of cold water, and set them in the sun to drain 
and dry. When dry, finish by rabbing them well with a 
clean woolen cloth or flannel. They will look very nice 
and bright. 


Barley Water. e 
‘Take four large table-spoonfuls of well-picked and 
washed pearl barley, and put {t Into a poreelain-lined 
kettle, containing two quarts of boiling water. Let it 
boil slowly till reduced to nearly one half the liquid. 
Btrain it and season it with eslt, and, if the patient’s 
condition will admit of it, flavor it with white sugar and 
frosh lemon-juice. It is s grateful drink to invalids. 





Baspberry Puffs. 

Roll out thin some fine puff-paste, cut it in rounds or 
Squares of equal size, lay some raspberry jam into each, 
moisten the edges of the paste, fold and press them to- 
gether, and bake the puffs fram ten to fifteen minutes. 
Strawberry, or any other jam will serve for them equally 
well. i‘ 5 
A cheap Suet Puddixk. 

With « pound of four mix well an equal weight of 
Good potatoes boiled and grated, a quarter pound of suet, 
and a amall teaspoonful of salt. Make these Into a stiff 
batter, with milk, and boil the pudding one hour ina 
well-floured cloth. 


To destroy Rats. 

Cut a number of corks or a plece of sponge as thin as 
sixpences; stew them in grease, and place them In the 
way of the rats. They will greedily devour this delicacy, 
and will die of indigestion. 





Cheap Door-Mats, 

Cut old broadcloth or any woolen articles into long 
strips from one to two inches broad. Braid three of these 
together, and sew the braid round in gradually ineress- 
ing circles till large enough. 

Cream Tea. 

Four spoonsful of boiling water to one spoonful of 

Sweet cream. and a little loaf sugar. Delicate for the 


tenderest infant, but the cream must be geawine, not 
city cream, 











Take them out, and cover them with a mix-" 
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To preserve Books. 

A few drope of any perfumed cil will secure libraries, 
from the consuming effects of mouldiness and damp.” 
Russian leather which is perfumed with the tar of the 
Dirch-tree, never moulds; and merchants suffer large 
bales of this article to lle in the London Docks in the 
most careless manner, knowing that it cannot sustain 
any injury from damp. 

The Bakewell Pudding. 

Having covered a dish with thin puff paste, put s layer 

of any kind of jam abont half an inch thick, then take 


the yolks of eight eggs and two whites, half s pound of" 


sugar, half a pound of butter melted, and almond flavor 
to your taste; bent all well together; pour the mixture 
Into the dish an inch thick, and bake it about an hour 
in 8 moderate oven. 

Good plain Gingerbread. 

Three-quarters of a pound of fiour; # quarter of a 
pound of butter; a quarter of a pound of sogar; a quar- 
ter of a pound of treacle; a table-spoonful of cream, and 
ginger to the taste. Mix all together into s stiff paste, 
roll it out thin, and cut into small cakes; a little candied 
orange and lemon peel is 8 great improvement. 





Snow-Balls. 

One cup of sugar, two eggs, four table-spoonsful of 
milk, 8 tea-spoonful of cream of tartar, and one of soda, 
if the milk is sour; if not, half s tes-spoonful; spice to 
your taste; flour to just roll out in balls; fry in lard, 
and dip in the white of an egg, then in powdered loaf 
sugar, till white. 

Sponge Cake. 

Ten eggs and their weight in sugar; beat the yolks 

with the sugar; take the weight of five eggs in flour sift- 


| ed; beat the whites to s froth, and put in; adda half 


teaspoon of sods, and stirin the flour one of cream of 
tartar; add the four as quickly as posable, and bake 
immediately. 
Bice Pie. 

To a pint of rice boiled soft, add @ pint of rich cream, 
two eggs, salt, anda little mace. Let these ingredienta 
be well mixed, spread half the quantity ins deep baking 
dish, lay pieces of chicken upon it, and cover them with 
the remainder of the rice, and bake it in a hot oven. 
Lemon Pie. 

For one pie, two lemons’ juice and rinds, two cups of 
sugar, one cup of milk, two table-spoonsful of corn-starch, 
the yolks of eix eggs; bake it; then beat the whites of 
the eggs with eight table-spoonsfal of fine white sugar, 
and pour over it; put it in the oven, and dry. 


Boiled Halibut. 7 

The cut next to the tail is the nicest. Rub salt over 
it. soak it awhile In cold water, wash !t, scrape it, pin it 
ina floured cloth, and put {t in boiling water. Eight 


pounds will require a little more than half an hour's, 


bolling. 





Clams. 

Lay them on the coals or gridiron, 80 that the shell will 
retain the liquor. When theshell opens, pour the liquor 
into a saucepan, cut ont the clams and boll them. Add 
cream and galt, and pour them upon toasted bread. 
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Strengthening Jelly for Invalids. 

One ounce of isinglass, half an ounce of gum-Arabio, a 
pint of port wine; sweeten with sugar-candy or loaf- 
sugar, and then flavor with cinnamon, or a little nutmeg 
and lemon-peel. The cinnamon may be boiled in squar- 
ter ofa pint of water for an hour; strain, and add the 
isinglass with another quarter of a pint of water; strain 
when it is dissolved, and add the other ingredients. Take 
8 wineglassful the first thing in the morning, and the last 
at night, melted; or eat it cold, taking a piece the size of 
‘& nutmeg occasionally. 

For Bread Jelly. 

Measure a quart of boiling water, and set it away to 
get cold. Take one-third of an ogdinary baker’s loaf, 
slice it, pare off tho crust, and toast the bread nicely to a 
light brown. Then put it into the boiling water, set it 
on hot coals in a covered pan, and boil it gently, till you 
find, by putting some in a spoon to cool, that the liquid 
has become a jelly. Strain {t through a thin cloth, and 
set it away for use. When it is to be taken, warm a tea- 
oupful, sweeten it with sugar, and add a little grated 
Jemon-peel. 

Curried Chicken. 

Lay the pleces of a dressed chicken into a stewpan with 
a sliced onion fried brown, a clove of garlic, and some 
good white gravy ;-simmer till the chicken is tender. add 
8 spoonful of curry powder, flour rabbed smooth with a 
lump of butter; o quarter ofa pint of cream, with a lit- 
tle salt may be added twenty minutes before serving; 
squeeze a little lemon into the dish, and put an edging 
of rice round the dish. 

Apple Souffiet. 

Prepare apples as for baking in a pudding, put them 
into a deep dish, and lay upon the top, about an inch 
snd a half thick, rice boiled in new milk with sugar; 
eat to a stiff broth the whites of two or three eggs, with 
& little sifted loaf-sugar, lay it upon the rice, and bake 
itin an oven a light brown. Serve it instantly when 
done. ‘ 


Cheese, boiled. 

Grate a quarter of a pound of good cheese, put it into 
sauce san, with s bit of butter the size of « nutmeg, 
end half a tes-cupful of milk, stir it over the fire till it 
boll, and then add a well-beaten egg; mix it all together, 
put it into » small dish, and brown it before the fire. 





To make a sweet Apple-Pie. 

Pare and core your apples, grate theni into s pomace, 
and then prepare it just as you would a pumpkin ple. 
‘Tt makes the most delicious ple we ever ate. 


Imperial Drink. 

Put half an ounce of cream of tartar, four ounces of 
white sugar, and three ounces of orange-peel into a pan; 
pour three pints of boiling watet on, strain, and cool. 





Blue Ink. 

Dissolve a small quantity of indigo in a little oll of 
vitriol, and add « sufficient quantity of water, in which 
gum-arabic has been dissolved. 





Mustard Plasters. 
‘These should be covered with muslin, or the poultice 
put ino cloth bag, before being applied to the skin. 
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Cure for Rheumatism. 

Of oll of rosemary, oll of cloves, oil of origanum, spirits 
of turpentine, spirits of ammonia, tincture of canthari- 
des, and alcohol, take of each one ounce, and mix in & 
light glass-stopple bottle, and shake up when used. Heat 
asaucer on embers, pour a little in thesaucer, and rub it 
on the part affected, with the hand, previously warmed 
by the fire, so as to encourage absorption. Also sald to 
be very gcod for sick-headache. 


Cough Mixture. 

Take one teacupful of molasses; add two table-spoons- 
ful of sugar; simmer this over the fire; then, when taken 
off, add three teaspoonsful of paregoric, and as much re- 
fined nitre as can be put upon the point of s small 
breakfast-koife. Of this mixture take two or three tea- 
spoonsfal on going to bed, and one or two during the 
day when you have a disposition to cough. 





To keep Insects out of Bird-Cages. 

Tie upa little sulphur in a silk beg, and suspend it in 
the cage. For mocking-birds this is essential to thelr 
health; and the sulphur will keep all the red ants and 
other insects from cages of all kinds of birds. Red ants 
will never be found in a closet or drawer ifa small bag of 
sulphur is kept constantly in these places. 

. 





Wax Polish. 

Melt beeswax in spirits of turpentine, with a very small 
proportion of roein. When it is entirely dissolved, dipin 
sponge and wash the mahogany lightly over with it. 
Immediately afterwards, rub it off with a clean soft cloth. 
For the carved work, spread on the mixture with a small 
soft brash, and rub it off with another brush a very little 
harder. 





To make Court Plaster. 

Stretch tightly, some thin black or flesh-colored silk in 
a wooden frame, securing it with pack-thread or small 
tacks. Then go sll over it with a soft bristle brush dip- 
ped in dissolved isinglass or strong gum-arabic water. 
Give it two or three coats, letting it dry between each. 
Then go several times over it with white of egg. 





Celery. 

‘This delicious vegetable is not generally appreciated as 
s cooking vegetable. Wash the stems clean in salt and 
water, and drop them into boiling water; after boiling 
twenty minutes take up and drain; place some toasted 
bread in the bottom of a dish, lay the celery upon it, and 
season with butter, pepper and salt. 


To cook Parsnips. 

Scrape the parsnipe, wash, and slice them lengthwise; 
boil in just water enough to cover them, till thoroughly 
done; then put in a piece of butter, with a little salt and 
pepper; beat up an egg with arpoonful of flour, and pour 
over them, and they are ready to dish up. 





To make old writing legible. 

‘Take six bruised gall-nuts, and put them toa pint of 
strong white wine; let it stand in the sun for forty-eight 
hours. Dipa brash init and wash the writing, and by 
the color yon will discover whether the mixture is strong 
enough of the galls 


Gnxitor's Gable. 





MATURIN M. BALLOU, Epiror anp Proprietor. 





THE GLORY AND SHAME OF ENGLAND. 

The military achievements of the English sol- 
diery have been among the proudest of her 
boasts. These men have carried her flag in 
triumph over every quarter of the globe which is 
encircled by her drum-beat. They have en- 
countered every hardship, confronted every peril, 
fought, bled and died, to give her greatness and 
colonial extension. The valor of England's 
soldiery is her glory ; the treatment of England’s 
soldiery, her shame. We need not recapitulate 
the privations to which the stapidity and culpa- 
ble neglect of English officials doomed these 
men in the opening of the Crimean campaign, 
until exposure, insufficient food and quarters, 
decimated their ranks more cruelly than did the 
bullets of the Russians. But let us see how 
these poor men are treated at home—what are 
the tender mercies of the British military govern- 
ment to the privates of the army. i 

Very lately a private of the Sixth Northam- 
berland Fusileers was sentenced by a court-mar- 
tial to receive 450 gashes, cut at the rate of nine 
atatime into his back. The poor victim to 
military tyranny—a man who has seen better 
circumstances, and is, we hear, connected with a 
distinguished family in the north of Ireland— 
when ordered to strip, sternly and steadily re- 
fused. On this, sixteen of the strongest and 
most muscular men stood forward, and hurled 
him, face downward, on the stone pavement of 
the racket-court. He manfally resisted this in- 
dignity, and with a voice trembling with emo- 
tion, requested them to take his life, but spare 
him this dishonor. A few moments, however, 
and he was stripped and tied to the triangles. 
Forth stepped one of the largest drummers, 
armed with a “cat,” the length of tle handle of 
which being eight inches, the nine-tails the same 
length, armed with pentagonal pieces of case- 
hardened steel, cighty-one in number. 

At the first blow of the “cat,” a piercing 
and unearthly shriek rung from the strong man 
in his agony. His lacerated flesh gaped under 
the blow, and lumps of flesh, at each fresh blow, 
were detached from his bleeding back, and hung 
about the wall of the racket court, and on the 
clothes of those standing by. The stern colonel, 
compelled to be an unwilling witness, turned, 





and leaning on the arm of the equally affected 
major, covered his face with his handkerchief, 
while deep sighs agitated his manly bosom, and 
plainly showed the struggle that was going on 
within. The surgeon, a most humane man, was 
obliged to be supported by his hospital sergeant, 
who, from time to time, administered to him 
restoratives, aswell as to the suffering soldier. 
Man after man fell from the ranks, and was car- ~ 
ried away fainting ; tears bedewed the faces of 
nearly all the officers, agd at length the poor 
sufferer was released from his torture, to linger 
in hospital, where he now lies, the whole of his 
spine being laid bare, and gangrene has ensued, 
leaving the tortured and lacerated wretch in 
such a state that every Christian can only hope 
that death, as it must do, will soon release him 
from his sufferings. 

At the forty-fifth stroke of the instrament— 
that is, after receiving 405 gashes—the unhappy 
wretch, whom fortune saved from the bands of 
an Indian to fall into the hands of an English 
Nana Sahib, positively burst his bonds, in the 
contortions of agony, and fell in a bloody heap 
to the ground. He was again tied up, and the 
other forty-five wounds were inflieted. Not a 
single drop of Christian blood could the Shy- 
locks of the Fusiliers be persuaded to abate. 
Their victim received the full tale, and was car- 
ried to the hospital delirious, in a state which 
rendered it doubtful whether, in the event of his 
physical recovery, he would not be the inmate of 
a mad-house for life. A few years ago, an Eng- 
lish hussar was whipped to death in the same 
manner. 

We forbear comment on this bloody business. 
But wo venture to make one suggestion. There 
are unemployed Englishmen in the United 
States, grumbling at and abusing our country, 
and incessantly lauding British institutions to 
the skies. To all such, we would say England 
needs men at this juncture, and the best thing 
they can do is to go home and enlist in the Fu- 
siliers, that they may practically experience how 
superior British civilization is to that of all the 
rest of the world. 

—_— too + 

Cuina.—French bayonets, not English, did 
the business for the Chinese in taking Canton. 


. 
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THE SABBATH IN EUROPE. 

A great many false notions are prevalent with 
regard to the manner in which the Sabbath is 
spent in Europe among the humbler classes. In- 
stead of giving them greater freedom, it increases 
thir toils, as may be seen from the following in- 
telligent statements of a foreign correspondent 
of the New York Times: “ After a careful ob- 
servation and experience in foreign cities, I am 
justified in this conclusion—the Sunday is a day 
of leisure to the moneyed classes of society, to 
whom all must be made easy, and a day of toil 
to the poorer. To the richer classes it is a gala 
day, but to those who have to provide the dress, 
pleasures and excursions of those above them, it 
is a time when their labors are more in demand 
than on any day of tho week. Sunday is the 
day for the finest performances at the theatre and 
opera. It is the day for sumptuous dinners ; for 
evening assemblies, concerts and balls. You 
may easily imagine, therefore, what an amount 
of labor is required, and especially when indif- 
ference to the day excludes all forethought. 
Young people are plying their needles on Sab- 
bath morning, to complete the gay robe for the 
evening. Laundresses are commonly seen car- 
rying through the streets articles of attire. 
Printers and bill-posters are engaged in announc- 
ing the amusements of the evening. Shoemak- 
ers are finishing dress boots; boys are carrying 
them home. Tailors are bending over broidered 
vests. ‘The chief market of the weck is held on 
the Sunday morning. Cooks, in the public 
kitchens, are busier than usual. Confectioners 
and decorators are pressed with labor. A car- 
penter in Nice said he would be grateful for any 
law that would exempt him from toil on the Sab- 
bath. An eminent physician in Bonn told me 
that so numerous were the private and dancing 
parties on the Sunday evenings in Germany, 
that in hundreds of houses the servant girls were 
so hurried that they could only catch a moment 
to eat their food as they stood. The most pain- 
ful thing about this is, that there is not the most 
distant conception of any injustice being done 
to the suffering toilors by this state of things. 
The amount of it all is, that the no-rest principle 
works well enough for the selfish aristocracy, 
but terribly for the poorer laboring classes. It 
would be sv here, only that here, as in Europe, 
there can be no sound state of public or private 
morals, among rich or poor, without a day of 
sacred rest.” 

re + 

Marrrmonrat.—A Miss Aurelia Will was 
lately married in Indianapolis to a Mr. Augustus 
Way. “ Where there’s A. Will there’s A. Way.”” 





OF INTEREST TO ALL! 

‘We respectfully call the attention of every 
parent to the character of BALLov’s PicroriaL, 
a work which will bring into your family circle, 
each successive week, more valuable information, 
and incite more inquiry, intelligence and love of 
all that is worth knowing and remembering, than 
a month of attendence can do in the best of 
schools. Conducted with a strict regard for 
morals (though free from all sectarian or sec- 
tional matter), it educates the eye By its beauti- 
fal illustrations, while its sixteen super royal 
pages induce a love for reading, and an inquiring 
mind, even in the youngest. Its engravings are 
not foolish caricatures, but embrace admirable 
delineations of eminent men and women all over 
the world; presenting accurate scenes in every 
part of the globe, especially throughout the 
United States; portraying all new enterprises, 
remarkable buildings, ships and steamers, and 
in short, forming a brilliant, illustrated record of 
just what everybody desires to know. In its foreign 
and domestic news, it embraces all that is note- 
worthy and presentable to the homecircle, while 
all vulgar and revolting matters are scrupulously 
excluded. No mother need fear to rend its 
every line to her young and pure-minded daugh- 
ters. The family where Battou’s Picrorran 
is a regular visitor, cannot fail to realize and ex- 
hibit a much larger degree of intelligence, than 
those who are deprived of so valuable a means 
of pleasure, instruction and improvement. Pro- 
cure a copy, examine it carefully, and you will 
realize not only its great excellence, but wonder- 
ful cheapness. For sale everywhere for Five 
Cents per copy, or sent regularly to any part of 
the country for $2 50 a year. 

M. M. BALLOU, Publisher and Proprietor. 

No. 22 Winter Street, Boston, Mass. 
———_+ 3-2 + _____. 


Brrox axp America.—Byron’s partiality 
towards America is well known, but perhaps 
never more strongly expressed than in a letter to 
Tom Moore, where he observes—“I would 
rather have a nod from an American, than a 
snuff-box from an emperor.” Some of Byron’s 
most particular friends were Americans. 





A coop Hit—Dante’s famous line, “All 
hope abandon, ye who enter here!” has been 
recommended as @ motto for American railroad 


cars. 

Coxunprumx.—When are codfish not cod- 
fish? When they are kept too long and are 
smelt. : ¢ 
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“HE PAST AT LEAST IS SECURE.” 
This oft-quoted remark of Daniel Webster in 
his celebrated eulogism upon Massachusetts, in 
reply to Senator Hayne, is, like almost every- 
thing from that great orator, replete with signifi- 
cance. Webster possessed the power of con- 
densed, discriminating, and forcible expression 
of thought in a greater degree than any public 
man of his day. At the utterance of the terse, 
comprehensive, and deeply significant sentence 
above quoted, who could fail to see arising be- 
foro him the glorious record of the Old Bay, 
State?—its sturdy pilgrim settlement by self- 
exiles for conscience sake; its rigid puritan 
foundation of civil and religious institutions ; its 
stern morality and decorum of character; its 
early, persistent and thorough diffusion of the 
blessings of common schools; its gallant and 
loyal vindication of the rights of the British 
crown against French encroachments ; its prompt 
and decided resistaice to the oppressions of the 
mother country; its free and fearless espousal 
of the cause of American liberty; its noble 
achievements in the War of Independence ; its 
thrift, probity and industry, pervading all its 
career from first to last, and enabling it to bend 
the boisterous ocean, the granite hills, the moun- 
tain streams of summer, and the icy ponde of 
winter, to that mighty aggregate of commerce, 
‘ agriculture and manufactures which make up the 
property of its sons? Who could fail to behold 
this wonderfal panorama of the past of Massa- 
chusetts, sweep before his mental vision as those 
few, short and thrilling words of the speaker 
rang upon his ear? Yes, the past is indeed se- 
cure; a high and honorable past, to which every 
son of the State may recur with pride and satis- 
faction. It is a record of great events, and 
noble men ; events all-powerful in their influence 
upon the progress and destiny of our country, 
and men who stamped their character upon all 
our institutions, social, political and religious. 
But we read another lesson also in the weighty 

words of Webster. He could with truth say for 
us that the past is secure ; but what shall be said 
by those who are to come after us, in that distant 
day when the present of our time shall be a part 
of the mighty and irrevocable past? In that 


future when Webster shall take his stand with | 


the few great men of national renown whose 
name and fame survive the era of their lives, 


and the voluminous records of now passing | 


events shall be condensed into one brief, expres- 
sive page of history; shall the men of Massa- 
chusetts, as they scan thé works of our day, 
have reason to proclaim with honorable pride, 
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we other employment than merely to exult in 
the fame of Massachusetts ; other duty than a 
simple commendation of the virtues of those 
who have gore before us. The men of Massa- 
chusetts of to day are to see to it that the future 
fame of the State shall be worthy of the past ; 
that the page of history which is now evolving 
from the transactions of the present, shall be in 
entire keeping with the bright record of which 
we are now so justly proud. Itis the duty of 
the present generation to emulate as well as 
praise the Spartan virtues of their predecessors. 
Order, sobriety, righteousness, frugality and in- 
dustry, are as necessary for us as they were for 
them; and if these virtues be neglected in the 
Commonwealth, no masterspirit of the future 
time can rise up amidet his fellow-countrymen, 
and with their applauding sanction declare of 
us and our times, “ the past at least is secure.” 
+ 202+ 


Worrn THINKING OF.—Many of our readers 
and subscribers have quite a collection of maga- 
zines, sheet music, pamphlets, and the like, lying 
about their rooms in the most unavailable form. 
Now to double their value, to preserve them, and 
to make them convenient for use and ornamental 
to your apartments, you have only to place them 
together, send to our office by express, or hand 
them in personally, and they will be bound up in 
any déired style, at the lowest rates, and re- 
turned to you in one week. A ‘valuable collection 
of books is accumulated in a little while by this 
means at an extremely trifling cost. 

nee 


“Tne Arkansas. Rancer: or, Dingle the 
Backwoodsman.”—So great has been the demand 
for this remarkable story, we have now issued it 
in bognd form, fully illustrated. It may be 
found at all of the periodical depots, price sixteen 
cents. Or we will send it, post paid, to any part 
of the country on the receipt of twenty cents. 





Nor very Crepirasie,—lIt is stated on 
what appears to be undoubted authority, that 
the city of Cincinnati, Ohio, contains more 
groggeries than any other city in the United 
States, except New York. 





+ 
A true THovecut.—A beautiful face is a 
silent praise, when the expression is that of 
goodness and sincerity. 
New Yors Srreets:—New York has nearly 
five hundred miles of paved streets, No wonder 


at the past is still secure? If so, then have | they find it hard work to keep them clean. 


—=——$ 
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A HORSE EXHIBITION, 

Some years ago, in the Massachusetts Legis- 
lature, a waggish member of that honorable 
body brought about an adjournment by an expe- 
dient somewhat amusing, which created a good 
deal of merriment at the time. The usual hour 
of adjournment was about two o’clock, bat 
many of the country members were in the prac- 
tice of slipping off quietly at an earlier hour, and 
going to their boarding-honses to their one 
o'clock dinner. After despatching their meal, 
they would return to duty, and then, being well 
fortified for legislative business, they were not 
particularly anxious to adjourn just at two 
o’cloek, and if any question of interest were 
pending, would vote down the motion to ad- 
journ, when made. On the occasion referred to, 
some question of interest was up, which the 
country gentlemen wished to have taken before 
the House adjourned, and so when two o’clock 
arrived and the usual motion to adjourn was 
made, they defented it. The Boston men were 
hungry, and after intervening motions, tried the 
adjournment again ‘and again, but were as often 
defeated. They began to look aghast at tho 
prospect ofgoing without their dinner, and some 
of the two o'clock’ country members, being 
equally hungry, sympathized with them in their 
desperate prospects. 

At length one of the “Boston crowd,” who 
was famed for his good taste in feeding, and 
kecn appetite, privately appealed to an eminent 
counsellor from Middlesex County to get them 
out of the scrape. Upon this, the gentleman 
appealed to arose, and, with great gravity and 
deliberation, proceeded to address the Speaker, 
stating that the gentlemen from the country were 
generally interested in agriculture, and would 
therefore be glad to know that there was to be a 
public horse-exhibition in Tremont Street, that 
afternoon, at three o’clock, which they would 
doubtless like to attend. The exhibition was to 
take place at Mr. Kimball’s museum, and was 
called “The Enchanted Horse ;” he would 
therefore move that the House adjourn. This 
preface and motion, propounded to the House in 
such a solomn manner, convulsed the members 
with laughter, in the midst of which the Speaker 
put the question, declared it carried, and ad- 
journed the session. 





Ancies vs. Luwes.—They have been giving 
the Italian opera, with the usual accompam 
iments, in Constantinople ; but the Turks scout 


the ‘music, while they are delighted with the bal- 
let. Henceforth the musical part of the opera 
‘will be omitted, to please them. 





595 


A FREE-AND-EASY SET. 

The gentry of the Duchy of Cornwall, ia the 
south-west of England, prior to the modern im- 
provements of travelling, were pretty much 
secluded from the rest of the world, and thrown 
upon their own resources to kill time and amuse 
themselves. They accordingly clubbed together 
for fun and frolic. ‘ One-and-All,” a favorite 
Cornish motto, expresses the gregarious nature 
of the pursuits and amusements induced by this 
seclusion. The same spirit of aggregation mane 
ifests itself among them, even at the present 
day, when by the agency of roads the exclusive- 
ness of their social circle has been penetrated, 
and to some extent broken up, and when the 
jolly wassail of the olden time has given way to 
a more moderate life. The “one-and-all”’ prin- 
ciple now develops itself in camp meetings, 
temperance parties, and monster tea-drinkings. 

But in “the days of good Queen Bess,” these 
Cornwall gentry seem to have gone in for a 
good time after a regular “one-and-all” fashion. 
Carew, a writer of those people and times, in- 
forms us that it was common for a gentleman 
and his wife to ride to his next neighbor’s to 
make merry, and after a day or two thus spent, 
these two would go to a third, and so 
on, from house boat, reas 







persed. They werealsem the habit of amusing 
themselves with cock-fights in their -Myawing- 
rooms, after their great dinner parties, to the de: 
light of both ladies and gentlemen. It would 
appear, however, that these battles were blood... 
less, and comparatively harmless, for the birds” 
were not armed with steel gaffs, and had their 
spurs cut short. 


rr 


WELLER18us.— I’m ready to go off by the 
train,” as the barrel of gunpowder said to Guy 
Fawkes. “I can’t bear you,” as the sea said to 
the leaky ship. ‘You'll break my heart,” as 
the oak said to the hatchet. ‘My heart is 
thine,” as the cabbage said to the cook-maid. 

ee 

Wuat's 1x a Name ?—Onr romantic young 
ladies have got a trick, lately, of Frenchifying 
their names by the addition of an ie. We think 
Mary is as pretty as Marie. It certainly don’t 
change the i-dear. 


—_+-<-e +___—_ @E 
Westwarp Ho!—The. wet, 


this season, is setting for the fertile 
prairies of the Far West, development of 
which nothing can check. 
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THE DRAMA, 

Much of the prejudice that formerly existed 
against dramatic representations, among the peo- 
ple of New England, has disappeared of late 
years, in consequence of certain adjuncts to in- 
temperance and immorality having been cut off 
from dramatic establishments. Boston took the 
Jead in this just and righteous reform, and set a 
good example for the imitation of other cities 
and towns in this part of the country. There is 
no necessary connection betwen vice and the 
drama; and the conductors, as well as the 
patrons of dramatic exhibitions, would do well 
to see that the present divorce between the two is 
not annulled by even the slightest appearance Of 
are-union. In their origin, it would appear that 
dramatic shows were designed to aid the cause 
of religion, at least since the initiation of the 
Christian era ; for we find them adopted by the 
early fathers of the Christian church for the pur- 
pose of representing historical incidents and 
doctrines ofa religious character. As to Ancient 
Greece, the purpose was not so evident—though 
the mythology of that volatile people bore so 
lightly upon them, as to make it hard to dis- 
criminate between their amusements and their 
devotions. That the Roman drama was insti- 
tuted to subserve the purposes of the priesthood, 
does not admit of doubt. 

‘The respectable firm of Susarian and Dolon 
enacted the first Greek comedy of which history 
gives us any notice, upon a. platform drawn on 
wheels, at Athens, some five or six hundred 
years before the Christian era. The “proceeds 
of the house ’”’ were a basket of figs and a cask 
of wine, which could not have been very remu- 
nerative to the enterprising managers. The 
Chorus followed next in order, in which certain 
actors represented a scene in dumb show, fol- 
lowed by choristers singing the story. Then 
came the Greek Tragedy, which Pliny tells us 
‘was represented at Athens by Thespis of Icaria, 
the inventor of tragedy, in the year 536, B. C. 
Mr. Thespis appeared in Alcestis, performing, 
like his worthy predecessors of comedy, upon a 
wagon. He got only a goat as the avails of his 
performance, which does not speak very well for 
the liberality of the patrons of the drama in that 
day. Prizes for tragedies were subsequently in- 
stituted, of which the first was carried off by 
Eschylus. After this, prizes were taken by 
Sophocles, 480 B. C.; by Euripides, 442 B. C.; 
and by Astydamus, 337 B. C. Before this time 
the wafjon starring gave place to theatres—the 
Bacchus Theatre at Athens having been built by 
Philos, 420 B. C. 

The first knowledge we have of dramatic ex- 
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hibitions in Ancient Rome, is found in the his- 
tory of the Consulate of Sulpicius Peticus and 
Licinius Stolo, in the year 364 B.C. At this 
time, a plague raged in the city; and to appease 
the incensed deities, the magistrates instituted 
the games called Scenici, from scena,a tent or 
bower. These games were introduced from 
Etruria, and consisted of dances performed after 
the Tuscan manner, to’ the music of the flute. 
Whether these dramatic exhibitions had the de- 
sired effect in staying the ravages of the plague, 
we are not informed ; but if they did, probably 
the utilitarian doubter of the present day would 
ascribe the effect to the cheerful tone of mind 
which they inspired in the populace, rather than 
the propitiation of the offended deities. A 
cheerful temper is a good preventive of disease ; 
and public authorities should not lose sight of 
this great hygenic fact, in their fitful eruptions 
of zeal to suppress popular amusements. 

Next came satires, accompanied with music 
set to the flute, still keeping the infant drama of 
Rome in the hands of the magistrates, for the 
purpose of correcting the vices of the people. 
Livius Andronicus, originally a Greek captive 
and slave to a Roman noble, appeared as the 
leader of the drama, about 240.B. C. He 
abandoned the simple satire, writing plays with 
a regular and connected plpt, which, Thespis- 
like, he acted himself. The magistrates em- 
ployed him to compose a hymn, which was sung 
to propitiate the deities and avert a threatened 
calamity. In his old age, this one-horse dram- 
atist, who appears to have given such great sat- 
isfaction to the people, that they assigned him a 
building on the Aventine hill for a theatre, find- 
ing his voice to fail him, employed an appren- 
tice, who recited the verses to music while he 
postured and gesticulated. At length, a com- 
pany of actors occupied his theatre, for whom he 
continued to write plays; but the custom of em- 
ploying different performers for the action and 
the diction, continued long after, through the 
most refined periods of Roman taste. The plays 
of Livius continued in favor for many genera- 
tions, though Cicero and Horace turned up their 
literary noses at them. 

The modern drama arose early in the history 
of France, Germany and England. Stories from 
the Bible, represented by the priests, were the 
origin of sacred comedy; and the Sacred Mys- 
teries, performed under the auspices of the early 
church, gave birth to the romantic dramas of 


later days. Through these various phases, the 
regular drama gradually assumed its modern 
aspect, and e perfect in England in the 


days of Elizabeth, when Shakspeare dawned 
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upon the world in his two-fold capacity of player 
and dramatist. The first royal license for the 
drama, in England, was to Master Barbage and 
four others, to act plays at the Globe, Bankside, 
1574; Shakspeare and his associates were li- 
censed in 1603. Plays were opposed by the 
Paritans, and suspended during Common- 
wealth, but restored again in 1660. About this 
time the women’s parts were first represented by 
females, instead of boys,a practice which had 
hitherto obtained. The first attempt at theatricals 
in the United States wag made in Boston in 
1750, when Otway’s Orphan was acted. A 
strolling company acted in New York, in a sail- 
loft, in 1758. The first regular theatre was 
established in 1793, in New York ; the second in 
Boston, soon after ; and the third in Philadelphia. 
From that time to the present, the drama has had 
its ups and downs among our people; but at 
last, owing to the reforms alluded to in the com- 
mencement of this article, it seems to be pretty 
firmly established, and contributing its full share 
towards a healthy popular temperanfent. 
$+ <-2 + ___—_ 
SALERATUS. 

“A Physician ” writes us very strongly against 
the use of saleratus in cooking, as being injuri- 
ous to the health, and particularly to the teeth. 
He says that in all cases where soda and salera- 
tus are used by housewives, yeast would be 
found a good substitute. The following article 
on the same point, from the New York Presbyte- 
rian, is worthy of careful epnsideration ; 

“<< At a late convention of dentists, it was as- 
serted that the main, if not the sole cause of the 
great increase of defective teeth was the use of 
saleratus and cream of tartar in the manufacture 
of bread; and Dr. Baker fully agreed with the 
facts offered in proof, adding the result of some 
experiments made by himself. He soaked sound 
teeth in a solution of saleratus, and they were 
destroyed in fourteen days. We have the opin- 
ion of men whose talents, time and zeal are 
given to dentistry, that saleratus and cream of 
tartar in bread are a chief cause of ruin to the 
teeth. Now will those who know this fact go on 
eating all that come in their way, without in- 


quiring what it is made of ?” 
—_ +20 + —___. 


Tae Dronxarp’s Deata.—On one of our 
railroads lately an intoxicated man fell while 
walking on the track, and fifteen cars went over 
him. 





Tus Law or Benxvorexce.— Although 
benevolent men cannot do all the good they 
would, their duty is to do all the good they can. 





‘Tue Reason War.—Blubber in whales is 
so called because Jonuh cried three days and 
nights in the belly of one. 
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WILLIAM PENN. 

The character of the founder of Pennsylvania 
has by general consent eettled down in history 
as that of an amiable, benevolent and humane 
man, working in strict consistency of moral 
conduct and religious opinion, for the good of 
mankind. His es; of the Quaker doctrines 
and manners, and-@&fdurance of persecution for 
the sake of his faith, have sometimes been set 
down to the score of obstinacy, but never to the 
account of any motive of worldly gain. Penn’s 
father was wealthy, and though his own means 
were always ample for his desires, yet he did not 
hesitate to brave his parent’s displeasure in the 
defence of the cause he loved. He also made a 
noble and disinterested use of the grant of ter- 
ritory in America which King Charles II. 
made to him, in consideration of his father’s 
services and sacrifices in the royal cause ; found- 
ing upon it the colony of Pennsylvania, and 
treating the Indian occupants of the land with 
humanity and justice. It has been left for the 
new English lord, T. B. Macaulay to asporse his 
character and defame his memory, which he at- 
tempts to do in-his Ilistory of England. We 
think; however, tit the fame of Penn will with- 

ks English lordling quite 
yn does the slur of; 
per, Lord Mahon. ‘ 
Macaulay says Prokerage for procur- 
ing a pardon, and’ On says Washington 
sacrificed Major Andre. Anything else, my 
lords? Pane 












Love or Onnamext.—The love of orna- 
ment creeps slowly but surely into the female 
heart. A girl who twines the lily in her tresses, 
and looks at herselfin the clear stream, will soon 
wish that the lily were fadeless, and the stream a 
mirror. We say, let the young girl seek to adorn 
her beauty, if she be taught also to adorn her 
mind and heart, that she may have wisdom to 
direct her love of ornament in due moderation. * 

re 

Dark Lanterxs.—Bulls-eye dark lanterns 
are recommended for the New York police. 
They are excellent anti-burglaries preventives. 
Some improvements in the force is wanted ; 
crime is rampant. 

$0 
* Ruiz or Lire.—Yon have no business to 
have any business with other people’s business ; 
but mind your own business, and that is business 
enough. °, 


A Rexic.—L. Judd, <<. has a silver 


dollar coined in 1799, which his mother gave to 
him 59 years ago. 
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HSortign Miscellany. 


The population of London increases four thou- 
sand every year. 

Cardinal Spinola, who went to Rome without 
@ penny, lately died in that city worth half a 
million. 

Mahmoud Effendi, a Turk, was recently bap- 
lized at Stoke, England, and has since married 
the daughter of an English army officer. 

There are forty-seven governments in Euroye. 
Of these, thirty-six are limited monarchies, ten 
absolute monarchies, and one republican. 

Of 8,000,000 acres of tillage land in the king- 
dom of Hanover, 6,000,000 belong to citizens 
ond peasants. Tho number of large estates is 
very small. 

A handsome Mausoleum is to be erected in 
the Mussulman Cemetery at Pere la Chaiso for 
the Queen of Oude’s remains, by command of 
Mirza Mahomed Hamid. 

The latest fashion in Paris for dressing the 
hair is to wear a braid or twist brought round 
the head a Ja couronne, after the style of the peas- 
ant girls of Alsace. 

A Hindoo marriage was celebrated in Calcutta 
a few wecks since, in which the bride was only 
nine years old, and had been a widow for tho 
third time. 

Rosa Madiai and her husband, whose impris- 
onment in Tuscany made them famous, some 
years since, now keep a depository for the sale 
of Bibles and religious books at Nice. 

Charles M. Beale, formerly of Boston, has 
established in Paris a newspaper in the English 
language,which 1s called “ The Paris Exchange.” 
Je is devoted to finance and railroad intelligence. 
Its vitality is doubtful. 

The Glover Incorporation of Perth have pur- 
chased, with the purpose of repairing and _pre- 
serving it, the house mentioned by Sir Walter 
Scott as the residence of Simon Glover, the 
father of the “fair maid of Perth.” 

A Pre-Rapbaelite quarrel in Liverpool has 
provoked a scheme for founding in thac town a 
public atademy, to be associated with the local 
authorities, identified with the public, and called 
the Liverpool Society of Fine Arts. 

Great complaints are made by the opera man- 
agers in Constantinople, of the difficulty in pleas- 
ing the Turks. either Italian, German or 
French music, goes down with them. On the 
other hand, the ballet, especially the danseuses, 
enjoy the most distinguished favor. 

Madame Ristori is now at Vienna. She has 
Jengthened her repertory ty Phedre, Adrienne 
Lecouvreur, Deborah (by Mosenthal), and Judith 
(by Glacometti). ‘(So wide a sweep,” says the 
Atheneum, “in the way of various range of 
character, we believe, has never ‘been taken by 
actor or actress.” 

Napoleon ILI. now drives in an open vehiclo 
of two horses, with a single companion, to tho 
woods of Vincennes and Boulogne, as hereto- 
fore. The conspirators adopt complicated 
schemes, instead of attempting their purposo 
with a single revolver, and at the sacrifice of 
single desperado among the associates. 











FOREIGN MISCELLANY. 


Baron Macaulay has two more volumes of his 
great history nearly ready for publication. 

Some of the best citizens of France are vol- 
untarily expatriating themselves in disgust at the 
imperial régime. 

Rose Pasquier died lately in France, aged 101 
years. She had been a servant in one family for 
eighty years. 

A bird’s nest at least 100 years old, was lately 
found imbedded in the heart-wood of an old 
English elm. . 

‘They average eighty-five murders a month in 
Rome, and the secret society from which all 
these crimes vriginate® has been discovered by 
the police. 

Belfast, Ireland, is going ahead. -Three daily 
papers are now published in that eity—as many 
as are published in Liverpool, and one more than 
the number in Manchester. 

Dr. Monk, an alderman of Lancashire, has 
been convicted of forgery of a will, and sen- 
tenced to transportation. Ten months ago he 
dined with Baron Martin, of Liverpool, before 
whom he was convicted. 

A born German countess, Madame Merweldt, 
belonging to the family of Bismark Schonhausen, 
has taken to the stage—appearing for the first 
time at Weimar, on the 30th of January, ina 
translation of “Le Fiammina.” 

Joachim Haspinger, the renowned clerical 
leader of the Tyrolese in 1809, recently died at 
the imperial castle of Mirabel, near Salzburg, at 
the ripe age of 83. The French invaders nick- 
named him “ Capuchin Redbeard.” 

A thoughtful London paper says that the 
number of successful applications to the police 
magistrates for the protection of the earnings of 
married women, who have been deserted. by 
their husbands, shdWs how much the new law 
was needed. 


The small town of Peterhead, on the east 
coast of Scotland, this year sends twenty-eisht 
ships to the Greenland seal and whale fishery, in 
volving a cepttet of $1,000,000, and employing 
1500 men. The neighboring town of Fraserburg 
sends four ships to the same fishery, two of which 
are managed on temperance principles. 

The Imperial Academy of Sciences at St. Pe- 
tersburg has offered a prize of 500 ducats for the 
best essay, historical and statistical, “On the 
Abolition of Serfdom in the various Countries of 
Europe.” The question is mostly to be consid- 
ered from the economical, but also from the 
political and social point of view. 

The Registrar General’s Social Statistics just 
published show the startling fact that while in 

dinburgh and Glasgow the proportion of ille- 
sitimate children born in those cities is 7 per 
vent. of the total births, it is 13 per cent. in Dun- 
«lee, Perth and Aberdeen. The percentage is 
only five in London. 

Ten paintings, valued at £10,000, which were 
stolen from the gallery of the English Earl of 
Suffolk in 1856, have been discovered. The 
robbery was traced to one Farbon, formerly valet 
to the earl, who, upon arrest, acknowledged his 
guilt, and disclosed where he had sold, pawned 
or hidden tho pictures. 
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Record of the Times. 





Marriages are said to have. greatly decreased 
during the present year. 

Violins were invented in 1477, and introduced 
into England by Charles II. 

Poor W. H. Crisp, the actor, is nearly blind, 
at Vicksburg, and is led about by his little son. 

There are upwards of 450,000 members of the 
Masonic fraternity in the United States. 

The Female Medical College in this city, re- 
cently conferred the degree of M. D. upon five 
ladies. 

Aman in Maine has invented a saving in 
shoe leather by a metallic tip to shoes. How 
about corns? 

The Augusta Age suggests that a temperance 
Jaw based upon the average of public sentiment, 
would give about three glasses a day! 

* With the muscles of the jaw, we can crack a 
nut with a force much exceeding the dead weight 
of the whole body. 

The Legislature of Louisiana has passed a law 
abolishing capital punishment, and substituting 
hard labor for life in the place thereof. 

In Maine there are 4102 school districts,240,764 
children between 4 and 21, and an average of 
$668,000 expended for school purposes. 


The Austrian Consul General in New York is 
engaged in getting up asteam-line from that city 
to the Mediterranean. 

There are thirty pounds of blood in the ha- 
man frame, and two hundred and forty-eight 
hones. This latter does not include whale- 
hones. 

The State of Kentucky leases its State peni- 
tentiary now for $8000. A new lease for four 
years is to be given, and competing parties offer 
to give $12,000 a year for it. 

The Detroit Tribune says, a loving couple 
were married at Albion, a short time since, and 
having no money, they paid the minister with 
two bushels of black walnuts. 

The maidens of Straubing, in Bavaria, are 
the victims of a terrible conspiracy, the young 
men of the place having pledged themselves not 
to dunce with any girl, during the Carnival, who 
woais “crinoline.” 


The Bridgeport (Conn.) Advertiser learns 
that over $28,000 have been paid in that city, 
within a few months, to heirs and exccutors of 

rsons who had obtained insurance on thvir 
ives. 

Fruits not having much acidity, nor much lus- 
cious sweetness, nor an undue proportion of wa- 
tery juice, are the least likely to disagree with the 
stomach and bowels. Hence fruits should be 
perfectly, but not, as itis called, dead ripe. Hence, 
also, melons are by no means easy of digestion. 


An old member of the Pennsylvania Legisla- 
ture, who maintained his seat and popularity sev- 
eral years, always voted “no” when a vote was 
recorded ; “ for,” said he, when asked his reason, 
“when a good law passes, no one looks for the 
yeas and nays on it—when a bad one does, they 
always do!” 
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The number of real estate owners in tho 
United States cannot fall short of 1,500,000. 

In Philadelphia bogus gold coin is regularly 
manufactured and advertised “ for sale cheap !”” 

New York has thirty-nine evening schoolse— 
twenty-two for males and seventeen for females. 









Men, like books, an old writ ys, begin and 
end with a blank leaf—infancy and senility. 

A New York daguerreotypist has succeeded 
iu taking a picture of a “muss,” including 


many striking likenesses. 

They have whiskey out in Buffalo, one drop 
of which on the back of an adder, is warranted 
to kill the reptile in five minutes. 

Dr. Livingstone says, “‘ to talk of the majestic 
roar of the lion is mere majestic twaddle—' The 
silly ostrich makes a noise as loud.’ ” 


A petrified turtle was found, forty feet from 
the surface, while digging a well on the premises 
of J. W. Ruiney in Milan county, Texas, lately. 


' At St. Louis, when a high-pressure steamer, 
crowded with passengers, bursts, it is called 
“elevating the masses.” 

An exchange paper says that printers with 
nine children are exempted from taxation in the 
State of New York. 

Out of thirty-five scholars in a school in Cuy- 
ahoga County, Ohio, nine of the boys are regu- 
lar ehewers of tobacco, and five of the girls are 
smokers. 

A friend of ours has invented a capital way 
to prevent the smell of cooking ina house. It 
is to have nothing for breakfast and warm it 
over for dinner and supper. 

The barbers of the eity of Utica, N. Y., have 
unanimously agreed to close their shops on the 
Sabbath, and neither to work th ves nor 
allow their assistants to work on that day. 

The bridal veil originated in the custom of 
performing the nuptial ceremony under a square 

jiece of cloth, held over the bridegroom and 

ride to conceal the blushes of the latter. At 
the marriage of a widow it was dispensed with. 

The total value of steamers afloat on the Mis- 
sissippi River and its tributaries is more than six 
millions of dollars, and number as many as one 
thousand five hundred—more than twice the 
entire steamboat tonnage of England, and equal 
to that of all other parts of the world. 

~ Ta the town of North Hampton, N. H., resides 
a maiden lady eighty-seven years of age, who has 
never enjoyed good health, and who has never in 
her lifetime been outside of the limits of that 
town, which by the way is only four miles 
squure. 

Salt Lake is said to be about three hundred 
miles in circumference. There are two lai 
mountains in its centre. The lake and the 
streams in its vicinity abound in fish. Two 
quaits of the water of the lake will yield a pint 
of sult. 

Tho Dunleith Advertiser says that an engi- 
neer on the Iilinois Central Railroad, named 
Smith, has discovered, in looking over his wife’s 
papers, that she is the lawful heir to property 
in Vincennes, Indiana, valued at more than 
$100,000. 


600 
Merry-Making. 


What kind of a mother would an old maid 
make? ‘ Mother” of Vinegar! 

A schoolmaster trains the mind, bat a railroad 
engineer minds the train. 

“Do you follow the Hydropathic system?” 
“ Not exactly ; but I’m sure our milkman does.” 

“You're ingrain,” remarked a miller to a 
heap of wheat. And “you're a flowery subject,” 
was the prompt feply. 

“T’'ll pay your bill at sight,” os the blind man 
said to the doctor who had in vain attempted to 
cure him of blindness. 

“Well, Charley,” said a gentleman one day 
to his boot-black, “how do you get along these 
hard times?” ‘“ Well, massa, me rub and go.” 

Ahen-fancier lately procured a picture of a 
favorite fowl which was so natural that it laid 
on his table for several weeks. 

Why is a filter like the fortune of a spend- 
thrift? Because it is soon run through, and 
leaves @ great many mattors behind to settle. 

‘We learn that quite a colony of seamstresses 
and shirt-makers are preparing to emigrate from 
Boston to the Sow-ciety Islands. 

During a late inundation of the Valloy of the 
Rhine, the town of Cologne was under water— 
Cologne, of course. “Happy Valley,” as Ras- 
selas said. 

An Eastern paper says “there is a bank in 
the West with a capital stock of coon skins.” 
‘There is a bank in the East with a capital stock 
of codfish. It is the bank of Newfoundland. 

A grandson of the Earl of Fife, has serious 
notions of learning to play thatinstrument. His 
first lessons are to be given by a country school- 
master, learning him while reading, to mind his 
stops. 

“Jim,” said Abner Phelps the other day to 
his son, “you are lazy—what on earth do you 
expect to do for aliving?” ‘Why, father, I’ve 
been thinking as how I would be a Revolution- 
ary Pensioner.” 

A physician attending a man afflicted with 
inflammatory rheumatism, reports that he'was 
some part of the time suffering under such sharp 

ains, that those who attempted to tarn him in 
is bed were severely cutin the hands and arms. 

In the present excitement of matters foreign, 
we opine it hardly troubles some English editors 
to write for their papers. The editor of the 
«London Lancet,” for instance, ought always to 
be “in the vein.” % 

Upon Fenelon telling Richelieu that he had 
seen the portrait of his eminence at the- palace, 
the cardinal snecringly asked—“ Did you ask it 
fora subscription for some poor friend of yours?” 
“No,” mildly replied Fenelon, “the picture was 

_ too much like you.” 

Economy.— My dear, you use too much but- 
ter on your bread,” sard a lady who had been 
married late in life to her husband; “ they will 
not make butter for less than twenty-five cents a 
pound now-a-days.” “TI do not know what they 
make it for,” answered he, “but I buy it to eat 

* upon my bread.” 








MERRY MAKING. 


Don’t marry a woman under twenty-one. She 
hasn’t come to her wickedness before then. 

Our Daniel wishes to know if holes are com- 
bustible, as he often hears of their being burnt. 

If a ship makes eight knots an hour how quick 
can she make a crochet collar? Naughty! 

A lady’s seamless skirt is advertised. Good ! 
Anything which will make them seem less, is 
welcome. 

It is a somewhat singular fact that restless as 
is the ocean, the track of your ship is the only. 
part of it that is really a wake. 

Why does much twinkling of the stars foretell 
bad weather? Becauseit’s part of the explane- 
tory system: 

An Irish gentleman at cards, having, on in- 
spection found the pool deficient, exclaimed, 
“Here’s a shilling short, who pnt it in ?” 


When Rome was in danger, and the question 
was, “ Who will save the capitol?” the reply 
was “ An anser (goose).”” 

Spiggles has been inspecting some of the 
fluid vended by the milkmen, and he has arrived 
at the conclusion that they will never get to 
heaven by the milky way. 

A little girl hearing it said that she was born 
on the king’s birthday, took no notice of it at the 
time, but in a day or two after, asked her fathor 
if she and the king were twins. 

“T say, Jake, what do you suppose they docs 
with the dead copses on shore?” “ Blase it 
I knows.” ‘Vy, blow me, if they doesn’t nail 
’em up in boxes and direct ’em.” 

Some one wishing to be witty on a gentleman 
with a large mouth, asked him if he had a long 
lease of it, when he was good-humoredly an- 
swered—“No, I have it only from y-ear to 
year.” 

When Foote was about to produce a play by 
puppets, a lady, of fashion asked him if the 
figures were to be as large as life. “QO, no, 
madam,” replied Sam, ‘not much bigger than 
Garrick.” 

“ What in thunder,” said a political wiseacro, 
“do we want of foreign Japan, when we can 
make it here at hum? What’s to become of 
American industry? Pooty soon, gover’ment’ll 
tell us we sha’n’t black our own butes ?” 

‘In a certain village down east, are two rival 
public houses. The other day a stranger, stop- 
ping at one of them, inquired of the landlord— 
“Who runs the other house?” ‘The generous 
landlord replied—‘ Everybody runs it who stops 
there.” * , 

Not long ago, Spiggles electrified a party who 
were telling large stories, by stating that he had 
known several thousands of individuals to oc- 
cupy one bed for an entire season. The mys- 
tery vanished, howover, when Spiggles ex- 
plained to them that the bed alluded to was an 
oyster bed. 
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He'll be rather pinched for room. 






“wonder if Thomas ’ll know me with this new bonnet!” 


If they are the knowing old birds they look, they will have no difi- 
culty, when they come to put their beaks together, in getting the 
“Do you think Iam looking well, to-dsy?" bill taken up! 
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THE VALLEY OF THE DANUBE. 


rivers.” It is called in German, the Donau, or 
deep river, and was styled by the Romans, Dan- 
ubis, from its sources to Vienna, and, lower down, 
Ister. It has three sources, the Brege, Bregach, 

and a little fountain in the yard of Prince 
- Donaneschingin, in Baden, 2050 feet above 
== the level of the sea, near which the united 
waters receive the name of Danube. After 
its junction with the Iller, above Ulm, it 
becomes navigable, being from eight to 
twelvo feet deep, rans through the king- 
dom of Bavaria, then from Engelhartzell 
to Orsova, a distance of six hundred and 
forty-four miles, through Austria, through 
Turkey, and finally falls into the Black 
Sea, after a course of 1547 miles, and 
after having received thirty navigable 
rivers and ninety other streams. A voy: 
down the Danube is one of the most in- 
teresting Journeys: that can be taken in Eu- 
rope. Dr. James O. Noyes, in his charm- 
ing book, “ Roumania,” gives us many 
interesting glimpses of the Danube and 
the points of interest on its shores. He 
saw it under the aspect of the war between 
Turkey and Russia, which commenced on 
the Danube. 

“Tt was a beautiful August evening,” 
says Noyes, ‘“‘when we embarked on the 
steamer at Semlin for Orsova, about ninety 
miles below. After the confluence of the 
Save the Danube expands to a great width, 
embosoming a number of woody islands. 
My eyes clung to Belgrade, that old city 
of combats and sieges, until in the baz; 
distance her minarets and ramparts ean 
beneath the placid surface of the river. 
There were views on the Servian bank 
worthy of picturesque Arva in Northern 
Hungary. We remained over night at a 
German settlement on the Austrian side. 
Whole districts in Lower Hungary and 
Transylvania have been settled by emi- 

nts from the German States, welcomed 
thither by the Magyars, and permitted to 
retain their lange and institutions, a 
circumstance which has been adroitly 
turned to account by the house of Haps- 
burg. Generosity has ever been the fault 
PEASANT GIRL OF THE DANUBE. of Hungarians, and their history a 
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Tne series of engravings row presented to the 
reader, illustrate the scenery and costumes of a 
rtion of the valley of the Danube, which has 
mn justly styled, the “father of European 
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DANUBIAN PEASANTRY, 


erpetual martyrdom! 
Frengasiad ude. of the river, I noticed at short 
intervals the stations of the border gnard, sen- 
tinelled at all times and at night indicated by 
gleaming fires. This military guard, extending 
the whole Tmkish frontier of Hungary, is 
eapable of furnishing, in case of emergency, two 
hundred thousand men. ‘The territory is under 
military rule. Every male is destined to bea 
soldier, and the land is cultivated by families of 
many persons, under the direction of a patriarch. 
Groups of passengers, exhibiting a remarkable 
diversity of costumes and languages, assembled 
on deck to enjoy the beautiful evening. I made 
the acquaintance of a Bay young Wallachian, 
named Ariatas, just returning from his medical 
studies in Paris, a French officer on his way to 
oon Reschid Effendi, secretary of Sami 
‘Pacha, from Widdin. A Hungarian poet says 
that this unfortunate Saey. ar Bons = 
race; and in the great hal 

the Univerdy of Vienna, I have often counted 
the representatives of twenty-five different na- 
Ealoving Wochlng, to osmcry becuse twat, 
7 ing, the scen e beautiful, 
‘then surpassingly grand. The well-wooded hills 





Below Semlin, on the | hewn into the solid rock bears a 





on either side, the forerunners of the Bal- 
kans and Carpathians, rose into rngged 
mountains, between which the narrowed 
Danube rushed and surged into the great 
Wallachian plain, far away toward the 
Euxine. Below the island of Moldova, a 
huge black rock projects from the bosom 
of the river, upon which a jealous Turk is 
said to have left his suspected bride, say- 
ing to her, ‘ Babakai! babakai!’ (repent! 
repent!) a name which has been applied 
to the rock itself. Near by, is the cavern 
of Golumbatz where St. George is believed 
to have slain the dragon from whose body, 
still decaying, proceed swarms of noxious 
flies. High on the rocks above are the 
picturesque ruins of Golumbatz, whose 
crumbling towers seem just ready to fall 
into the abyss below. And now the 
steamer rushes into the most magnificent 
‘orge in Europe, if not in the world. 
Frere, as if in anger, the grizzly mountains 
seem to shake their hoary heads at each 
other across the foaming torrent, and there, 
smile at each other in embosomed lakes, 
from which can be seen no point of ingress 
oregress. In one place the eye is greeted 
with soft vistas and idyllic retreats, in 
another it looks upon the semblance of 
battlements and cathedral towers. How 
grandly the echoes die away among these 
glorious mountains! Now we dart down 
the narrow foam-crested rapids, and then 
float siti Saag between retreating 
heights. is kind of scenery continues 
for a distance of seventy miles, Near the 
lofty peak of Sterbetz, fronting the Dan- 
ube with a wall of rock three thousand 
five hundred feet high, is the Cave of 
Veterani, celebrated in the wars of the 
Christians and Turks. On the Austrian 
side of the river is the new road, built at 
& great expense by the Austrians ; and on 
the opposite side, I noticed in many places 
the remains of T'rajan’s Way. mh tablet 
in inserip- 
tion commemorative of this stupendous work. 
Rude fishermen now build their fires on the spot. 
At Orsoya we took # small barge to pass the Iron 
Gate, the most dangerous rapids in the Lower 
Danube, the river falling thirteen feet in three 
uarters of a mile. Just below the Austrian 
rontier was pointed out to me the place where 
Kossuth concealed the Hungarian crown in 1849. 
Towards sunset we reached Turnul Severin, on 
the left bank of the river, nearly opposite the 
Servian village of Fetti-Islam. ‘There we found 
the Austrian steamer which was to convey us 
down to Rustchuk. Some of my company 


strolled up to the village, consisting of a few 
wretched Wallachian huts perched m the 
neighboring hill. Alone, I wandered down the 


river bank to the ruins of Trajan’s Bridge. A 
few minutes’ walk brought me to the ruins. 
Here the conqueror of Dacia executed one of 
those gigantic projects with which all 

efforts of modern enterprise in this of the 
world can scarcely be compared. it 
stone bridge over the Danube is at 
where the river is but a yards in width, but 


Ww 
Trajan spanned the noble stream | 
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Severia, nearly a thousand miles nearer its 
month, with the longest structure of the kind 
ever erected, it being, according to the measure- 
ment of Marsigli, almost three thousand feet 
from shore to shore. Trajan’s Bridge was built 
during the emperor’s second campaign to the 
Lower Danube, when, after many reverses to the 
legions and a recent revolt of the Dacians, he 
resolved effectually to subdue those stubborn 
enemies of Rome. Apollodorus, of Damascus, 
was the architect. Dion Cassius has left a de- 
scription of this remarkable structure, parts of 





ler. In 1844, a number of arms and rare utensils 
were found in the vicinity, which shed no little 
light upon the camp life of the Romans. Tra- 
jan’s Bridge, like Trajan’s Way, was constructed 
for military purposes, and stood only so long as 
the Romans maintained their sway on the left 
shore of the Danube. Hadrian, the successor of 
Trajan, destroyed the splendid monument of his 

redecessor but a few years after it had been 

wilt. Near at hand were the scattered ruins of 
the citadel of Theodorus, erected by Justinian, 
and of great importance in the wars of the Ro- 


GROUP OF COUNTRY PEOPLE. 


which have withstood the floods and ice of sey- 
enteen centuries. Twenty piers sixty feet wide, 
one hundred and fifty feet high, and nearly one 
hundred feet apart, sustained the enormous 
weight. Some authors maintain thet the upper 
portions of the bridge were of wood. The cur- 
rent, at this point, is slow and regular. The 
level at both endaof the bridge were well 
adapted to the marshalling of the legions. The 
massive towers erected there, served to protect 
it from the attacks of the barbarians. A few of 
the truncated piers and abutments of solid ma- 
vonry are still to be traced by the curious travel- 


mans and barbarians. But more imposing are 
the rains of the crumbling tower of Sexerinus, 
half a mile from the site of Trajan’s Bridge. 
This structure, famous in earlier times, was built 
by Severinus, governor of Mossia, about 240 A. 

. All that remains, after the ravages of time 
and the barbarians, is a lofty and tottering por- 
tion of the ancient wall, situated on an artificial 
elevation and partly surrounded by a fosse whose 
two extremities unite with the Danube. The 
moat is grown up with small trees and under- 
brush, and the tower. itself ially concealed 
from sight by the thick foliage. At its baseis a 
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I clambered up the 
as the sun was Hing: 
the grizzly crests 


ruin as far as possi! 
ing his last golden glances over 
of the Carpathians. How full of glory was his 
departure, fringing with sapphire edges the dark 
clouds that floated so tranquilly in the western 
sky, and bathing the mountain tops in seas of 
moist, mellow light! The twinkling stars found 
me seated on the tower of Severinus, reflecting 
upon the magnitude of that ancient power the 
sites of whose camps and cities I have traced 
along the Rhine and the Rhone, the Nile and the 
Jordan. Rome imparted somewhat of her own 


large marble sarcophagus, 
le, just 


course, formed by the two torrents of the Breg 
and Briegach, united at the springs of Donaues- 
chingen, is engulfed beyond Tuttlingen, between 
the rocks of Beuron and }|Werenwaag. Beuron 
is the spot which principally attracts the stran- 
er. anks to the establishment of the little 
airy founded there in 1837, and which has con- _ 
tinued to prosper, this picturesque country, pre- 
viously so little known and visited, has become 
the resort of a throng of persons of e con- 
dition, who, on returning to their families, before 
the enchantment of nature’s beauties, as im- 
posing as they are wild, are worn away, excite 





tness to the most distant provinces conquered 
yy her arms. Surely it was ja glorious thing to 
build up, in those barbaric ages, an empire whose 
Jaws and systems still survive for the govern- 
ment of mankind, and whose public works, stu- 
pendous in their ruins, serve, in our feebler 
efforts, as models of strength and beauty! Honor 
enough was it even for the conquered nations, to 
share the glory of the Roman name.” 

‘We now proceed to speak of the localities 
illustrated in our engravings, to which the reader 
i uested to refer. One of the finest and 
mpst interesting valleys of Swabia is, doubtless, 
that watered by the Danube at its source, whose 


the enthusiasm of their friends and countrymen 
by their descriptions, and induce them to take 
eir turn in breathing the pure air of this valley. 

At Mulheim, a little town of Wurtemberg, 
valley begins to assume that austere which 
renders it so remarkable. Thenceforth it is 
posing (nt a chain of calcareous rocks, that rise 
everywhere like vast obelisks or immense pyra- 
mids from the bosom of dark woods, sometimes 
descending to the banks of the-river, whose wind- 
ings are lost in-the midst of the richest verdure. 
Malheim, with its castle inhabited by the baronial 
family of Enzberg, is especially picturesque when 
m the heights which crown the Kallen- 
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road. Thence the eye embraces at once 
the blackened mass of its buildings, the towers 
of the castle, the Danube, whose banks are united 
by a bridge, and all round, like a vast panor- 
ama, the extent of the valley, closed in the dis- 
tance by an amphitheatre of hills of the most 
graceful form, their sides checkered by the shad- 
ows of the passing clouds. Still the road is only 
for the artist who explores these mountains on 
foot, and, before reaching Beuron, rests at the 
ruins of Kallenberg and Brannen. Carriages 
toust take the road to Friendingen, formerly a 
part of the county of Hohenberg, and beyond 
which yon ascend the plateau which separates the 
two valleys of the Danube and the Beer, in the 
depth of which the oye delights to plunge. The 
slope which leads tg Beuron, laid out a ow years 
ago by order of the Prince Sigmaringer, whoso 


or was restored in 940 by Abbot Hatto, of 
‘Wildenstein. Still, says the legend, a descend- 
ant of Gerold, Count Peregrine, having pursued 
a stag in the forest which then covered the whole 
valley, was surprised to see it halt and defy all 
his arrows, and all of a sudden, beholding a 
celestial light illuminate the wood, he id 
in this vision a warning from Heaven, ‘and. hav- 
ing taken counsel of the monks, whom he con- 
sulted respecting this adventure, he built on the 
very spot where the stag had halted a new mon- 
astery, which was consecrated in 1077, on the 
day of the assumption of the virgin, in the 
church of which Peregrine himself was buried, 
on the 8th of August, 1092. The abbey, richly 
endowed, was afterwards directed by a succes- 
sion of prelates, all sprung from the first families 
of the country, and who all enriched it with their 





PIERCED ROCK ROAD. 


estates commence here, presents a gentle and 
commodious descent through the forest. Before 
you reach the lower side, which extends a league 
in length, you perceive the buildings of the an- 
cient abbey church, seated, with the houses which 
surround it, on alittle hill on the shore of the 
Danube in the centre of a basin, bounded on all 
sides by walls of rock, and sternly commanded 
at the extremity by the fortifications of Wilden- 
stein. Beuron, if we can credit the old chron- 
iclers, was founded in 777, by Duke Gerold, of 
Swabia, Count of Boussen, a branch of the 
princely family of Hohenzollern. He erected 
this abbey, not on the spot where we now see it, 
but on a pile of rocks *beyond the valley which 
still bears the name of Alt-Baren, and where ex- 
cavations yet show the traces of buildings. The 
convent, destroyed in 907 by the Hungarians, in 
the course of their invasion of the imperial terri- 


gifts. The abbots wore the cross and mitre, 
and even extended their jurisdiction over many 
surrounding places, and obtained from the em- 
perors divers privileges that increased their 
power. For four centuries, the fortunes of Beu- 
ron were on the increase, till the reverses which 
marked the close of the 15th century, when the 
ravages of the plague, the jealous cupidity of an 
impoverished nobility, and the exactions of the 
sovereign caused so many evils to the commu- 
nity. Now all is lifeless beneath the roof of the 
temple and the arches of the cloister. The curate 
of the place, and a forester with his family, are 
the only inmates of the convent. The church is 
forsaken, and but a few benches of the nave are 
filled on Sundays by the parishioners of Beuron. 
The organ, whose tones accompanied the chant 
of the monks, has been sold; the library, once 
so rich, has been scattered ; and there remains, 
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in fact, nothing of all that made the splendor and 
glory of this abbey, which was one of the richest 
and most renowned for learning and piety in all 
Swabia. But nature is still as beautiful as ever 
—and it is she who wooes the stranger to this 
valley. During the twelve years of the existence 
of the sanitary establishment formed beside the 
old buildings of the cloister, its reputation has 
been increasing, and it already realizes that of 
Gais and Weissbad, which, on the score of the 
aromatic herbs with which their Alps are coyv- 
ered, do not exceed Beuron, and which, in poetic 
Position, yield, Perhaps, tothe latter. The walks 
which surround the establishment are very nu- 
merous, and all offer an interest more or less 
powerful, according. to the tastes of those who 
visit them. iorery ners they present something 
worthy the attention of the botanist, the geol- 


epoch. These objects were trang) to Sig 

maringen, and placed, by order of the prince, in 
the cabinet of that city. The grotto which opens 
under the rocks of Wildenstein, on the shores of 
the Danube, is now the geal of a long walk, and 
should be explored with a torch, to enjoy the 
brilliant effect produced in this its innermost and 
darkest depths, by the walls of stalactites which 
they enclose. On the summit of the rocks which 
rise perpendicularly above it, rest, on an immense 
base separated from the platform of the moun- 
tains, the colossal walls of Waldenstein. Of all 
the strong castles of the middle ages, this is one 
of the most interesting, because its preservation 
is perfect. A pillar of masonry, of rare boldness, 
sustains the drawbridge, by which alone, when 
itis lowered, you can cross the immense space 
which separates the fort proper from the external 


























































































































WERENWAAG. 


ogist, the historian, and the man for whom me- 
dizval legends have acharm. There are pic- 
turesque points of view, natural grottoes, ruins 
dating from the feudal times, and various scenes 
and subjects of emotion. Among the nearest 
frottoee, are three which richly repay a visit. 

ose of St. Peter and St. Paul, which are 
reached by a delicious path along the flank of 
the mountains in the midat of the dense forest, 
once served as abiding-places to the men of old 
time, and an asylum to the monks of Beuron. 
‘The first, whence a fine view of the cloister and 
its pretty environs is obtained, tradition signeal- 
ized as the asylum which concealed the monks 
during the persecutions they were subjected to in 
the 17th century. In the second, less spacious, 
but more remarkable in a geological point of 
view, were found, a few years ago, 1 it num- 
ber of bones and arms belonging to the Celtic 


works. Walls of twenty-four feet thickness, 
pierced by a low and narrow archway, autait rea 
into the imterior of the castle. Other 8, 
sometimes hollowed in the recks, sometimes 
cemented by art, everywhere display to the 
curious eye the old arrangement for provisioning 
and defending the place. All these works are 
of more recent date than the first building of 
the castle itself, and date, doubtless, from the 
times when, as in the Thirty Years’ War, the 
valley of the Danube served as a communication 
between the military operations of Switzerland 
and Swabia. Seated on these battlements, we 
recall an instance of the audacity of the period, 
the interest of which is énhanced by a view of 
the scene itself. During the occupation of 
Hohentwiel by the Swedes, a subaltern officer, 
who was scouring the country with a small de- 
tachment, obtained possession of this fortress for 
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several days. Schwartz (that was the name the 
country ponels gave him) had learned that the 
Furstemberg officers and the Bavarian troops 
that composed the garrison, had repaired to 
Moeskirck, and that only women and children 
remained within the walls of Wildenstein. The 
drawbrii was raised. But, having reached, 
by the nid of a light ladder, the cross-timbers, he 
elung there with such tenacity, that he soon 
tilted the bridge, and found himself at the en- 
trance of the fortress. His a rance so terri- 
fied the women, that they fled For safety, not one 
of them having presence of mind enough to close 


| with all the honors of war and as much booty as 
they could pay, Yet Schwartz narrowly escaped 
a court-martial, so severe was the discipline of 
the Swedish troops at the time—1643. A sub- 
terranean passage formerly led from the castle to 
the valley, and you are yet shown in the rock an 
opening covered with brambles, where it must 
have issued. The entrance was in the chapel, 
under the steps of the altar; you can still de- 
scend about fifty steps, but the rest of the way is 
choked up with stones. 
Werenwaag is a | e further, on the left 
bank of the Danube. Two roads run thither 





















































































































































































































































THE CASTLE OF BRUNNEN 


the gate. Only three men had followed. Either 
from a disinclination to share the rich booty he 
found, or afraid at being surprised by the return 
of the enemy, he shut himself up in the castle 
without summoning the rest his comrades 
whom he had left in the woods. The Bavarians 
soon returned, in fact, and found themselves 
compelled to call on the neighboring garrisons 
for assistance to render themselves master of the 
place again. The Swedish snbaltern found it 
Faposeible to hold out any longer, 60 he sub- 
mitted the terms of a capitulation, by which he 
and his comrades were allowed to march out 


from Beuron; one under the walls of Wilden- 
stein and in the forest, which follows the wind- 
ings of the riveron the right bank; the other, 
crossing the covered bridge behind the convent, 
and winding at the foot or the mountains, be- 
neath the overhanging rocks, and traversing the 
tunnel of one of them, which touches the river, 
forms the principal communication into the val- 
ley. Here, av ches of stones, there, calcare- 
ous pyramids, the height of which the eye can 
hardly measure, and, on the mountain side, 
| groves of beech, birch, larch and pine, vary, at 
| each turn of the road, the perspective of the 
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landscape, the rich verdure of the meadows, and 
the lucidity of the water completing the scene of 
enchantment. But as you approach Weren- 
waag, the valley enlarges, and the rocks, shaded 
with ancient ash trees, recede from the Danube, 
and lift their heads far above the forest. 
Werenwang is the most picturesque part of 
the wholé valley, and nowhere else do you enjoy 
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80 brilliant a general view. Rome doubtless 
raised upon this spot a fort of observation which, 
being dismantled after the departure of her 
legions, was afterwards made use of by the Ger- 
man nobility who rebuilt it. 
tain that a Roman road which, from Leptingen, 
passed: y Wondorf, Buckheim, Leiberdingen, 
and Krochenheimstetten, descended by a lateral 


It is at least cer- 
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valley to the Danube, whence, ascending the op- 
posite slope, its traces have not entirely disap- 
peared, led to the plateau of Heuberg: 

Beyond Beuron, and ascendin, he Danube, 
two more old castles are objects of interest. The 
farthest, Kallenberg, is wholly in ruins, and 
worth visiting only on account of the wild 
scenery around it. It formerly belonged »to the 


y WAY j 


4 | 


Wl), ES 


i 


CASTLE OF KALLENBERG. 


barons of Ulm, and was held by persons who 
bore its name. Brunnen, a little castle which 
belongs to the barons of Enzberg, presents a pic- 
turesque aspect from whatever point it is viewed. 
From the Friedingen road, it rises i 
before you on the immensity of the vhi 
sustains it, and as a whole, forms one of those. 
delightful pictures which please the artist. 
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COSTUMES AND MANNERS OF THE SWEDES. 


The sketches in the present-article refer prin- 
cipally to Sweden, and represent the striking and 
well-defined national costumes of the people. 

Sweden, at the present day, is perhaps the 
only part of Europe—we might say of the world 
—where manners, usages and eustoms have not 
been modified or overturned by innovations. 
The deserts of this country, with their mines of 
gold, have become cosmopolitan. India, China 
and Japan are changing beneath the conquest 
of those eager merchants, whom nothing terrifies 
or daunts. Jn the islands of Oceania, they talk 


costumes from one end of the world to the other, 
we shall understand at what point all originality 
is effaced, and how far all modern societies 
are depoetized beneath this pitiless uniformity, 
Russia herself is forced, on account of her great 
political influence, to share in this general move- 
ment, or, to speak more correctly, this unbridled 
movement. To this day, however, the vast 
Scandinavian peninsula has remained outside of 
this agitation, calm as the great forest of firs— 
calm as the grave but loyal and noble characters - 
of the Swedes themselves. But because these 





INHABITANTS OF RATTVICK. 


French, and in Harti, they copy the Gazette of 
Fashion to please the Emperor Soulouque, that 
curious type, which seems created expressly to 
ridicule mole civiieaion The East, mie its 
reforms, is daily losing its aspect of grandeur. 
Germany, Italy, France and Spain, by their con- 
tinual revolutions, are changing their a] ce, 
as well as character; and if we add effect 
constantly produced by those great levellers, rail- 
roads and mechanics, which cut own mountains, 
fill up valleys, and transport the same ideas, the 
same manufactures, and similec usages and 


people have not bean subjected to the ardor of 
speculation, we must not conclude thence that 
sy are less cultivated, and more retrograde 
than other nations. The Swedish peasant is, 
without dispute, better informed than the 
part of the peasants of France ; and there is not 
a corner of Sweden, however near the pole, 
where the poorest inhabitant does not know how 
to read, write and keep accounts. They are 
compelled to do this, by the law which refuses 
marriage to whomscever would not fulfil the 
first duties of the father of a family, who is re- 
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sible for the education of his children. 
Their aptitudes are not limited to this informa- 
tion—a skilful farmer, an excelient horse-breeder, 
an adroit hunter and fisherman, in the midst of 
forests and Jakes, which abound with game and 
prey, the Swede employs himeelf during the long 
winter nights in making household implements, 
farnitare and cloth. In a word, all that is nec- 
, Not only for the wants of life, but for its 

forts, is done at home, in the interior of the 
house. Men, women and children are employed 
spinning, weaving and building, and these 
habits give them really remarkable skill. We 
trust that the good and noble Swedes will never 


rich. The rivers themselves are 20 impregnated 
with these ferruginous soils, that they seem red- 
dened with blood; and this is not one of the 
least curiosities of the country. In preeenting to 
the readers of the Magazine, these engravings of 
the costumes of the Swedish people, we naturally 
commence with that province which has pre- 
served, in its greatest purity, its original type. 
Dalecarlia, in occupies the front rank in the 
history of Sweden. henever Swedish liberty 
has been violated, that province has furnished its 
defenders ; the Engelbrekts, the Stures, and the 
Vasas have there found their support, and a safe 
asylum during the storm. inhabitants of 
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be tempted to exchange their honesty. morality, 
patriarchal virtues, and the mild ness of 
Sele existence for that thirst of wealth which 
ly produces greed 
wealth is certainly not wanting to their soil, 
which may be termed a land of iron, or, as it is 
called in Swedish, jarnbaraland, in such abun- 
dance is the metal found, sometimes on the sur- 
face, as in the province of Scania; sometimes 
in blocks, as in the vast quarry of Vanemora. 
In a word, there is an immense chain of iron 
which extends from the Sound to the heart of 
Lapland. These mines, as well as the copper 


of Kongsberg, and many others, are incalculably 


the parish of Rattvick are renowned above all 
others, for their strength, beauty, and purity of 
blood. They have a costume remarkable for 


and discontent. Natural | brilliancy of color, and the richness of its gold 


and silverembroidery. The women of Leksand, 
one of the most considerable parishes of Dale- 
carlia, have a black boddice, lined with scar! 
over a chemise white as snow, the straight, bi 
sleeves of which, after the fashion of the chemises 
of the East, are often, as well as the collar and 
front, embroidered with red silk. Here, the 
mourning color is yellow; in Scania, it is sky 


| blue. young girl ted in one of our 
mines at Fahlun, in Dalecarlia, the silver mines | engravings, is collecting fi 


lock, by blowing a 
des Vaches on her horn the melody 


sort of 
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of which is very charming; for the Swedes are 
i with excellent musical taste. We now 
come to the costumes of Orsa. This country is 
renowned for its grindstone quarries. 
leather belt is the distinguishing mark of the 
costame of this country. The rural life of 
Sweden is sometimes perilous, for the chalets, 
which in Sweden, as in Switzerland, are very far 
from the great centres of population, instead of 
being placed upon the mountains, are found in 
the midst of forests, on the borders of lakes or 
torrents. The flocks are driven thither towards 
the end of May, and they remain till the end of 
September. We must go there, if we would 
study pastoral life in Sweden, and admire the 
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celebrated also for its magicians, or, to speak 
more correctly, its illuminati. Let us now leave 
Dalecarlia, for the province of Smaland. The 
parish of Warend, which occupies the centre, is 
the most mountainous, and the richest in pictar- 
esque sites. The monuments found, and the 
traditions preserved there, bear the stamp of 
great antiquity. The costumes of the women 
are remarkable for their richness, The silk 
scarf, embroidered with gold, the ends hanging 
over the hip, is covered by a baldric of silver, 


which spans the waist. jis war girdle isa 
prerogative, which tradition assigns to the day 
of paganism. The Danes ha: invaded the 


province during the absence of King Atle, who 


INHABITANTS OF WINGAKER. 


courage of the young girls, who, armed onl: 
with an axe, bravely encounter the bears, whi 
sometimes attack the fleecy charges committed 
to their care. In the midst of these solitudes, on 
the borders of these fine lakes, the imagination 
is imbued with that poetic tinge, which charac- 
terizes, in so remarkable a manner. the inhabi- 
tants of the Swedish forests. From these chalets 
have issued the marvellous traditions, the Sagas 
of ancient days, and those charming melodies, 
which faithfully render the grand, virgin and 
mysterious scenery which inspires them. In the 
parish of Elfdalen—the River Valley—the in- 
tants possess a remarkable skill in i 
wood and porphyry. The country of Elfdal 


had set out with all the men to fight the enemy, 
a young girl, named Blenda, conceived a 
roject for decoying them into a snare. Aided 
bral the women, she prepared a great feast on 
the berders of a lake, and then sent messenger 
to meet the Danes, to co! te them, to 
say, that being abandoned by their husbands, 
offered themselves as brides to the invaders. 
Finding the whole valley of Bravalla covered 
with provisions and liquors, the famished soldiers 
ly seized upon w! was set before them ; 
then, soon yiel to intoxication and fatigue, 
they fell asleep without suspicion of danger. 
Then, Bienda gave the signal toher companions, 
and they slew ‘all their enemics without mercy, 
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and cast them into the lake. It was in recom- 
pense for this high deod, that the women of 
‘arend were allowed the privilege of inheriting 
an equal share with the men, of having military 
music at their weddings, and of wearing the war 
le. They still enjoy the same privileges. 
e country of Wingaker is situated at the 
‘western extremity of Ludermania. The inhabi- | 
tants were formerly celebrated as pirates. Their 
dress is of white cloth lined with scarlet. The 
peasants of Upland have nothing particular in 
their dress, 
We have hitherto spoken of the rural districts 
of Sweden. The cities are also interesting, and 
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rocks, its istands, its torrents, its sheets 
of limpid water, its eamaurtorcn te castle, 


palaces, churches and rocky streets, its sounding 
squares, its beautifal bay with its thousand masts, 


| you have jt all beneath your eyes—look! If 


r sight is wearied with so much splendor, you 
ve only to turn your head, and there isa 


splendid “reflector, placed on a pivot, which . 
Mose- 


brings the entire panorama before you. 
backs is not only a stage for optical p phenomena, 
it is the scene of joyous gatherings. The people 
flock thither from all parts of the city, ig rond 
spectacles, dances, festivals and games. 
backe provides everything. Here is a carrowsel, 
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Stockbolm im particular, is one of the moat de- 
lightfal places in the world. The stranger ean- 
not fail to be dazzled and delighted by it, and 
the life he leads there, when he ceases tobe a 
stranger, is one of enchantment. Itis no matter 
whether you frequent aristocratic saloons, citizens’ 
circles or popalar gatherings—there is no stalk 
without a flower, and no flower without'a per- 

. Stockholm is at once a city of nature, 
and a city of art. Would you see the vastest 
and most picturesque horizon that ever delighted 
the eye? Climb the hill of Mosebacke which 
commands the ity on the south. Seen from 
that point, +S! has no mysteries. Its 


there, a ball-room, farther on tenpins and bil- 
liards. Does music delight you? Mosebacke 
furnishes an orchestra—two orchestras. Do you 
Tretes silence aiid solsante Mosebacke opens 
to you fresh bowers and mysterious 
There is not a wish that cannot 
this famous place. 

No midsummer traveller fails to visit this hill 
to inhale the pure air. During the week it is 
visited only a few idlers, or by strangers 
anxious to avail themselves of its fine points of 
view. The day of days is Sunday, when it is 
in ita glory. Our readers are well aware that in 
all the countries of Europe the Sabbath is not 





be satisfied in 
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kept in that reverential manner, which we are 
taught to believe essential, but is observed as a 
sort of holiday. Thesociety gathered on Mose- 
backe is of a mixed character, with the plebeian 
element largely predominating, but for that rea- 
son it affords a fine field for the study of char- 
acter. High life people are the same all the 
world over—most insipid and uniform creatures 
—it is among the working people that we must 
seek for vigorous nationality and individuality. 
The amusements of Mosebacke are cheap, and 
the honest mechanic of Stockholm can enjoy 
himself there for hours without lightening his 
purse. How animated the dances are on the 
green turf, in the shadow of old trees, or the 
open area lighted up with variegated lamps. 
The Swedes are very fond of dancing, and 
are often hurried away by their Terpsichorean 
enthusiasm into feats of agility like those which 
characterize the Mabille balls at Paris. Durin; 

the intervals of the dances, beer and cold punch 
circulate, for the northern people make a pretty 
free use of stimulants. Then the trumpet sounds. 
This is a signal for the theatre, and the crowd 
rushes to a vast tent which serves as an audi- 
torium, the stage opening on the extremity. Here 
they play operas, dramas and comedies. The 
players are persons who haye not attained for- 
tune on the stage of the capital, and who shed 
the last light of their genius here. The perfor- 
mances are really very respectable and never fail 
to give satisfaction to the audience. Under cer- 
tain circumstances this popular resort displays 
unwonted splendor. On the birthday of a prince 
or princess royal, for instance, the whole moun- 
tain is a-blaze; the gardens and groves flame 
with Bengal lights, the orchestras are trebled, 
and first-rate actors take the places of the ordinary 
performers. A traveller in Sweden who visited 
the mountain on the princess’s birthday, writes : 
« The name of the princess Louisa was on every 
lip, and by the multiplied toasts it called forth, 
her popularity in the kingdom may be estimated, 
‘The spectacle concluded on that day with a 
tableau vivant. The rising of the curtain dis- 
played 4 full length portrait of the princess royal, 
richly framed. It was flanked, on the right and 
left, by two young girls, clad as genii, and hold- 
ing in their hands a banner staff from which 
floated the national colors. The picture repre- 
sented the princess floating in the midst of flow- 
ers and winged angels, as in a full apotheosis. 
Now let us descend to the plain. Here is Norra 
Tivoli, a name which reveals its purpose—I will 
add that it fulfils itadmirably. ‘I‘nere is Humle- 
garden, a vast park containing a theatre with an 
excellent company, 2 ball-room and concerts, 
and. grass-plats worthy of Versailles. Humle- 
garden, situated within the enclosure of the city, 
is largely, frequented; on Sundays and during 
fine weather, especially, it is thronged. Here 
they have eating, drinking, dancing, fireworks 
and balloon asceusions. 1 witnessed one of these 
ascensions which was commenced by an original 
peculiarity. The aeronaut’s companion was 
neither a human being nor a horse, but a gen- 
uine Lapland reindeer. Poor animal, aecustom- 
ed to the dull retreats of polar solitudes, he saw 


himself launched, in the presence of a noisy mul- | 


titude, through the vast fieldsof azure! How 
he struggled when he was tied into-the basket 
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suspended beneath the aerostat! ‘They were 
afraid he would rend the balloon by a strike of 
his wild horns. But, finally, the gas-swollen 
monster took wing; the reindeer shook convul- 
sively ; his haggard eyes were bent towards the 
earth as if he would fasten them there; but the 
balloon mounting, mounting upward, and was 
on the verge of. the clouds, while the Lapland 
courser had not recovered from his stupefaction. 
A prophetic fears for some weeks after this as- 
cension, the reindeer and the aeronaut perished 
together, near Elsinore, engulphed in the waters 
of the Sund.” 

There are many other pleasure-haunts in the 
vicinity of Stockholm, for picturesque sites are 
abundant, and perhaps there is not one unworthy 
ofa pilgrimage. Djurgarden, particularly, is an 
unrivalled casket, in which art and nature have 
gathered their most precious diamonds. It is at 
once a wood, a park, a garden, a promenade, a 
military parade-ground and a race-course—a col- 
lection of rustic villas and sumptuous edifices, 
naked rocks and green bowers, murmuring rivu- 
lets and sleeping lakes; calm trees and stormy 
chasms, hills and plains, narrow and broad paths 
and mysterious labyrinths. Djurgarden presents 
all contrasts and caters forall tastes. There you 
find three or four theatres, exquisite restaurants 
and countless lemonade and confectionary estab- 
lishments. A Tivoli has been established there 
some years with all the appliances for pleasure 
and enjoyment which distinguishes these places 
ofenchantment. Hence, during the summer 
season, Djurgarden is the favorite rendezvous of 
the whole city, especially of that part of society 
which seeks refined enjoyments and knows how 
to appreciate them. 

Djurgarden lies not far to the east of Stock- 
holm, and is reached by land and water. The 
land route is constantly crowded with brilliant 
equipages, hacks, droshkys and omnibuses of 
every shape. One of these called the Napoleon, 
is distinguished by the beauty of its ornaments, 
and the comfort of its seats; it is of spherical 
form and looks like a balloon on wheels. The 
fare in the omnibus from Stockholm to Djur- 
garden, is twelve skillings, about nine cents, to 
which must be added two skillings paid on en- 
tering the park. The route by water is still more 
animated. From the quay or Navy Island 
(Sheppsbron Skeppsholm,) little steamboats, with 
their paddies painted green, and often decorated 
with leaves and flowers, start continually, freight- 
ed with joyous companions. The trip lasts but 
ten minutes and costs two skillings. The boat- 
service was formerly a monopoly, managed des- 
potically by a company of women called, Matrons 
of the Oar; Roddar Madamerna. These matrons 
‘were generally of a sour temper; they rowed or 
did not row, accordingly as it suited their con- 
venienve, so that passengers reached their desti- 
nation only after a long trial of patience which 
sometimes degenerated into violent scenes of 
anger. Now this monopoly is only a remem- 
bered grievance; the odious matrons have given 
way to charming Dalecarlian girls. Interesting 
creatures! Most of them engaged, they come 
here to earn money for an outtit, while their lov- 
ers are similarly occupied in other provinces. 
On the coming winter, they will return to their 
country when the rosy chains of marriage will 
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confine them thenceforth to the domrestic hearth. 
The Dalecarlian oarswomen are generally fresh 
and healthy-looking ; rarely very pretty, but hon- 
est and well behaved. bust and uatiring, 
they faithfully perform their task. They do not 
compel the passenger to linger under the burning 
eun upon the water. Nothing can be more pic- 
tureeque than their costume. They wear a short 
brown or en. petticoat, a red vest, over which 
is folded edge of a white chemise, scarlet 
stockings and thick-sole shoes. The last article 
conflicts with the rest of the costume. The 
women of the north show great taste in dressing 
‘their heads and persons, but very little in the 
article of ahoe-leather, 
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: but the are also higher. The dishes of 
Blaporten, the Casino, and Pierre’s establishment 
‘ are all famous, but Pierre bears away the palm. 
| He is » Provencal who has long been established 
, in the country much to the satisfaction of resi- 
' dent and visiting epicures. A speciality of these 
Djurgarden restaurants, as well as of all the 
hotels and cafes of Stackholm, is the of 
; the servive. There are rae few male waiters, 
but mostly pretty girls from, Bleking, a province 
‘ where the blood is rose-hued, and the com- 
plexion fair and ethereal. They wait on table 
with unequalled grace and dexterity. Ordinarily 
they retain their national costumes which are 
very piquante, The charm of this dress consists 


SHEPHERDESS OF KETTGERING. 


ble than to jar- 
garden under the of these Dalecarlian 
rowers. If you are © with them, they will 
engage in conversation, and tell you the story of 
their ayee ofa a melancholy one. fa oe 
contrary, company is numerous, 1e' 
charm it by singing their native melodies. When 
a land, you regret that the voyage has been so 
rief. Many a traveller has refused to land, but 
given orders to be rowed back to Stockholm, 
he might not lose the thread of a Dalecar- 
lian story or the conclusion of a Dalocarlian 


song. 
We alluded to the Djurgarden restaarante— 
the table is excellent, better than the city tables, 


Nothing is more 


in a microscopic of velvet or lace, 

jaantily on the top of the head, Ste pres gives 
a rather saucy, but not immodest air. 

they relinquish the business of waiters for do- 
mestic life, they exchange the cap for a red or 
blue handkerchief tied under the chin, _If they 
rise in life they assume the bonnet. Bat cap, 
kerchief or bonnet, the young girl of Stockholm, 
or, to give her her specific name, the piga (from 
pigg, lively, alert,) wears them with the same 
elegance.. Whether she remains faithful to the 
Tose brillia ee f pal jPaghegett dire 
less brilliant career of public li e 

attains the same. goel-m iage. In the firct 
case, she weds some honest fellow, a servant or 
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afarmer, who has been her faithfal beau. In 
the second case, she will perhaps & to Finland 
to St. Peter burg, marrying in the latter city 
some subordinate official, dazzled by her charms 
or her account of her savings. Ranking a little 

her than the piga are the needlewomen or 
milliner, and higher yet, the daughters of citizens, 
who receive a education, and are quite 
dashing characters. If we leave the inferior 
rounds of the social ladder, and rise to the high- 
est, by the golden steps which conduct to the 
summit, we find ourselves in a serene and pure 
atmosphere.. The woman of the North appears 
in all her traditional splendor, chaste, severe, 
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Valhalla, and Pisced them on the prophetic 
tripod. What the legislation of barbarous times 
deprived them of, the moderns have restored, or 
moved by the spontaneity of their love, and the 
gentle influence of their manners. Thus, each 
step in the pro; of the Swedes has been 
marked by new tributes paid to the worship of 
woman. They have hatred only because they 
have raised their social position to the same 
height as that of the men. 

On her part, the Swedish woman has striven 
to make herself more and more worthy of this 
deference. A devoted mother, a submissive 
daughter, a lovely and faithful wife, she is the 
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devoted to her family, beloved and respected by 
all. What an enchanting type! Much has 
been said and written in praise of the beautiful 
Swedes—they deserve it all. In their beauty we 
find a brilliancy which dazzles, and a candor 
which touchesus. Luminous blonde types, eyes 
Dlue and limpid as lakes, cheeks seeming to re- 
fiect the rosy purple of the aurora borealis, a 
velvet and transparent skin, a charming figure ; 
such is the picture. They lead gentle and calm 
Hves—they are intelligent and pure, and fascinate 
afl who approach them. In all time the Swedes 
have treated their women with honor. In the 


age of Odin they gave thems throne in their | 


ornament ot the domestic circle as well as the 
delight of the world of fashion. Enter a draw- 
ing-room at Stockholm, and you will be im- 
pressed with a feeling of admiration, there is 
something so pure and magnetic in all of the 
women who surround you. “ee is trne that yon 
see Paris furniture, Pa fashions and Paris 
usages—but what of that? The national type 
rises above all these borrowed decorations, and 
even a hurried glance will show that you have no 
counterfeit before you. The more the Swedish 
woman approaches her original type, the more 
beantifal and respectable she is, like those moun- 
tain rivalets whose crystal glitters with a greater 





brilliancy as you ascend to their source. It is 
that which gives so much value to the efforts of 
King Oscar to attach Sweden to its nationality 
by acting thus, he has not only elevated the 
honor of his race, he has exalted its beauty. 

The Swedes feel; their sympathies are never 
more ardently manifested than when their local 
pride is touched. See them at the ball or theatre, 
—what are the dances in which they mingle the 
most gaily, the plays they most warmly applaud ? 
They are their traditional dances—their national 
dramas. Does not Jenny Lind, the northern 
nightingale, owe her dearest triumph to the 
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has nothing terrible, it is a ral crook adorned 
with flowers. They are delighted with sewi 
and fancy needle-work, instructive reading and 
quiet conversation. There is nothing so charm- 
ing as an hour passed in the intimacy of a 
Swedish home. e learn there to appreciate 
that domestic life described 80 interestingly by 
Frederika Bremer in her celebrated novels. 
Meanwhile, the men attend diligently to busi- 
ness, forin Sweden everybody is busy; the 
burghers at the exchange or in their counting- 
rooms, the nobles at the court or in the offices. 
At Stockholm, evening commences at three or 
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national melodies of Scandinavia? Social life 
at Stockholm is varied. Balle are numerous, 
and dinner-parties nent. They play come- 
dies and charades. ere is no luxury, but an 
elegant simplicity. The ladies adopt Parisian 
fashions, but instead of copying them with eer- 
vility, or exaggerating them to ridicule, as is 
sometimes done at St. Petersburg, they tastefully 
modify what is too outre or too exotic, to adapt 
them to their more simple manners. Outside of 
their drawing-rooms, the Swedish ladies devote 
themselves to domestic cares with activity and 
igilance. Their househokl is a little empire, 
ich they rule without control, but their sceptre 


four o’clock. It is atime of animation and gay- 
ety, for everybody devotes the evening to relax- 
ation. Of all the cities of Sweden, perhaps of 
Europe, not even excepting Paris, Stockholm is 
the most devoted to pleasure. If they earn 
money it is for the sake of spending it. Thus 
great fortunes are rare; they are in too ta 
hurry for enjoyment to hoard it up. ce, 
that charming sociability which distinguishes 
the Swedes, and ronders @ resid ence that 
country so to strangers. 1' rapid 
sketches of the Swedes may inetruct as well ag 
amuse our readers, to most of whom the pecu- 
liarities of the people are probably unknown. 
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THE LONG AGO. 





BY BDWARD 8. ELLIS. 


When the fevered brow is burning, 
When life's tide doth ebb and flow, 

Who hath not, while wearied turning, 
Conjured up the long ago. 


At the sight of some loved token, 
How will brighten memory’s ray; 

Thoughts of vows forgotten, broken, 
Thoughts of faces passed away. 


There's a lock which time has faded, 
Resting still within that book; 

Resting there as she it’ braided, 
When she gave affection’s look. 


Now we eee upon that finger, 

Love's fond pledge which she placed there; 
Now those songs she sang still linger, 

‘Like « spirit from afar. 


Now the winds go softly sighing, 
O’er her shadowed, silent tomb; 
Onge our hopes there too were lying, 
we too were wrapt in gloom. 


Flowers have withered that we planted, 
Grass and weeds now fill their place; 
Grlof hath lost the dirge it chanted, 
In life’s fiery, hateful race. 


Brightly still those skies beam o'er us, 
Other sounds and sodnes we know; 
Other forms are now before us, 
Than were in the long ago. 


rr 
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BY JOHN ROSS DIX. 


" CHAPTER I. 
HOW 1 GOT TO THS LIGHTHOUSE. 

“Tr’s now four and forty years ago come 
Christmas, and that’s to-morrow, that it hap- 
pened, young man,” said old Captain Polwhele. 
“ Four and forty years,” he added, half mourn- 
fully, as he shook the ashes from his short pipe, 
and looked at the burning embers, as if he was 
contemplating within their glowing depths a red- 
hot retrospective calendar, “and it seems but 
yesterday ; but I must go up and trim the lights, 
and rub the reflectors a bit, and then I’H tell you 
all about it.” 

“T shall be very gled to hear it,” I said, as the 
old man left the little chamber where we were 
sitting—a quaint sort of a place, half bed-room, 
and the rest cabin and parlor combined—redo- 
lent of a strong smell of lamp and tar, that 
whiffed in when the door through which he had 


gone, opened. 


I said it was a quaint place, such a one as I 
had never been in before, nor indeed heard of ; 
and this was the way in which I became ae- 
quainted with it and its lonely inhabitant: 

On the southern coast of Wales there are 
several splendid bays, great sheets of water, 
carving inland, with megnificent sweep, with 
jutting headlands forming their eastern and 
western boundaries. One of the most beautiful 
of these indentations of the coast is well known 
to Cambrian tourists as the bay of Swansea, 
whose sandy curve describes the segment of a 
circle seven miles in extent. Quitting the town 
of Swansea, one bright winter's afternoon, for 
the"purpose of. reaching a small fishing village, 
called Oystermouth, where existed the remains 
of an ancient castle that I intended to sketch, I 
fravejled along the “ribbed sea sand” for some 
three or four miles, and then at the recommenda- 
tion of another tourist, who by chance I fell in 
with, struck off into a northerly direction, and 
after crossing a few hills, descended to another 
and smaller bay, which for its surpassing beauty, 
and the picturesqueness of its caves, and fresh- 
‘water springs, was a favorite resort with those 
who visited that romantic region. It was not the 
easiest thing in the world to descend the precip- 
itous cliff, and reach the sands below, but I at 
léngth did so, after many narrow escapes from 
falling headlong, and at length stood on the hard, 
white, sandy beach which was covered with shells 
and: starfish.: The litte hollows here and there 
left fall of water by the receded tide, were alive 
with actimis, molluscs, and numberless sea 
anemonies; whose exquisite colors justly entitled 
them to the poetical designation of “flowers of 
the’sea.”. At the period I am speaking of, Mr. 
Gosse had not written his woik on the “ Won- 
ders of the Shore,” nor had ladies learned 
the art now so fashionable, of rearing these 
ocean blossoms in drawing-rooms. An aqua- 
riam was then an unknown thing, or from 
the stores before me I might have stocked any 
number of those pretty scientific contrivances. 

It is astonishing how insensible one becomes 
to the flight of time in such places. Absorbed 
in the contemplation of cliff and cavern, beach 
and ocean, I literally took “no note of time but 
from its loss ;” and it was not until long shadows 
thrown by the tall cliffs which towered high over- 
head; streamed athwart the yellow sande, that I 
became aware that it was high time for me to 
make the best of my way toward some place of 
shelter for the night, for, pedestrian-like, trusting 
chance and circumstance, I had laid down no 
plan with respect to lodgings, knowing thet in 
those localities, though inns were scarce, no 

o 


coger ever refuged to entertain a traveller.— 

So, disposing in sundry pockets the specimens 
Thad picked up, and strappiag my portfolio on 
my shoulders, I walked towards a point of rock 
round which I knew I must travel in order to 
reach Oystermouth ; but on arriving at the spot, 
I found that the tide, which was now fast coming 
in, already forbade all progression in that direc- 
tion. Nor was there any time to be lost, for at 
high water the entire space of the little bay itself 
would be submerged ; it was, in fact, a bay only 
atebb tide. What was to be done then? I 
eencluded that at the other extremity of the 
Igad-locked space, egress would be alike impos- 
sible; so concluding that my only alterndtive 
was to return by the way I came, I put bold 
face on the matter, and commenced climbing the 
almost perpendicular face of the cliff, determined, 
if possible, to gradually travel sideways in the 
direction of the fishing village. 

If ever I worked hard, I did thet evening, for, 
difficult as the descent had been, it was nothing 
compared with the labor, setting aside the risk, 
of climbing from one crag to another, in what 
at last became almost total darkness. It came 
on also to blow great guns, but fortunately, the 
barricane was rather a help than a hindrance, for 
the gale blew directly from the sea into the little 
day, and at times such was its force that it fairly 
pressed me against the rock, and held me there. 
I never had so satisfactory an illustration of at- 
yaospheric pressure before. The mischief of it 
was, thongh, that during the lulls of the blast, 
she sudden withdrawal of the pressure from with- 
opt, more than once, by throwing me off my 
guard, nearly threw me off my balance also ; but 
such was the terrible force of the gale, that I al- 
most think, had I fallen, I should have been 
fastened against the face of the cliff ance more 
before I had got far down. 

T began to think I never should get to the top 
of the precipice, and was pondering the possi- 
bility of finding some large crevice.in which I 
might secure shelter for the night, when looking 
upwards, I saw, or imagined I saw, the black, 
Projecting point of cliff far overhead, relieved 
ageinst what seemed a faint beam of dusky, 
reddish light, at intervals appearing and disap- 
pearing. I knew it could not be the moon, for 
it was in its last quarter, and besides no mortal 
moon ever yet shot forth such a red tinged ray. 
Clearly it was something extraordinary—the 
zodiacal light, and the aurora borealis were suc- 
ceasfally suggested and rejected, for good seien- 
tific reason—and in order to solve the mystery, 
T renewed my climbing efforts. 

I did not long remain in a state of uncertainty. 
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‘When I had reached within six foet of the sum- 
mit, the strange ray having gradually increased 
in intensity, until at last it resembled the diverg- 
ing pencil of rays from the lenses of a magic 
lantern ; I was suddenly startled by what at first 
sight appeared a tall Cyclops, with one flaming 
eye, looming up through mist and darkness. For 
the space of a minute it glared steadily over the 
ocean, and then, as if satisfied with the survey, 
wheeled itself round, and looked unwinkingly 
landwards, “Hurra for the Cyclops!” I ex- 
claimed, for well enough I knew it to be the 
beacon on Scargill head, with its revolving light. 
Tired and lacerated as I was from frequent 
slippings, and contact with sharp rocks, though 
no seaman, I bade its “Justre hail,” and in afew 
minutes was loudly knocking at the door of the 
little cottage adjoining, in which the fight-keeper 
resided. In such places, and at such times, 
apologies for intrusion are neither given nor 
required. 

“It’s a rough night ; come along in, man,” was 
the greeting I received, as soon as the door 
opened. So in I went, and speedily explained 
the circumstances which had drawn me there for 
shelter. 

“Well, young man,” observed my host, “you 
must have had a deal of the monkey in you to 
have scaled that cliffon such a night as this ; it’s 
hard enongh to do it in day-time, leave alone 
when all is dark, and a gale blowing as ’tis now. 
But come, here’s some prime Holland—it’s the 
only liquor I’ve at hand, for the government 
people don’t allow spirits to be used much in 
lighthouses ; only ile, you see, ‘cause one’s apt to 
interfere with t’other—howsamever, your'e wel- 
come to what there is, and after your climb you 
must want it.” 

He was a fine, venerable, but still hardy old 
fellow, and we speedily became acqnainted. His 
name, he told me was Polwhele, and he had at- 
tained the birth of lighthouse-keeper in conse- 
quence of his long and faithful services in the 
navy. His dialect had that sing-song peculiar 
to the natives of the most western English 
county; and his name was also suggestive of the 
land of tin mines and pilchard-curing. 

“Yes,” he observed, in reply to a remark of 
mine, “it isa regular weet-of-England name; 
for as the old rhyme says: 

“ By Tre, Pol and Pen 
You may know the Cornishmen.”” 

And then warmed with the Holland, be ran on 
to tell some marvellous Cornish stories of tame 
cougers, whipping of akes, and of that famous 
Cornish gentleman, who when condemned for 
treason, to be executed, was pardoned because 


‘THE HAUNTED LIGHTHOUSE. 3B 


from one end gf Corawall to the other, the stil- 
wart miners and fishermen sang a song, whose 
bold chorus was: 


“ And must Trelewney die? 
‘And must Trelawnay die? 
‘Then fifty thoussnd Qornishmen 
Will know the reason why:” 


‘The old captain at length relapsed into silence, 
and smoked his pipe perseveringly. Presently 
he uttered the words with which this story 
commences : ’ 

“Iv’s now four and fotty years ago come 
Christmas, and that’s to-morrow, that it hap- 
pened, young man.” 

“What happened ?” I inquired. 

“As that eliff you’ve just come up’ was 
climbed after dark,” he replied. And he added, 
“Tt warn't exactly climbed then.” 

“I don’t quite understand you,” seid I. 

“Nor I don’t quite understand it, either, 
young man; and to tell you the trath, I’m glad 
you dropped in here to-night—I generally take 
care to have company on Christmas eve, and 
should have had at this moment if the storm had 
not prevented—for this is a Jonely place enough, 
to say nothing of its being sometimes haunted.” 

“Haunted! what, by a ghost, a real ghost?” 
T exclaimed. 

How delightful, I thought to myself, to have 
fallen on sach an adventure; and I forthwith 
urged Captain Polwhele, who now looked very 
grave, to tell the story, whatever it was. 

“Well,” he observed, “I aint nothing of a 
hand at spinning a yarn, and moreover, I’m 
obliged to turn in about this time, because you 
sce I’ve got to be up in four hours from now, fo 
trim the lights, and wipe the window-panes ; but 
(taking a bundle of papers from an old chest) 
heve’s the whole account of it, which you‘can sit 
by the fire and read if you’re curions on the 
matter. "Iwas written by the man who kept 
the light before me, and I found it among some 
rubbish after his death. His name was Jacob 
Varney, and a miserable old wretch he was, by 
all accounts. Some people said he was mad, 
and that this story was only fancy; but I’ve seen 
that as makes me think otherwise. When you’ve 
read the story you'll understand what I meant 
about some one coming up the cliff four and 
forty years ago.” 

I eagerly clutched the dingy old bundle of 
manuscript, and had settled down to peruse it, 
when I heard the old captain’s returning foot- 
steps. He entered the little’ reom, and said, 
mysteriously : 

“I forgot, sir, Pd: better draw the curtain over 
this window. There, that wilkde. Goodwight, 
oir.” . 


All being. again quiet, I opened the manu- 
script, and read the following strange story, 
which was evidently an autobiographical frag- 
ment, written at different periods, and blistered 
ali over by what might have been tear-drops— 
Heaven knows « deluge of such were needful to 
wash away the crime which it recorded. 


CHAPTER IL 
JACOB VARNEY’S ADVENTURES. 


Tavs ran the story :“ It is not mecessary that 
I, Jacob Varney—that’s my name; it was not 
that of any relative of mine—should give any 
account of who my grandfathers and grand- 
mothers were. Why I’ve changed my mame 
from that which ‘my godfathers and godmothers 
gave me in my baptism,’as the chureh catechisin 
says, is my own business. If indeed svich te 
markable relatives I ever had, if I really was 
bleseed with them, all I know is, that I never 
porformed all the good things they ‘promised 
und vowed’ I should; more’s the pity! I’ve had 
to bear my own sins on my own shoulders, aud 
a heavy burden they have proved. 

“Noris it at all necessary to the right under- 
standing of what will follow, that I should enter 
into any details respecting my carly life. Enough 
to say that it was what is ealled a wild one; s0 
wild that when sbeut foerteen years of age, I 
was packed off to sea—a circumstance which did 
not at all tend to the improvement of either my 
mind or my morals. It was many years before 
I again saw my native land, end when I did re- 
turn to the village in which I was bora, there 
was net a single connection of old times to wel- 
come me back. But for that I cared little, I had 
too tong been accustomed to a roving life to ea- 
joy domestic happiness, and so, when, I had 
spent all my ready money, I walked to Bristol, 
and shipped on board a schooner bound for the 
African coast. Of eource I laft a weeping girl 
behind me, but of that hereafter. 

“The captain of the vessel—his mame was 
Feebin—was a devil incarnate. No sooner had 
we fairly got to sea, than he-began to exhibit all 
the eruel tyranny of bis disposition, and on the 
sixth day ont, for some trifling omission of daty, 
he felfed me to the deck with a blow of his huge 
fist. It was of no use to complain; but did I 
forget the indignity? No, it was always my 
creed never to forget, never to forgive; so I 
brooded over the insult in silence, determining 
seme day to pay it back, ay, and with interest 
too. 
“ And I did so. Onee, as we lay in the mid- 
die of the Bonny River, I was on watch, when I 
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saw the second mate cautiously creeping along 
under the bulwarks toward the place where I was 
stationed. It was one of those nights which are 
only to be seen in the tropics; the stars, which 
appeared thrice the magnitude of those which 
are seen in northern latitudes, looked like many- 
colored globes suspended from the purple over- 
circling sky by invisible cords. That brilliant 
constellation, the Southern Cross, blazed over- 
head, a gem worthy the heaven in which it was 
set; and the only sounds which met my car were 
the chatterings of monkeys among the trees that 
grew down to the water’s edge, and the lap- 
lapping of the water against the sides of the 
schooner, as the tide ebbed rapidly. A white 
mist hung above the low, murky shores, and ex- 
tended for some distance over the surface of the 
stream; but towards the centre, where we 
lay, no fog-bank obscured the bosom of the wa- 
ter. To have slept on shore, inhaling that mias- 
matic vapor would have been death to an Euro- 
pean, and that was one reason why we were 
moored mid-stream, another was that in the po- 
sition we occupied, we were less liable to treach- 
erous attacks from the natives. 

“ When the second mate came close to where 
I was standing, he made a sign that I should 
keep quiet, and feeling sure that some plot 
against the captain was hatching, for Tracy had 
also been ill-used by him, I answered the signal, 
and we soon understood each other. It appeared 
that on a previous voyage, Captain Feebin had 
overreached one of the native chiefs in a bargain, 
and that he and his people were determined to be 
revenged ; this they could not do without being 
assisted by some one on board, and Tracy had 
been accordingly tampered with. I was only 

" too eager to fall in with the arrangements of the 
second mate, and not the less so because a large’ 
amount of booty would be my share of the plun- 
der ; the schooner containing a valuable cargo of 
palm oil, ivory, and gold dust on board, she 
having just exchanged all the articles which she 
had brought out for the same. 

“When the watch was set, the next night, 
Captain Feebin mustered all his crew to see that 
none were skulking among the barracoons on 
shore, and grufily ordered the anchor to be 
weighed at day-break. He then turned in to his 
state-cabin bunk, and allwas quiet. But not for 
long. No sooner had the moun set behind » 
distant mountain range, than, emerging from 
the bank of mist on the left side of the river, 
Tracy and I saw the expected canoes, some 
twenty in nomber, all filled with armed negroes, 
paddling cantionsly towards the schooner. Ina 
very few minutes scores of dark forms silently 


clambered up its sides aad the deek. 
Then, a preconcerted signal beiag given, a ter- 
rific shout arose, and I took my place, hatchet 
in hand, as also did Tracy, in the savage ranks. 

“ That yell—it might have startled the dead in 
their graves—awoke the captain, who, undressed 
as he was, rushed upon deck, and was instantly 
seized. In less than a minute a rope was placed 
round his neck—-by me—and he was run up to the 
yard-arm, tackle having been previously ar 
ranged. Ithad been agreed between Tracy and 
the negro that only Feebin and tho first mate, 
and the supercargo, should be sacrificed; but 
when once blood flowed, none could stay the 
carnage. Only Tracy and myself were spared ! 
The work of death done, the schooner was fired, 
and then in ome of the canoes we were taken on 
shore, and lodged im the house of the chief. 

“Tracy soon died of the fever of the country, 
and I narrowly escaped. I now became mixed 
up with the lave trade, and for many months 
‘was superintendent of one of the barracoons, A 
the end of that time, growing tired of the coun- 
try, secured what property, in the shape of gold 
dust, I had acquired, about my person, and 
changing my name, proceeded along the coast to 
f® remote settlement, Sierra Leone, and from 
thence shipped before the mast, to England. I 
Innded in London, and speedily plunged into all 
the dissipations of the metropolis, so that my 
monoy before long melted away. Reduced at 
length to my last guinea, I began to cast about 
me for the means of bettering my condition, and 
to this end I strolled into a low, water-side public 
house, used as a place of call for sailors who 
wanted a ship. 

“I had been some time in the tap-room, when 
-& maz entered, at sight of whom my eyes pro- 
truded from their sockets, a cold sweat bedewed 
my limbs, and my whole frame quivered. Had 
the African river given up its dead; had the 
man whom I had assisted to hang on the Bonny 
coast indeed come back to life and-light? Evi- 
dently so it eeemed, for before me stood Feebin, 
the captain of the schooner! I ahrunk back into 
my corner, which was fortunately rather dark, 
and glanced sideways at him. Yes, there was 
no mistake, for when he spoke, I could have 
sworn to that voice among a million. From the 
conversation which ensued, I learned that he 
was picking up men for a cruise among the West 
India islands, piratical I had no doubt, from a 
remark by an old tar to whom he made 
proposals. 

““« Why, cap’n, I don’t migd shipping along 
with you—though they do say you're a hard ‘un 
on the blae water—but then it’s that sort of 
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thing, you know, # caaght.’. And Jaek indicat- 
ed by a bend of his neck towards the right side, 
a pointing of his forefinger to jast below his Ieft 
ear, and a click of his tongue, what the that 
meant. 

“<¢ Hallo,’ exclaimed another man present, 
“don’t talk about hanging before the captain, he 
mightn’t like such a ticklish subject.’ 

“Nor in fact did I either, just at that time, for 
I feared every moment that Feebin would put his 
eye on me. 

“¢Pooh,’ said he, ‘I was in luck that time; 
when the black devils slang me up, they left me 
to enjoy the fresh air while they fired the ship, 
and as luck would have it, the flames consumed 
the end of the rope close to the belaying pin, 80 
I dropped into the water and swam to the other 
side of the river, where I was gheltered by a 
planter whom I knew. But if ever I get hold 
of the fellow—one of the crew—who put the rope 
round my neek—and I’m always on the look-out 
for him—I’ll give him good reason to remomber 
his night’s work on the Bonny River.” 

“You may be sure I left that place as soon as 
pessible. I then made for the country, got after 
seme time to my native place, and fortunately 
arrived here just as the old lighthouse-keeper 
died. I procured the situation; married, and in 
time, two children were born to me—a boy and 
a girl; the letter of whom, as well as her mother, 
died of consumption, brought on by the bleak 
winds of the place; and the boy, who could not 
put up with my rough treatment, ran away, and 
having no trade to support him, went to sea. 
Left alone in the lighthouse, my heart grew 
harder, and my temper fiercer than ever be- 
fore. None of the neighboring villagers carod 
to associate with me, for they believed I had 
hastened the death of my wife and danghter by 
rough usage, and that my unfatherly cruelty had 
driven Henry to sea. So hating every one, and 
fearing that whenever J saw any man approach- 
ing the lighthouse, it was Feebin, coming to 
seise and punish me for attempted murder, I 
passed ten years of utter loneliness and perfect 
misery. No wonder was it that women and 
children avoided me when I was compelled to 
go to the village to make necessary purchases, 
and that when I entered the parlor of the ‘ ‘Three 
Pancheons,’ no voice greeted, no hand was 
stretched forth to bid me welcome. 





“The ship Endeavor, Captain Feebin, from 
tho West Indies, was to sail from Port Royal, 
Jamaica, with a valuable cargo on the Ist inst. 
She will probably reach this port in about s 
weeks from that day.’ . 


“Such was the announcement I read in 8 
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Bristol paper, as Isat one evening by my soli- 
tary fireside. So then my dreaded enemy was 
still alive, and what was worse, he was coming 
to aneighboring seaport. What security had I 
that he would not visit my own vicinity, as 
captains often did, and discover me in my re- 
treat? Well enough I knew what the conse- 
quences would be were I detected—neither he 
nor the law would be mercifal.. From that mo- 
ment I watehed every fresh sait with a terrible 
interest. Something seemed to whisper in my 
ear that my doom was fixed, that a fearful catas- 
trophe was impending. But how to avert itt— 
that was the question that haanted me day and 
night. Then I considered that something might 
be done to prevent the calamity if I was sc- 
quainted with the appearance and peeuliarities, 
if any, of the Endeavor. I had vague notion 
that I might procure leave of absence, and re- 
main away from my post until that ship had gone 
to sea again. Soone evening, after seeing to 
the light in the lantern, I strolled to the ‘ Three 
Pancheons,’ and calling for # can and a pipe, 
sat down in the chimney corner. 

* As, in some public houses, the talk is all 
* farm,’ or all ‘horse,’ #0 in this seaside locality 
it was natorally all ‘ship.’ I listened long be- 
fore anything occurred to interest me; but at 
length the name of Endeavor caught my 
attention. _ 

«Well, she is a fine barque-rigged craft,’ 
observed one, ‘and makes lucky voyages gen- 
erally, though how Feebin will get along is 
another matter. People tell strange stories 
about him.’ i 

«<cWell, at all events, he wont sail in the 
Endeavor any more voyages,’ observed another. 

“«¢ How is that?’ I ventured to ask. 

«¢ Why, becanse he has bought two-thirds of 
the Margaret, now on the stotks at Swansea, 
within two miles of where we're sitting, and he’s 
going ont in her to Cuba, to bring home copper 
ore, which will pay him a deuced deal better 
than sugar and coffee, at the present freights.’ 

“ That was enough for me, and after gathering 
some particulars as to the appearance of the En- 
deavor, I made the best of my way home. I 
sat for some time moodily looking into the fire, 
fall of dark, vague thoughts, and then I threw 
myself on my bed, bat not to sleep. I belfeve 
the devil wes my companion all through that 
night. I arose in the morning, feverish and un- 
refreshed. My Grst glance was seaward, and all 
throngh the day, and for many days afterwards, 
I stood in the balcony of the lantern, straining 
my eyes in the direction in which I knew that 
yessol must come. So it went on, until the af 


26 


ternoon of the twenty-fourth of December, when 
far away to the westward I beheld a large veseel 
beating up the channel, in the teeth of a tremen- 
dous gale which had been steadily blowing since 
the night before. 

“ Below the lighthouse, and about half a mile 
from the shore,-was.a bar of shifting sand, called 
the Hog's Back, over which the waves were now 
beating with tremendous -fary—indeed the light- 
house had beea built for the purpose of warning 
ships of this dangerous shoal. I know not how 
it was, but as I gazed on the world of waters be- 
low, a new idea entered my mind, which caused 
a thrill of excitement to run through my frame. 
‘The wind was blowing on shore, and there was 
every appearance of ite coming on hazy towards 
evening ; if so, and the ship continued in her 
present course, the chances were, as the currents 
set in this direction, and if she had no pilot on 
board—not a likely occurrence in such weather— 
that, the light being obscured, she would drift 
towards the shoal. Did I hope she might? 
Much more, I prayed that she might, with all 
my heart and soul. God forgive me! 

“As I smoked my pipe that afternoon, how 
the past rose up before me. My dead wife and 
child, who lay in the churchyard near by; and 
my boy, poor Harry, who was now I knew not 
where—his featares were fresh in my recollection, 
and I was trying to fancy how ten years had 
changed them, when, amid the brief lulls of the 
tempest, which now seemed to shake the tower 
to its foundations, I heard a bang, bang, bang— 
signals of distress, fired, doubtless, from the En- 
deavor. In a moment I was on the balcony of 
the lantern, and there, sure enough, for the sun 
had not yet set, I saw the ship drivmg madly 
along before the gale. She was apparently mak- 
ing for Swansea roads, on reaching which she 
would be safe. Her fore and main-masts had 
gone, and ahe answered but badly to her helm ; 
that was evident to my practised eye in a mo- 
ment, for every now and then she rolled deavily 
in the trough of the sea, as through my glass I 
could see ‘Endeavor’ painted on her side. As 
night was fast approaching, the lighthouse alone 
would be her salvation—without its aid, to gain 
the harbor of refuge would be next to impossible. 

“‘Now,’ whispered the tempting devil at my 
side, ‘now is your only chance? It was time to 
light the lamps, but I still lingered until the ves- 
sel was no longer discernible, although she could 
not have been more than two miles from the 
fearfal shoal over which the breakers were now 
foaming and rushing with tremendous fary. 

“A lighted metch applied to the lamp wicks 
would have saved that ship and its crew. Did I 
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kindle one? No, I stood straining my eyes 
through the gloom, and listening intently for the 
fatal crash and shriek which I knew must come. 
And come at length it did; for all of a sudden 
a flash of lightning revealed the doomed ship on 
the summit of an immense rolling billow; then 
came the dull, heavy shock, as she atruck, and 
in ten minutes’ time, fragments of the wreck, and 
portions of the cargo floated on the surges. 

“ Then I lighted the lamps, and the red re- 
flector, falling on the foam below, seemed to turn. 
it into blood. Hurrying down from the lantern, 
I barred and bolted the door, hoping that the 
neglect of my important duty had not been ob- 
served; but in my blind madness I had quite 
forgotten that the light was a revolving one, and 
could be seen from the land as well as from the 
sea, from all points of the compass, in fact. 
And, it was scarcely to be expected that a cir 
cumstance so HBusnal as that of not lighting the 
lamps for nearly two hours after dark, would 
pass unnoticed by every one. Half maddened, 
I seized an axe, and was about rushing up stairs 
in order to purposely damgge the machinery, so 
that I might have some excuse ready, when I 
heard a tap at the litle window, opposite the 
foot of my bed, and et the game instant a fearful 
wailing cry, such a cry as mortgl ear never before 
heard, rose and died away upon the blast. 

“T stood where I was, seemingly rooted to the 
spot, and almost petrified with horror. Suddenly 
the tapping at the window-pane was repeated, 
and at the ame moment the logs on the fireplace 
blazed up fiercely. I glanced towards the window, 
and there, presged against the glass, was a human 
face! Its eyes glaring fiercely at me ; its cheeks 
pale; its lips blue; and theleng black hair of its. 
head mixed with tangled seaweed, streaming 
with brine. I rushed to the end of the chamber, 
but those eyes ever followed me. God of mercy! 
the countenance was that of my son! Burying 
my face in my hands, I sought to shut out the 
feartul vision ; and when I again ventured to 
look towards the window, the face was no longer 
there. For a moment I believed that I had beea 
deceived by my excited fancy, and under this 
impression ran to the outside of the window, 
thinking I might find some one there who had 
escaped from the wreck. But no, there was not 
a trace of any humaa being to be found. 

“A miserable Christmas eve did I spend all 
alone in that dreary place. As soon as daylight 
dawned, I took a tumbler full of spirits to stead 
my shattered nervous system, and hurried to 1 
edge of the cliff. As it became lighter, I could 
see on the beach far below, meny fragments of 
the wreck, and some dead bodies, Actuated by 
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an irresistible impulse, I hurried down the rocks, 
and then with trembling hands turned over a 
body which lay on its face. I knew it in an in- 
stant by a mole on the left cheek bone—it was 
that of Harry! my boy Harry! And I was his 
marderer! And for what? Intelligence reached 
me the same day that only one man had escaped 
from the wreck; he had lashed himeelf to a 
spar, and was cast shore some miles distant, and 
now lay in a cottage near Swansea—it was 
Captain Feebin !” 





Here the manuscript ended. Its perusal had 
much excited me, and just as I concluded, a 
sudden gust of wind shaking the casement, drew 
my attention thereto. Walking towards it, I 
drew aside the curtain, and there, to my unspeak- 
able horror, was a pale, ghastly, imploring face, 
whose dull eyes glared in upon the room! I ut- 
tered a wild shriek, and fell forward on the floor. 

_“ Nonsense, perhaps, after all, ’twas all your 
fancy, young man,” said Captain Polwhele, who 
picked me up, and restored me to consciousness. 
But to this day I am unconvinced. 

“By the way,” I asked of the captain, “what 
became of the villain, Varney ” 

“ Well,” he replied, “ you see no direct charge 
could be brought against him, as the revolving 


apparatus was found to be ont of order; but he |° 


had warning to leave the post; and three weeks 
afterward—during which time I suppose he 
wrote out that story you’ve been reading—his 
body was found smashed to a jelly on the sands 
at the bottom of the cliff.” 
aon 
WHOLESOME EDUCATION. 

Of all the know-nothing persons in this world, 
commend us to the man who has “ never known 
a day’s illness.” Heis a moral dunce; one who 
has lost tho greatest lesson in life, who has 
skipped the finest lecture in that great school of 
hamanity, the sick chamber. Let him be versed 
in mathematics, profound in metaphysics, a ripe 
scholar in the classics, a bachelor of arts, or 
even a doctor of divinity, yet is he one of those 
gentlemen whose education has been neglected. 
For all his college acquirements, how interior is 
he in wholesome knowledge to the mortal who 
has had but a quarter’s gout or a half-year of 
ogee !—how infinitely below the fellow-creatnre 
who has been soundly taught his tic-doulonreux, 
thoroughly grounded in the rheumatics, and 
deeply learnt in the scarlet fever! And yet, 
what is more common than to hear a great hulk- 
ing, florid fellow bragging of an ignorance, a 
bratal ignorance, that he shares in common with 
the pig and bullock, the generality of which die, 

robably, without ever ha’ experienced a 
Rey's indisposition !|— Thomas Hood. 





BLOQUENCE. 


Eloquence, that charms and burns, 
Btarties, soothes, and wins by turns.—Cumnca. 


BY-AND-BY. 








‘Where’er heavy hearts are beating, 

Comes the gentle whispered greeting, 

Hope's sweet voice ts e'er repeating, 
By-end-by! by-end-by! 

Chase the tear-drop, check the sigh, 

Joy is coming by-and-by! 

Rosy childhood's pulse is bounding, 

To that magic whisper’s sounding, 

Telling of the joys abounding 
By-end-by, by-and-by. 

Haste the moments, let thes fy— 

Joys, we'll grasp them by-and-by. 


To the student, pale and weary, 
‘Through the night-heers, long and dscary, 
Steals an echo soft, yet cheery, 

By-and-by! by-and-by! 
Fiinch not, pause not, guerdon high 
fhall reward thee by-and-by! 


To him across the ocean foaming, 

Far from home and loved ones roaming 

Vioats an echo through the gloating, 
By-and-by! by-and-by! 

‘Thrills the warm heart, lights the eye, 

With thoughts of meeting by-and-by. 

‘The watcher by some loved one lying 

Wan and helpless, to her sighing 

Hears angelic tones replying, 
By-and-by! by-end-by! 

Watch and pray—the languid eye 

Health shall brighten by-and-by. 


‘The mourner by the green grave weeping, 

Where a cherished form is sleeping, 

‘Heaze a spirit softly speaking, 
By-and-by! by-and-by! 

Dear one, lift thy thoughts on high, 

‘We shall meet thee by-and-by! 





THE DOUBLE MARRIAGE. 





BY MES. MARY A. DENISON. 





“ Ter me a story, Pierre.” 

The lips that spoke so winningly were rosy-red 
and very beautifal. The cheeks, now flushed 
with the color of health, had deep dimples; the . 
eyes were all alight with the steady flame of hap- 
piness and contentment that would have made 
them very lovely even if they had not beem so 
very blue, so lustrous and almond-shaped. 

Pierre Lasselle was the son of French parents. 
He was by birth an American citizen, loved his 
country, had been well-educated in its schools 
and its principles of government. He had not, 
at the time our story opens, been long wedded to 
his fairy of bride, Intended for a profession 
by his parents, who were very proud of their 
good and handsome son, he had in only this one 
thing gone counter to their wishes, having from 
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his youth had an unconquerable desire to be a 
farmer. And a farmer he accordingly became 
—a model farmer, & prince of farmers; and at 
the age of twenty-eight had won himself a farm, 
@ cottage and a wife, all his very own. At first 
sight, Emily looked too delicate to be a farmer’s 
bride. She had never labored very hard, but 
she could oversee and manage capitally; and 
fragile and timid as she seemed, no mistress was 
ever more quickly and willingly obeyed. 

It was a whistling December night. The large 
room in which the handsome couple sat was well 
lighted, for in addition to the globe lamp on the 
small table beside them, the great logs piled in 
the ample fireplace threw up broad sheets of 
flame, sometimes, in their ambitious attempts to 
outshine the lesser light, overlapping the brass 
fender, upon one end of which the toe of a 
shining boot rested, peeping from beneath Emi- 
ly’s bine dress. The family room was one of 
Emily’s planning. It had wide, pleasant win- 
dows, over whith were looped long curtains of 
muslin, the inner coverings being green shades. 
At the great bay-window in the centre, stood 
Emily’s work-table and guitar, a vase of flowers, 
and more than thirty pots of plants arranged on 
fanciful stand, all showing the skill and care 
that were bestowed on them by their young 
mistress. There were pictures on the walls, and 
little busts on brackets; there were comfortable 
easy-chairs, hanging-shelves filled with books, 
bird-cages whose inmates nestled their little 
heads under golden wings, secure in 'the love 
that had so long protected them. 

How could Pierre Lassellé help being very 
happy, surrounded by-all these comforts, these 
luxuries, and sitting opposite that beautiful little 
lady, whose red lips had just said, “tell me a 
story, Pierre?” 

He threw the paper down that had almost ab- 
sorbed his whole attention, kissed his wife, 
stretched his slippered feet more comfortably 
over the bright colors of the rug, as he replied to 
her question by asking another. 

“A story, Em? Well, let me see! I don’t 
think of anything to-night, and after wading 
through that horribly dull political paper, I don’t 
know as I have imagination enough left to invent 
one. What sortof a story will you have ?—a 
ghost story 1” 

“O, nothing horrible, if you please—nothing 
of spirits who walk of nights—nothing of trea- 
son or murder—but something of love! some- 
thing most charmingly romantic! It seems so 
cosy here! and I’m just in the mood.” 

“ Well, let me see!” returned Pierre, mus- 
ingly. Then snapping his fingers and smiling, 
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till Emily wondered how deep that dimple did 
go in, he exclaimed: “There! just the thing. 
Strange I never thought of it before! Em, I’ve 
gota capital story, and I shall call it, ‘The 
Double Marriage.’” 

“Good!” cried Emily, clapping her hands; 
“ now if it were only true!” 

“Tt is true,” returned Pierre; ‘and the 
actors— But never mind! I’ll speak of that, 
when I get through. 

“In the first place, it happened in an old 
French city, Chartres, that with its twin towers 
has been famous in history, you know. Its 
characters or heroes were students from Paris— 
all of them madcaps, wild with youth and high 
spirits, enjoying a vacation. They were foot- 
travellers just for the pleasure of the thing. 
Every day they would stop at some old inn and 
get their meals, or else, buying up a round lot of 
provisions, they would hire a man and his little 
cart, and stop as they pleased, dining under the 
shadows of lofty elms, spreading their repast 
upon the grass. As I told you, they were merry 
fellows, and drank, no doubt, plenty of wine; so 
that they were always ready for what they called 
a high old time. 

“As they neared Chartres, there was a great 
din. Men rode by, blowing trumpets and pro- 
claiming some great show. Now and then, a 
band with a dozen instruments filled the air with 
rade bursts of melody. The citizens wore eager 
faces ; their daughters sat at the front windows 
and looked out. The peasants were attired in 
holiday costume, and the whole city seemed 
alive with mirth and festivity. 

“We will put up at the great inn,’ said the 
leader of the students, a handsome-faced youth 
with light, glistening curls hanging over his 
collar. ‘Let us pretend that we are the sons of 
noblemen ; nothing will be too good for us, you 
know. We will get the best beds, the best ta- 
bles, and the best seats at the theatre.’ 

“‘Agreed!’ cried the others. And with a 
shout of congratulation, they went on within the 
limits of the city, dusted their clothes, shook 
their caps and themselves into decent order, and 
marched in a rollicking sort of way up to the 
hotel, demanding attention and showing their 
‘money. ¢ : 

“The landlord was extremely, nay extray- 
agantly polite; but sacre! he couldn’t accommo- 
date the gentlemen—no, not if they were grand 
dukes or ‘reigning monarchs. He was profuse 
in his expressions of regret; would rather 
right eye had been plucked out, his right arm cut 
off, or even his neck dislocated, than disappoint 
the young gentlemen. But par dieu! what could 
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he'do? They saw how it was—every room, 
every bed, every seat, every standing-place 
taken up long before the last week. It wasa 
terrible disappointment to him, but so it was. 

“And go it was to the students, who conferred 
together as to the expediency of their demand- 
ing shelter at any risk, and ensconcing their 
psendo noble forms in the couches to be occu- 
pied by country merchants, mechanics and peas- 
ants. Meanwhile a white-faced, green-eyed 
youth had gone towards ‘mine host,’ and whis- 
pered in his ear. The landlord’s face grew 
bright, as with an approving nod, he said: 

“« Truly I never thought of it, young men! 
The Widow Britteng, who lives not far from 
here—she has a spacious house, and nobody oc- 
cupies it but herself and ber pretty daughter! 
Ah, Mademoiselle Louise is herself worth see- 
ing! She is the belle of Chartrés, and more than 
one worthy man sighs in vain at her feet.’ 

“' We wish the best accommodations,’ said 
,the foremost speaker, curtly; ‘we are’ willing 
and able to pay liberally. If the Widow Brit- 
teng could lodge us for a night,or # week, she 
would lose nothing by it.’ 

“The landlord made a profound bow, said 
that the widow never took lodgers in her life, be- 
ing a lady who had once enjoyed a large for- 
tune, but he was sure she would exert herself to 
the utmost to take care of the noblemen, adding 
that if they had 9 mind, they might enjoy the 
comforts of his table, and he went on to give 
them a list of the delicacies he expected to 
serve up. 

“Tt was all soon arranged, and the wild young 
fellows were admitted to madame’s house, and 
given the liberty of her handsome parlor. The 
furnishing of this room was elegant, but the far- 
niture was of the last century, though so cun- 
ningly kept, that it seemed to have come but 
yesterday from the upholsterer’s. A lute, a little 
pianoforte, and a box of music, spoke mutely of 
& womanly presence. 

“«That is the belle of Chartres!’ he with the 
handsome face and light, soft, curling hair, sad- 
denly exclaimed. 

“ He pointed to a portraitin an antique frame 
—a picture that gave evidence of very poor 
artistic skill, bat whose beauty broke through the 
falso-shading and bad coloring like a glorious 
landscape seen through a shattered pane. 

“ The face was very youthfal, quite childish in 

ion, and evidently belonged to a girl of 
Sift rw sixteen. The dark eyes, long, thick 
lashes, dimpled lips (just like yours, Em), and 
carly, waving locks rippling over the shoulder, 
towards which the face was archly turned, made 
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an instant and dangerous impression on the 
fancy of Louis. He looked so long and hard, 
that his companions began to laugh and jest, af- 
ter the manner of frolicksome students, and to 
repeat the pathetic declaration of the landlord 
that many a man was kneeling at her feet, ready 
to die for a look or word of encouragement. 

“«Pshaw! it would be an easy capture for 
me!’ he said with a curling lip. ‘I have only to 
give her a few soft looks, insinuate something 
about my noble father, and the madame my 
mother, and she would melt as easily as sealing- 
wax.’ 

“A hundred francs to your gold watch that 
she gives you neither look nor word.’ 

“<A thousand francs to your hundred that I 
win her consent to go to the priest. and there be 
made my wife.’ 

“ What! would you marry her?’ asked one of 
his companions, in 2 low voice. 

“ Louis was flushed with wine. Usnally reck- 
less and impulsive, his brain, inflamed now be- 
yond its nataral beat, urged him beyond reason. 

«« Yes,’ he replied ; ‘I would marry her, just. 
to show that the thing could be done. One is 
not always obliged to live with a wife,’ he added, 
with a heartless laugh. ° 

« Even the wild students were shocked at this ; 
but after a moment of reflection, one of them, 
clapping his hands, said it would not be a bad 
joke. They had come out expressly for an ad- 
venture, and here was one thrown right in their 
way. ' 

“* The landlord need not have told us about: 
this Louise ; but now that he has, and we are on 
8 bout for fun, let’s make the most of it. The 
trouble is, more than one of us may want to lay. 
siege to this pretty damsel; if so, what then, 
Master Louis? O, you need not fear that I 
shall forget to address you in a manner befitting ; 
your assumed rank before company, but to- 
gether, we are unnobled.’ 

“« What thea?’ said Louis, heughtily, lifting 
his slight form ; ‘why, nothing then. I tell you 
I will carry her off before and in spite of you 
all—that willl! But how shall I contrive to. 
meet her? It is evident her mother is very 
chary of this fine gem, and if she can help it, 
we shall not see the pretty Louise for a twelve- 
month of Sundays, if we stay as long. But let 
me alone for managing; I'll contrive to meet 
this paragon in some way, and see if I don’t win 
my bet!’ 

“They took supper at the hotel, and then 
wended their way to the old hall, where great | 
staring placards announced that ‘Monsieur’ 
this and ‘Mademoiselle’ that, ‘performers of 


his majesty’s theatre,’ were to delight the wonder- 
loving eyes of the Chartvesites. It was a long, 
tow hall, of no particular architectare, and fur- 
nishel with seats below and seats above, in 
lrumble imitation of a real theatre. It was bril- 
liantly lighted, however; aad the stage, when 
the great green cartain weat up, displayed quite 
an amonnt of pretty scenery, which it is likely 
the performers carnied about rolied up on long 
poles, plenty of which our students had seen 
sticking from sundry wagons. 

“The audience had gathered early, the better 
classes filling the most prominent seats, and a 
set of more contented or expectant faces never 
was seen. Whole families cat together, quietly 
eating bon bons. Every eye was tamed to the 
young stedents, as they entered and moved 
towards a seat which they had taken the precan- 
tion to bargain for. People had been wondering 
who it could be for whom the very orchestra 
seemed waiting; for it happened that fiddles, 
trombones and kettle-drums struck ap the in- 


stant they appeared at the door. This was fn | 


vorable, and with haughty locks thoy followed up 
the effect, seated themselves, when the firet one 
who had entered, turning his eyes, found himself 
beside the charmigg Louise. 

“The mother saw the close proximity, and 
seemed inclined, at the first, te change seats 
with her daughter; but the recollection of a 
card she had picked up directly after supper, in- 
seribed “‘ Duc de Jevoars,” made her resigned, 
even in permitting the elegant Louis to look and 
the-sweet Lonkse to blesh, without the slightest 
questioning of lip or eye. 

“ Louise was much more lovely than her pic- 
tare. Her lustrous eyes sparkled, her rich lips 
moved, and the find vermeil color apon her 
clear, dark cheeks came and went with every 
passing emotion. Louis was ouly afraid that he 
should love her too dearly, and regret his rash 
promise; it seemed so cruel, as the innocent 
young creatare sat by His side, to be forming 
plans to capture a heart which had probably, ss 
yet, never loved; and doom it two humiliation 
and anguish! 

“The acting upon the rough stage was little 
seen by Louis; perlups, alse, Louise did not en- 
joy it as, in her little chamber, she had thought 
she should an hour before dusk. She certainly 
felt somewhat nervous, and not a little flettered 
that this handsome and. distisguished-looking 
young man should notice her so much; and her 
timid heart, despite the consciousness of her 
young beilehood, beat faster than ithad-éver beat 
before wader the glances of any man. 

“A week passed'on. Louis hed won the coa- 
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fidemce of the mother and the heart of the 
daughter. His heart, which was naturally good, 
pained bim that he was using deception towards 
two such confiding beinge—for they implicitly 
believed all that be said. But having begun by 
deception, be had either to unmask himself 
to their contempt and his honor, or to continue 
the wretched play which seemed now anything 
bat sport to hiss, The advice and the jeers of 
his companions stimulated him to pursue the 
latter and leas honorable course. 

“It was neasing the close of the vacation. 
The students eat together in a room at the hos- 
telry. On a round table were placed glasses and 
botees of wine. Cards and pipes weré before 
them. 

“<Qar young countJooks rather sober over 
his victory,’ said one of them. ‘His heart mis 
gives him, poor fellow! he will lose the bet.’ 

“«By ao means,’ exclaimed Louis, sharply,” 
clearing the cloud which had indeed settled 
upon his brow; “I am nearer than ever to . 
winning.’ 

“ « How can that be, when we start for Paris 
to-morrow afternoon in the first diligence ? our 
legs not being, as at the first of the journey, ani- 
mated with anticipation. Ah, I predict that you 
will lose your bet!’ 

“ ‘And I, and I,’ said other voices. 

“Louis silently swallowed glass-fall after 
gilaxe-fallof wine. There was a red color on his 
cheek, and his eye flashed fitfally. 

“« Gentlemen,’ said Louis, huskily, ‘will you 
all be witnesses of my marriage?” 

“They aaswered ‘yes,’ with one accord. 

“¢Then I invite you to be present in this 
room to-morrow morning, at thé hour of nine. 
The priest will be in waiting, and the ceremony 
will take place.’ 

«“<« What! a real priest’ exclaimed one. ‘I 
thought that to-day one of us might personate his 
holiness, and so you—’ 

«Man! do you take me for a demon?’ ex- 
claimed Louis, springing from his seat, shaking 
his long, fair hair back, and confronting the last 
speaker. 

“The young man shrank away from his burn- 
ing eyes. 

“* Confess new that you love her and intend 
to take her to Paris,’ said another; ‘you could 
both manage to live capitally on love and hope.’ 

“*T shall confess nothing,’ replied Louis, 
steraly. ‘I have arranged matters with h - 
sent. The priesthas been told his story ; a 
hers. After we are married, I shall set off for 
the capital, alone and.on foot. As to whether I 
ever conte baek, or Louise follows me, that con- 
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cerns none but myself. I stall win my bet, and 
you willlose. Do you understand? 

“¢ He is in a queer mood, at any rate,’ said 
one of the young students. ‘If we don’t stop 
bantering him, there will be blood shed. WeH, 
sir count,’ he added, turning to the young man, 
‘I give you joy of your conquest; and permit 
mie to say that a sweeter bride to grace any for- 
tune, ft would be hard to meet with.’ 

“The lips of the rash Louis quivered a little, 
his eyes sparkled with a sudden joy, and he 
grasped the young man’s hand tightly in his own. 

“The next morning came without clouds. 
Lonise, dressing herself very carefally, told her 
niother she was going out to shop. 

“<That is right, my daughter,’ her mother 
said, glancing up from her work; ‘and take a 
long walk beside. I see you have been looking 
pale for some days past. I am sorry I cannot go 
out with you, but Pauline will be company. 
Paniine has been in my house now ever since 
you were born. She is a good creature, loves 
you dearly, and would deny you nothing.’ 

“Yes, mother—Pauline will go,’ said Louise, 
with trembling lips. ‘May I not kiss you, 


mother?’ \ 


“Certainly, love,’ said the widow, looking up 
in some surprise and presenting her forehead. 
‘Are you-well enough, my child? Are you sure 
you can bear the exertion? Do call a carriage, 
if you are fatigued in the least.’ 

«* Yes, mother,’ said the lovely young girl, as 
she drew her veil down and went ont. 

“She had not gone far, and had purchased 
bat a few trifles, when she ordered her nurse to 
call a carriage. Thé two entered, and the driver 
set them down at'the old inn. Ina room ofthat 
old inn were assembled the students, each far- 
nished with a small bouquet. Louis stood 
among them—very pale, but smiling. The rest 
tried to jest and laugh, but they could not suc- 
coed. It seemed as if they were smitten with a 
sadden panic. Even they were touched, as the 
beantiful girl entered, on the arm of the nurse 
who was to personate her mother. Louise 
walked feebly; Lowis sprang forth and sup- 
ported her, whispering something in his own 
lover-like way. ‘I'he priest asked no questions, 
evidently feeling that he had none to ask, and 
the solemn ceremony was gone through with. 
Then the almost fainting girl went away, as she 
had come, with her nurse ; and Louis, with white 
bat determined lips, made preparation to leave 
Chartres.” 

“O, what did become of them both?’ asked 
Emily, her whole manner betraying intense in- 
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hope he él hot desert her; for in some way ft 
have grown quite attached to poor, wicked 
Louis. Tell me the conclusion, quick; I hope 
it is good.” 

“As qdick ast can, Enmily ; but you know I 
am telling a stery, and must not anticipate. 
Louis went back to Puris 2 change! man. He 
did indeed love, passionately love, Louise. He 
asked for no higher blessing than to call her 
wife. His revolation was taken. He could toil 
and save, and study, and become worthy to pro- 
claim her as his-‘openty. He had told her all his 
stoty; even the jest, the bet, the counterfeit— 
yes, to the lowering of:self-respect. He had 
apesed his heart to ber, and shown her just what 
he was, and she did not despise him—on the 
contrary, Joved him more that he had: conquered - 
himself. But her rhother’s heart was set upon: 
seeing het wedded to a rich man. She had am- 
bitious views for her handsome Louise. Who 
could tell but that, with her beauty, she might 
marry a tithe? S80 the litte brave-bearted girl 
took upon herself a great responsibility. It was 
wrong—-very wrong ; but of coarse she did not 
stop toreasen. Bo she pledged herself nnd the 
neires to secrecy. 

“A correspondence had been arranged, and 
the repentant Louis wrote often to his wife, but 
dared not yet trast himeelf in her presence, He 
wrote on, bit after a few months, replies were 
not sent. This was very stranze. He wrete 
again, and waited with feverish impatience; 110 
answer. Then he burried to Chartres; the 
house was empty—none knew where the widow 
and her daaghter had gene. Some said they 
had gone to England—some to Germany; but 
all was vague, unitertain, mysterions.. Nearly 
crazed, he returned to his home to be smitten . 
with s fover of the beain, during which he raved 
about his wife, his bride, his good atid beautiful 
Louise; and nome what it meant, gave the 
four students who accompanied him to Chartres. 

“ Poor Leuis recovered, made a few more 
fruitless efforts to find the idol of his heart, and 
then settled quietly and sorrowfully to his 
studies. He gave his whole attention to fame. 
She was his mistress, his wife, his all. Not that 
he did not think of Louise; and at times moura 
her loss passionately ; for he was fixed in his de- 
termination néver ¢0 marry. 

“ Qaly five years had rolled away, and Louis 
was # brilliant and promising lawyer. He hed 
found many friends, and wealth came pouring 
in. He became so wedded to his business; so 
eager after success, that at last bie health gave 
way, and it e¢emed as if preniature old age wae 


terest. “I do bope he was honorable; I do | beginaing to-ceme to the young man of twenty- 
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five. It was proposed that he should travet; he 
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ion, fallness, that # was not singular that he had 


consented to an arrangement, made expressly | won his first love without knowing it.” 


for him, and secompanied some friends to 
America. There, in tho capital of our country, 
be met with the first lady in whom he had ever 
taken the slightest interest, since his unfertanate 
marriage. Miss Brentworth was a superb wo- 
man—a gifted, glorious. creature—genthe as 
beaatiful, beloved by all who knew her, distin- 
gnished for her wit and elegance among all the 
belles that gathered in the metropolis. 

“To her he bowed down; he could not help 
it. Some controlling impulse kept him ever by 
her side, and he grew to worship her as an angel 
of light. She encouraged him. Not another 
man did she sosmile upon. Scholars and sen- 
ators had contended for her hand ; all had been 
courteously denied. But to Louis she was. all 
affability. There was a terrible straggte in his 
mind. I¢ was evident that she expected and was 
willing to be won; but whenever he thought of 
proposing, a cold perspiration broke over him, 
aud the consciousness that he was bound by the 
stcongest ties to another, prevented the declara- 
tion so eagerly looked for. Alas, he had not the 
power to resist! He allowed himself to think 
that Louise was dead—lost, at asy rate, to kim. 
In a moment when passion had mastered him, 
he declared, was accepted—they were married !” 

QO, too bad! too bad!” exelaimed the sensi- 
tive Emily, her eyes filling wish tears. 

- “He was well punished for it,” said Pierre, 
smiling a little. ‘“ Remorse gave him no rest. 
His great love and his great grief were consum- 
ing him. He grew restless, miserable, and one 
day, feeling that he could endure the barden no 
longer, decided upon telling all to his wife, and 
ghen leaving her free.” 

“Surely,” cried Emily, “he was not going to 
kill himself 9” 

“Even so,” replied Plerre. “ His brain was 
diseased ; he had agonized over his own frailty 
till there was no longer a healthy action, and 
sticide seemed his only relief. One day he 
gathered courage, and with great sighs of con- 
trision, confessed : 

“O, what did she say?” cried Emily. “If it 
had been you, I should have dropped dead on 
the spot.” 

“She neither did that, nor faintod, but calmly 
said, ‘I know all about it.’ That seemed worse 
and worse, uatil she loosened her hair, bared her 
neck, and exclaimed—‘ Louis! Louis! do you 
Not yet recognize me?” 

“No wonder the man fell at her feet as one 
eatranced. It was Louise ; but so changed from 
beauty to beauty, changed in stature, complex- 


“ O, that is glorious!” And Emily aprang up, 

threw herself upon Pierre’s neck, and wept for 
joy. 

IY It seems,’ said Pierre, as soon as she would 
let him go on, “the old nurse died and revealed 
her secret on her death-bed. The mother was 
frightfully angry. Having consulted with a rich 
brothor, he advised her to change her name and 
that of her daughter, and leave the country, add- 
ing that if she would go to the United States, 
where he had long wished to settle,he would 
adopt Louise and leave her his fortune. 

“Poor girl! She tried every stratagem with- 
out success. She sent letters from America ; 
they never reached her husband. Finally she 
thought he had forgotten her; and when her 
mother and ancle were both dead, and sbe still 
refused offer after offer, she became known farand 
wide as the eccentric beauty—the prize whom 
nobody might ever capture.” 

“This, then, was all trae—was it?” asked 
Emily, still snuggling up egainst Pierre’s broad 
chest, 

“Solemnily true,” replied Pierre ; “for Louise 
was my mother, and Louis my father.” 

Emily gave another cry of astonishment and 
delight. The clock at that moment strack eight 
—there was a knock at the outer door, and pres- 
ently Pierre ushered in a tall, venerable man, 
and a handsome, yet graceful woman, though 
long past her prime. Emily gave them the best 
seat by the fire, and then tOld them of what she 
had just, heard. And they all laughed heartily 
—though in the eyes of the aged father and 
mother there were a few drops that were not 
born of mirth. 


° 
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DESPERATION OF ZEALOTS. 

The Mormon power of resistance is generally 
under-estimated. It is forgotten that they are 
nearly all back-woodsmea, skilled in tne use of 
arms, accustomed to camp-life and familiar with 
every pass and hiding place in the bleak moun- 
tains that surround them. In addition, the more 

it among them beliove thgmselves wnder 

irect protection of the Lord“ of Hosts, who 

will strengthen their prophets, and send confu- 
sion on their enemies. We once had a conver- 
sation with an old man of Salt Lake, who had 
been so mutilated at the Far West that he was 
unable to walk. He showed where a rifle ball 
had, as he believed, passed directly through the 
neck, crushing the bone, and leaving visible 
scars on either side. The scars were there, and 
nothing conld convinos the aged Saint that the 
preservation of his life had not been miracnipus. 

‘he wife and daughters testified to the interven- 
tion of Heaven, and after relating the circum- 
stances, the old man lifted: up his tremulous 
hands, and “ glorified the God of Israel.” 
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DO YOU REMEMBER? 





BY J. W. VAN NAMER, 





Do you—do you remember 
‘The cot upon the hill, 
‘Where flowers fair were blosming, 
And ran a rippling rill!— 
The little rustic bower, 
O’errun with trumpet-vine, 
‘Where wreaths of fragrant flowers 
For thee I used to twine? 


‘The lawn In front the cottage, 
Where the clover used to grow; 
Beside the laughing brook, 
Whoee waters gently flow; 
‘The path upon the hillside, 
Where the violets used to bloom: 
"Twas there we used to wander 
At twitight’s deepening gloom. 
rr 


TRUE LOVE AND FALSE. 





BY MARGARET VERN. 





I think nothing #0 suddenly and effectually 
brings a woman to her senses regarding the true 
state of her affectionsias a dangerous rival. By 
this, I mean, that though she may look with the 
utmost apparent indifference upon all the gen- 
tlemen of her acquaintance, and consider her- 
self as standing in a perfectly heart-whole relation 
to every one of them, let but ahother woman, 
be she more or less brilliant than herself, cross 
the limits she has marked oat as the boundary of 
her own peculiat and inalienable queenship, and 
she is awake at once, with all her weapons in 
order to dispute the progress of the audacious 
encroacher ; and ten to one before the battle is 
ended, she will discover some particolar one 
among her wavering subjects, whom she is 
especially desirous of covering from the sttacks 
of herenemy. Ten to one, she will find that 
all the while she has been asleep at her post, or 
lying among her inaetive forces with colors 
Gown and sentinels off guard, the Nttle god has 
been riddling her heart with his magical arrows, 
till, for the life of her, she cannot count a si 
pulse in the whole of that treacherous 
that is not beating and flattering with an 
which has smuggled itself into her bosom with- 
out her knowledge. I draw the above eonclasion 
from my own experience, whict I will now relate. 

I called Edgar Rictarde my cousin, although 
he was only nominally se, being but the adopted 
son of the uncle and aunt with whom I went to 
reside after the death of my widowed mother. 
‘We were firm friends—Edgar snd I—from the 
first of our acquaintance. But I never thought 
of toving him, or. imagined the: possibility .of 


sdch # thing, until he began to talk to me about 
his beautifet cousié, Agnes Browne,—whom I 
had never seea, and if the truth must be knowa, 
never wanted to. I said I had never thought of 
yeving. Troe, I had dreamed such intangible 
visiens of love-and happiness as must inevitably 
come to every womanly woman, earlier or later. 
Bat they were all hero-lees romances, aimless 
fancies, air castles that I was content to build fer 
the mere pleasure of building, without stopping 
to look for foundation or completeness. I cannot 
remember so far beck that I did not have a lover; 
but he was always an ideal one—a combination 
of all that was honorable and manly, strong, 
upright and pure. I had never paused to trace 
resemblances, either real or imaginary, between 
that and any man of flesh and blood—lesst of 
al Edgar Richards. 

I could not aceount for the decided feeling of 
annoyance that possessed me when he first com- 
menced telling me.about his cousin Agnes. He 
talked of his visits toher, read me passages from 
her letters, showed me a crayon sketch of her 
which he had drewn from memory, and talked 
my patience threadbare with his culoginms. 
Cousin Agnes was beautiful, cousin Agnes was 
brilliant, cousin Agaes was graceful, charming, 
sweet, intelligent, bewitehing, —- adorable, if I 
might believe half che complimentary sdjensires 
which he exhausted in her praise. 

Bat the time came when T was to jndge of her 
charms for‘myself. During the absence of my 
unele and aunt oa a protracted summer visit, 
Edgar wrote a pleading note to his favorite 
cousin, telling her how lonely the old homestead 
was, and begging her to take pity upon its dis. 
consolate inmates, and revive them by a few 
weeks’ enjoyment of her .swmshiny presence. 
The result of the matter was, that in less than a 
week after the sonding of the letter, we hailed 
the arrival ef Miss Agnes Browne; who, to use 
her own words, had “ come to rusticate and see 
cousin Edgar.” It was very evident to me 
which motive influenced her the most strongly. 

There is somtetimes a silent antagonism,—a 
sort of magnetic repulsiow carried on by quick 
glances, careless gestures, and an invisible spirtt 
of biwerness which finds no perfect outward 
expression, yet, it is none the less keenly felt in 
its effects because it works in secret and in si- 
lence. Sach a warfare oemmenced between 
Agnes Browne aud I at our first meeting. I 
eould not but pronounce her beautiful. Any 
one looking imto ber radiant blue eyes, watchiag 
the crimson. fushing of her cheeks, or the red 
eurve of ber dainty lips, would have been insane 
te pronounce « different verdict. She was grace- 


fal, how could she be otherwtise, with her slender, 
swaying figure, her matchless proportions and 
feultless symmetry ef form? Brilliant, bewiteh- 
ing,—everything. I had heard her painted, and 
yet I shrank with instinetive repegnance frem 
hor courteous greeting, and the soft clasp of her 
delicate white hand. 

I will not go into a minate detail of the 
weeks that followed. It will be sufficient if I 
tell you that I saw another monopolizing ateen- 
tiens that previously had been entiwely mine, and 
saw it with a pang of envy. It was Agnes 
Browne’s musical voice thas sang Bdgar’s favor- 
ite.songs—her smile of appreciation and sympathy 
instead of mine, that he leamed to wait and 
watch for. I saw it all with the sharpened vision 
born of a disturbed and wakened heart. I saw 
it, and rebelled against the knowledge that came 
rwith it—the knowkedge that I leved Edgar 
Richards with the first, pure, absorbing, passion- 
devotion of my womanhood. It was a bitter, 
galling truth for s proud woman to learn, and I 
tried to shut it eat from my thoughts. As well 
might I have attempted to hide myself from the 
air of heaven and still breathe. 

One other had possession of my secret. Need 
Ieay it was my rival? I knew it by the victo- 
rious, almost boastful way in which she queened 
it over me; the inimitable and appacently un- 
conscious manner in which she managed to keep 
her dazzling, radiant loveliness in perpetual con- 
trast with my plainness and awkw#rdiaess; the 
gracefal eweetness with which she treated me in 
presence of others, and the haughty, exultant air 
which she pat en when we were alone together. 
One morning I went into the garden to gather 
some roses for the parlor vases. The samehine 
lay upon the flowers like a tremulous, floating 
film of gold. The air was delicious wish per- 
fume, and all Natere imtonicating in her rare 
avd serene loveliness. Bat theve was a sorrow 
in my heart whieh no outward beauty and peace 
conld pacify ; and with a spirit of almost defiant 
bitterness, I walked moodily dower the garden 
walks. Suddenly, on turning the corner of a 
winding path, I became the witness of a seene 
not intended for carious epes, and which sent the 
blood dashing back in am angry torrent upon my 
heart. Side by side upen a cushioned arbor 
seat, sat Edger Richards and Agnes. One of 
ber zound, white arms lay half shyly, half ca- 
Tessingly abpat his neck, the other ewung co- 
quettishly back and forth in the loop of a falling 
vine. Her head nestled against his shoulder, 
the eyelids drooping bashfally ever the sparkling 
hlneness of ber eyes, and her curls dxifting like 
aclesd of. ringletty gold, ali over her bright, 
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blushing, happy face. Wis arms were clasped 
tenderly about her waist, and as he bent his 
head, and pressed his lips lingeringly to hers, I 
knew, as well as Ido now, that I had witnessed the 
seal of their betrothal. I stole away as I had come, 
unperceived, atd left them alone with their hap- 
piness, of which I was at best but an inappro- 
Priate spectator. 





“Do you consider Mr. Richards dangerously 
il, Miss Ellis ¥” 

Agnes Browne had asked me this question in 
the softest and most musical of voices, as we 
stood together by the bedside of her lover who 
had been taken suddenly and violently sick dur- 
ing the night previous. 

“Tam not well enough acquainted with the 
different forms of siekmese, to be a good judge,” 
I replied, looking up at her. 

She had jast come in from the morning ride, 
which she had been obliged for once to take 
without any attendant. The fresh air and in- 
vigorating bxercise had brought a deeper ctim- 
son to her cheeks, and a livelier sparkle to her 
eyes, and I thought I had never seen her so 
lovely as at that moment, standing with the long 
skirt of her riding-babit trailing behind her upon 
the carpet, and giving her slight figure an air of 
queenliness; the dark plames of her cap just 
shading her white forehead, and drooping against 
her rosy fees, as if in envy of the tangled, sum 
shiny curls they could not keep in place; one 
soft hand resting lightly upon Edgar’s feverish 
palm, and the other tossing up and catching with 
a kind of childish grace the gauntletted gloves 
she had pulled off as she came in. I could not 
blame Edgar for loving her, or wonder that he 
should prefer her to me—plain Mary Ellis—with 
my brown cemploxien, commen-place looks, aad 
unattractive ways. 

“De you think be is deagerdusly ill, doctor 1” 

Agnes knit her brows with a pretty look of 
anxiety, as she turned to the physician who had 
but just entered the room, and repeated her 

ion. The doctor bent low over his patient, 

his pulse, examined his tongue, and fors - 
moment hesitated. Then he looked up with a 
glance so strange end peculiar that it thrilled 
through me like « vagne foreboding ef evil. 

“Are you brave, young ladies?” he asked, 
looking first at Agmes and’ then: at mo. 

“ Do we loek like cowards 1” laughed Agnes, 
tausicaily. 

“ Mr, Richards is dangetously iil,” he replied, 
without noticing her remark ; “and his diseass 
is—” He heskated. 

“What?” lenked, breathlessly. 


« Small pox !”” 

‘With a hysterical scream, Agnes pulled ker 
hand from the grasp of the sick man’s.. The 
eolor fied from her lips and cheeks, and. feasing 
sho was about to feint,I drew my arm within 
hers, and led her from the room. For at that 
moment I pitied her, and had no place in my 
heart for envy or ill will. She checked meas 
the door closed behind us. 

“Will you go to my reom and help me pack 
my trunks! The stage leaves at eleven o'clock, 
and I am afraid I cannot get myself in readimese 
without assistance.” 

“ What! you do not mean that you are going 
away to leave us—him, at such « time.” I 
dropped her arm, and moved away a step. in my 
astonishment. 

“Why not?” She opened herblue eyes wide 
upon me with a stare of wonder. “‘ You don’t 
think I’m going to shat myself up in a pest-house, 
@ you? If I had only known, you woulda’t 
have caught me near him, I can tell you. I 
shouldn’t wonder if I had taken the infection, 
already,” she added, witha shudder. “If there 
was time for us both to prepare, I would ask you 
to accompany me. I can enderstand how you 
feel at being left in such a place!” 

“ Plense borrow no uneasiness upon my. ac- 
count; my own personal safety is of but little 
consequence,” I answered, indignantly. “I trast 
Tam not selfish or cowardly eneugh to accept 
such an invitation, if yon had the generosity to 
make it. I would not desert my worst enemy in 
such an extremity as this; and if I stood in the 
relation which you do towards Mr. Richards, no 
power under heaven eould temps me from his 
side. As it is, I shall remain with him in die 
eharge of the duties which you seem so willing to 
velinquish. I shall only regret your absence be- 
cause he will miss you.” 

Agnes flashed her eyes angrilyt ‘Some peo- 
ple will do anything for display, and the sake of 
being thought more hervic than common persons. 
But I not one of tho kind. I have not the least 
ambition for a saintship or a martyrdom. You 
can do as you choose about risking yonr life, but 
I thank my stars you are not mistress of my 
actions. I never was made fora nurse, and I 
do not intend to be one at present. It is differ- 
ent with you, you have no——” 

“Beauty to spoil,” I interrupted eeomfully, 
for she paused in confusion. 

“I didn’t say so, though that’s trep enough: 
But such MLtemperes people as you never die 
young.” 

I made no reply, and ‘he stopd for amoment, 
gathering up her riding-shiats slowly, and beat 


ing the cerpet impationtly with her gritered foot. 

“But don’s let's pert in anger,” she said at 
last, heldiag owt her hend with a forced smile of 
reconciliation. “I shall want you to write me 
every dey bow he is getting aloag, waless there 
is danger of taking the infection by letter. And 
you mustn’t forget to tell mo if he pits badly. 
It’s so shoeking! Even if he lives, which is not 
likely, he will probebly be horridly scarred. Poor 
fellow! Hoe’s 90 handsome now !” 

I did not try to conesal the fery scorn: that 
blazed up into my face at her words; but just 
then a faint moan came from the sick room, and 
I broke away from her with en inward feeling of 
thankagiving that Heaven, whieh had given me 
a umlovely faec, at least hed not made me 
beartless. I will not sey that I enjoyed the dw 
ties of the next four weeks. There was some- 
thing terrible in being ahwt up in that lonely old 
house, having no communication with the out- 
ward word, breathing a foul and contagious at- 
mosphere, heexing no voiees but those of the 
faithful old physician in his daily visits, and the 
delirious murmars of the sick.man. My uncle 
and annt were otill away, se I had refrained from 
sending for them until the house might be ea- 
tered without danger. And so there was no 
hand but mime to bathe the fevered brow, and 
mix the cooling drinks—no one to share with 
me the wearying and nameless offices of the 
sick room. Bnt st last, thank God! there came 
a day of reason and of convalescence; a day 
when the physician said all danger was over, 
and praised my skilful mursing as the saving of 
Edgar’s life. It was the second week of his 
convaleseence—a rainy Angust day, and at 
Edgar's request, I hed kindled a light fire im the 
grate, and drawn his easy lownging-chair up 
before it. 

“One thing mere, before I shall let my per 
tient little nurse sit down,” he said, as I drew 
my chair up beside him. “ Will you bring me 
the littke rosewood box from the table in my 
room? I wish very mack to open it.” 

I got it for him, aad taking a book, sat down 
by his side. 

“See, Mary, is it not beantifal 2” 

T looked up. He waa hobling a sunny ringlet 
of hair toward me, that needed ne second glance 
to tell me from whose head it had beca shor 
Is ourled silkily about his.fingers, like a ring of 
amber floas, but the sight of it stirred up ell the 
latent bitterness of my nature. 

“Yes, Miss Browne had beautifal hair,” I 
ore , biting niy lips to keep harsher words im 

eck, 

.“ Why do yea always call her Miss Browne? 


Do you not think with me that she has a sweet 
mame—Agnes ?” he asked, pronouncing the syl- 
‘lables lingeringly, and looking at me curiously. 

“You cannot expect me to feel, as you do, ® 
lover’s partiality for it.” I bent persistently over 
my book as I spoke. 

‘The next moment I heard something singeing 
in the grate, and looking up saw that the curl 
‘was gone from Edgar’s hand. But surprise 
kept me silent. 

“ Please excuse me for interrupting you again, 
but I want your opinion of this daguerreotype.” 

I took it from his hand. It was the pictured 
face of Agnes Browtie.—There was the dainty 
mouth, the delicately arched brows, the cloud of 
silky earls, and I thought as I looked at it, that 
the blue eyes put on their old look of triamph 
and exultation. I gave it back tohim without 
comment, and tarned again to my book., Some- 
thing followed the curl into the grate, and if I 
hadn't been reading too attentively to be sure of 
anything, I should have said it was the daguer- 
reotype. 

“And see all these notes and letters ‘she has 
written me. We have corresponded for years— 
Jong before I ever saw you, Mary. Look at the 
penmanship. Is it not fair and delicate?” And 
a bunch of old letters was thrast between my 
eyes and book, with a quickness of motion that 
made me start. 

“New, Iam going to show you how I value 
them. Look.” 

A careless toss,—a bright, strong flash of 
flame, and there was a ring of white ashes upon 
the hearth, but no letéers in Edgar’s hand. I 
had an indistinct impression that his mind was 
wandering, and my face must have shown the 
thought, for he smiled quietly and shook bis head. 

“No, Mary, Iam not insane. I never did a 
wiser or more agreeable job in all my life. But 
arrange this cushion at my baek,; and Enel 
you about it.” 

I did as he requested, bit before I could with- 
draw my arm, he lemed quickly backward, and 

it was a prisoner about his neck. I tried to re- 
lease myself from this unexpected bondage, but 
with a sudden clasp he circled my waist, and 
Grew me down into his arms. 

“There, now, you know I am very weak, and 
the doctor says I nwast not exert myself too 
much; so, you see if you stragglé, you may 
make me worse. Sit still, like a good girl, and 
hear me through.” 

I was compelled to obey, though from the 
Muscular strength he exhibited, I judged he need 
have no fear of a relapse. 

“Do you know I overheard every word of 
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your conversation with Agnes at the door of my 
chamber, on the first day of my illness?” he 
asked. “You did not speak in whispers, and if 
you had, I believe I should have heard you, for 
love and sickness make a man’s ears sharp.” 

I made him no reply other than a second in- 
effectual effort to escape, but he held me fast, 
and continued: “I was not too sick to draw 
comparisons between her utter heartlessness and 
your generous devotion. I knew that a selfish, 
neglectful mistress could never make me a de- 
voted and noble wife; and that moment was 
sufficient to turn love into scorn—passion to in- 
difference.” Again I tried to rise, but the arms 
drew me closer. “Since that time I have been 
very, very sick; but there has been always a 
ministering angel by my side—a gentle, patient, 
loving presence watching about me, and sweet- 
ening even the bitterness of pain with her un- 
tiring devotion. I have read your face for hours 
together, when you thought me sleeping, or fol- 
lowed your motions as you fiitted noiselessly 
about my room, and I have learned that there 
is something more desirable in woman than 
gracé or wit—something holier than beauty.” 
His words thrilled me with a strange mixture of 
pain and pleasure, but I turned my face reso- 
lately away from his glance. ‘“‘And more. I 
have thought that the one who could devote her 
self so untiringly to my service, humor my ex- 
actions, bear. patiently with my petulance and 
foebleness—breathe a polluted atmosphere, and 
brave the dangers of a possible death for my 
sake, without giving herself a moment's respite 


“from her wearying vigils, must be very noble, 


very courageous, and very loveable. And I 
wondered why, instead of being caught by the 
glitter of a painted stone,—I had not realised the 
value of the precious jewel that shone with such a 
lustre within the outstretching of my hands.” 

There was a hot dashing of blood into my face, 
and I begged him to release mo. 

“Not just yet. I want to know why you did 
not desert me-too, as Agnes did?” 

“Perhaps beeause I loved you better.” Idid 
not realize what I had said until with a rapid 
movement'he drew my face down upon his shoul 
der, and said in an eager voice : 

Dare I understand you as I wish I might? 
Say those words again, Mary, and let me be my 
own'taterpréter.” A: néstling in the arms that 
circled me—a whispered word, and then my lips 
were besieged with a shower of kieses, and Edgar 
was “the happiest man this side of Paradise.” 





That which is to be loved long, is to be loved 
with reazon, tether than passion. 


Tig BLACK SATIN GOWN. 


THE LESSON. 





BY MES. FANKY 3. BARBOUR. 





Isat to-night and gazed upon the western sky, 
All glowing with the tints that sunset leaves, 
Of gold and purple, richer than the Tyrian dye 
Which Egypt's son for his dark monarch weaves. 


‘Then crimson lights streamed out like banners on the alr, 
And far across the radiant slope of heaven, 

As if the weary dey unlooeed her shining bair, 
While tarrying but to welcome in the even. 


‘Wild chanting winds,whieh all the sunny hours had sang, 
Grew quiet as the night drew on apece, 

And whispered low, sweet tales in thelr mysterious tongue, 
Of mother Nature, and her wondrous grace. 


And little birds, thus early weoed by Spring’s saft call, 
From thelr far home ’nesth glorious southern akies, 
“ Binging to rest,” flew by, —while glorious over all 
I saw the moon, night's radiant queen, arise. 


The watching stars looked down like eyesof angels bright, 
Whe mioister around the throne of God; 

‘A solemn hush and peace seemed to pervade the night, 
As if some holy presence earth now trod. 


I bad been fainting im the day,—my spirit’s wings 
Low drooped, were folded, fearing still to fy, 

Till mid this scene I felt anew the love which brings 
All truth and goodness to our beings nigh. 


Then reverently I prayed, for heaven seemed very near, 
And hope grew strong once more, and soared above, 

As in the sweet night calm I felt that “God is here!” 
And o’er us all the shield of his great love. 
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MURDER WILL OUT. 
BY DARIUS RLACKBURN. 


“ Dip I ever tell you about that curious mar- 
der in Bermondsey, and how I found ont all 
about it—ay, and nabbed the criminals into the 
bargain ?” 

“No,” replied I; “but ‘twas @ singular 
affair, so faras I am acquainted with the par- 
tleulars.” 

“TJ should say it was—much more curious 
than half the stories you read in papers and 
magazines. Lord bless you, sir! we detectives 
see 80 many things in our line of business, that 
we could furnish a dozen story-tellers with better 
materials than they could tramp up, if they har- 
assed their brains till doomsday.” 

“No doubt,” I observed; “but suppose we 
have these glasses filled—and then, perhaps, 
you'll tell me all about the matter. What will 
you take t” 

“Well, sir, Ill have a little gin and water. 
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a7 


T’ve to see a lady respecting a jewel robbery, 
this evening, and so must not take anything 
atronger—d’ye see* But, Lor’ bless you! there 
are times when I’m obliged to drink grog by the 
pailfal. I’ve got to accommodate myself to all 
sorts of company.” 

The speaker was Mr. Digg, a member of the 
London detective force. Never mind how I get 
to know him ; enough to say that we were on 
pretty intimate terms, and that we were cosily 
sitting together in my apartment at the Golden 
Cross—Charing Cross. Mr. Digg was a mid- 
dle-sised, sharp-faced man, with a keen gray eye 
that seemed to take in everything at a glance. 
Nothing was too small to escape his notice, and 
no Indian ever surpassed him in the persever- 
ance and certainty with which he would follow 
up a trail when he had once “ struck ” it, 

“One moming,” said the detective, “just as 
I was about sitting down to an early breakfast, 
congratalating myself on having a day of rest— 
for Thad only come home from the North the 
evening before—a messenger from the chief of 
our division walked into my reom, and said I 
‘was wanted immediately at head quarters. 

“*Do you know what's op, Grawler? I 
asked ; for Grawler was a special messenger, and 
in most.of the secrets of our department. 

“<¢Iv’s about O'Connor,’ he: replied, senten- 
tlously; ‘those Bermondsey birds have flown.’ 

“*That’s just what I expected. Tell Mr. 
File that I’ll be with him in half an hour—stay, 
Vl go with you, Grawler!’ And off I went. 

“ My wife was too much used to this sort of 
thing, to express surprise or disappointment ; be- 
sides, it was all in the way of business, and bus- 
iness that paid well, too. 

“ Some six woeks before, a Mr. Patrick O’Con- 
nor, who was employed as a custom-honse 
officer in the London Docks, was suddenly nen 
est. He was'a man of some fifty-two or three 
years of age, and of penurious habits. He had 
therefore acquired considerable property, which 
‘was invested in stocks and bonds; and being a 
bachelor, he lived by himself, in « single room, 
at the eastern part of the metropolis. Here he 
was ofton visited by a Mrs. Manning, a Swiss 
by birth, a dashing, showy woman—the wife of a 
man who had formerly been a large hotel keeper 
in the west of England. Manning and his wife 
resided in a small house in Bermondsey, some 
four miles from O’Connor’s lodgings, and there 
the latter often visited them—people said for the 
purpose of seeing the lady—indeed, no one 
doubted that an improper intimacy existed be- 
tween them, and that Mr. Manning himself was 
privy to it. 
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“<The day Mr. O’Comsor was missed, he told 
his landlady that he was going to dine from 
home, but did not say where. He left his lodg- 
ings at about four in the afternoon, and not re- 
turning that night,.or the next day, alarm was 
excited. A week passed, and a reward was of- 
fered for his discovery, dead or alive; but not 
the slightest trace of him could be discovered. 

“The matter was placed in my hands when a 
fortnight had elapsed without any tidings of the 

missing man. I visited his lodgings, and exam- 
ined everything and everybody, but could dis- 
cover no clue: His drawers and boxes were all 
fastened with patent locks, and there was not the 
slightest appearance of their having been tam- 
pered with; so it was not deemed necessary to 
open and examine their interiors. Indeed, had 
I done so, not knowing what they usmally con- 
tained, I could not tell what might have been 
abstracted. My next step was to find out what 
places O'Connor was in the habit of frequenting. 
He was too stingy to drink ; so he was not likely 
to visit public houses. He did not care for 
‘amusements—in short, he never expended a 
penny for anything unnecessary. So said Mrs. 
Towler, his landlady, who had, however, a great 
respect for her lodger, who was, she said, ‘the 
most punctil gentleman as she iver seed. His 
Tent was always: paid to the day, sir—yes, I 
might say to the minnit. And as for giving 
away anything, sir,’ she added, ‘Lord bless yer, 
T niver know’d him part with the vally ofa brass 
farden~-yes, I remember he did make a present, 
once, to that nasty troop, of a black satin 
gownd.’ 

“I pricked up my ears at that, but said 
wothing. 

“A great brazen-faced creetur,’ went on the 
indignant Mrs. Towler; ‘the only fault poor 
Q’Connor had was being too ‘fond of her, and 
she a married oman. Why, she was here the 
wery day as Mr. O’Connor was miseed—not an 
‘hour after he went out of the house.’ 

“*Q ho!’ thought I; ‘it is possible that this 

. woman may be in some way or other mixed up 
‘in the matter. It will do no harm to see her, at 
all events.’ 

“ Be ascertaining her address, I at once went 

off to Bermondsey, which is a great district of 
@he metropolis, not far from London bridge. 
This, let it be remembered, was about a week 
» after O’Connor was first missing. 
“I foand the house of Mrs. Manning without 
. difficulty. Is stood in about the centre of a 
mall row of some twelve or fourteen, all similar 
to it in appearance. It was only two stories 
dhigh, with a basement. In front, was @ small, 
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neatly-farnished parlor ; behind it, 2 back par- 
lor, looking into a garden; and up stairs, were 
two bed-rooms. The basement consisted of a 
front and a back kitchen, which were both reached 
by a flight of stairs leading from the entrance 
passage. The back kitchen was furnished asa 
sort of half-parlor, and in it, when they had no 
company, Mr. and Mrs. Manning took their 
meals. 

“In fact, they were dining in this particalar 
apartment when I paid my first visit to them—or 
rather we, for I took Mr. Grawler with me for the 
sake of company. The front door was opened 
by a tall, fine, rather foreign-looking woman, 
who on my saying that I had called to make 
some inquiries about Mr. O’Connor, invited me, 
in a slightly foreign accent, to enter. She led 
us along the passage to the staircase, and we fol- 
lowed her into the back kitchen, in the centre of 
which was a table, with a fine roast goose there- 
on, and a gentleman, whom she introduced to me 
as her husband, busy picking a merry-thought. 

“ Begging her to resume her seat and continue 
her meal, which she did, I took a chair near the 
fire, refusing, as did Grawler, to join them in 
despatching the goose. I thought Grawler 
looked very anxious to partake of one of the 
dramsticks, but he quietly followed my éxample 
and declined. 

“Poor dear Mr. O’Connor !’ said Mrs. Man- 
ning, applying her white cambric handkerchief 
to the comer of her eye. ‘He was to have 
dined with us the very day he went off. We 
waited dinner for him till seven o’clock, and 
then I went in a carriage to his lodgings to see 
what had become of him.’ 

“* And have you any idea, madam, where he 
went off to?’ I inquired. 

“* Not the least, sir; it’s a most mysterious 
affair. But he was an eccentric creature, and 
had some relations in Ireland. Maybe he’s 
gone there!’ 

“«T’ll bet ten pounds he bas!’ said Mr. Man-. 
ning, speaking for almost the first time. 

“He was a rakish-looking man, with a broad, 
open, fair-complexioned face, and flaxen, curly 
hair—what some women would call good- 
looking, but with what I called a woak expres- 
sion. In this,he was the very opposite of his 
wife, who had s bold, determined face; indeed, 
altogether she resembled, as I afterwards thought, 
a Lady Macbeth in present life. 

“«He was « particular friend of yours, mad- 
am’ I asked, quietly. 

“I glanced at Manning, and saw that he 
winced. She, however, looked me boldly in the 
face, and said: « 
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“© Yes, a particalar friend of ours; and we 
feel very uneasy respecting him.’ 

“*No doubt of it, ma’am,’ I said; but I did 
not at that time know how near I was to the 
trath, nor the particdlar sort of uneasiness she 
experienced. 

“After a little more talk, Grawler and I left. 
Pretending to want to make a short cut, I asked 
permission to go out through the back door of 
the garden. Mr. Manning led the way cheer- 
fally, and I purposely delayed for a few mo- 
ments, asking some useless questions, My real 
object was to see if there was any appearance of 
the ground having been disturbed; but no! it 
had evidently been as it was for months. The 
place was utterly neglected, and overgrown with 
weeds. There were plenty of empty beer and 
porter bottles, but no flowers. A glance at Mr. 
Manning’s eyes told me plainly enough who had 
consumed the contents of those vessels. He had 
evidently, too, been drinking something much 
stronger than beer, of late, for his hand was 
tremulous, and his eye had that glaring expres- 
ion which ardent spirit alone causes. 

“« There’s a petticoat at the bottom of this 
business,’ I said to my wife, when I returned 
home. ‘I'll bet my life of it, though I can’t see 
anything clear as yet.” 

“Mrs. Digg looked daggers at me and said: 

“Men always supposed women were at the 
end of all mischief. I wonder you ever ven- 
tured to marry one,’ she added. 

“<«There are exceptions to every rule, my 
dear,’ I observed. And what with a kiss, anda 
little soft sawder, I made all things smooth 
again. 

“Now when Grawler came in while we were 
at breakfast, as I have told you, and said the 
Bermondsey birds had flown, I looked trium- 
phantly at Mrs. Digg; for I was sure I had got 
some sort of a clae of which Mrs. Manning was 
one end. She, however, merely lifted her head, 
as much as to say, ‘you're a mighty cute fellow, 
in your own opinion!’ I didn’t stay to argue 
the point with her, but putting on a suit of plain 
clothes, started for head quarters.’ 

“ Digg,’ said Mr. File, on my arrival (Mr. 
File was our superior in office—and a deep file 
he was, I can tell you), ‘ Digg, here’s as pretty a 
job for you as you could take in hand. The 
Mannings have gone off suddenly, leaving their 
house shut up, without saying anything to any- 
body, and no one knows where to. We must 
know, however, and you must find out. In two 
hours’ time, a large reward for the discovery of 
O’Connor will be offered ; but the first thing to 
do, is to go with Grawler and search the house, 
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and leave a guard of three policemen there, and 
the next thing to be done, is to search O’Con- 
nor’s lodgings thoroughly for letters and papers, 
or for any traces of this mysterious matter. 
‘There’s now no doubt that the Mannings know 
something about the affair ; for, if they were not 
implicated, why this mysterious departure? 
However, the matter is now placed in your 
hands, and I need not say if you succeed in 
your investigation, you will be well rewarded. 
Here are the search-warrants; so now be off 
without loss of time.’ And Mr. File bowed me 
out.’ 

“* Now, Grawler,’ said I, ‘that these people 
are off, there’s no doubt ; but that they have both 
gone in the same direction, is by no means prob- 
able. Together, they could scarcely fail to be 
recognized; apart, they might avoid being 
known. Now go at once and telegraph to all 
the sea-ports marked in this card these descrip. 
tions, which I have written out, of their persons, 
and then we’ll take Bloker and Sawbridge and 
go down to the Bermondsey house. Meet me at 
my house in two hours from now, without fail.’ 

“When we got to the late residence of the 
Mannings, we learned from the neighbors that 
the pair had suddenly departed the night before, 
their flight having been discovered by the man 
who brought their milk in the morning. We 
soon opened the front door, and excluding the 
curious mob which had now gathered, com- 
menced a still more careful survey of the prem- 
ises than had yet been made. 

“Up stairs and down stairs, from the cellar to 
the garret, in cupboards and under staircases, 
beneath the roof, and in out-houses—in short, 
everywhere we searched, but found nothing. 
The furnitare remained just as the owners had 
left it, and as though they might soon return to 
use it once more. All looked natural, and only 
the absence of the tenants was suspicious. In 
short, having found nothing, we went away to 
esearch Mr. O’Connor’s room. 

“On opening his drawers and chests, nothing 
that we could see had been disturbed ; his clothes 
lay all in order, his account-books were undis- 
tarbed, and with the exception that no money 
was found, there was nothing whatever to lead 
me to suppose that he had been robbed. All at 
once I remembered Mrs. Towler had told me 
that Mrs. Manning had been there on the day 
O’Connor went away, and I once more ques- 
tioned her. ‘ 

“Mrs. Towler, when did you last seo Mrs. 
Manning?’ 

“ «She came here the evening of the day Mr. 
O’Connor left ; and when I told her he was from 
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homie, she said she would, as she usually did on 
such occasions, wait in his room and see ifthe 
would arrive soon. She staid by herself for an 
hour or more, and then rang the bell. I answered 
ft, and found her sitting by the fire. Shq said 
she would not wait any longer, but asked me to 
beg Mr. O’Connor to call on her to-morrow, as 
sho was very uneasy, he having promised to dine 
with her that day, but had failed to keep his ap- 
pointment. She then went away.’ 

“Here was a hint, at least. Mrs. Manning 
had held possession of the room for an hour, 
and no money nor securities—and it was known 
O'Connor held many of the latter—were to be 
found. I turned the matter over and over in my 
head, and that night but little sleep visited my 
pillow. 

“Upon what trifles important events some- 
times hinge. That evening, when I returned 
home, weary and disappointed, I flang myself 
on the sofa; and as my wife had been perusing 
Bulwer’s novel of Eugene Aram—indeed, had it 
at the moment in her hand—I asked her to di- 
vert my thoughts a little by reading a few pages 
aloud. It chanced to be that part where the 
bones of Clark were discovered in St. Robert’s 
Cave, where they had been buried. 

“«By Jove!’ I exclaimed, a sudden idea 
striking me; ‘we never digged in the garden. 
Tl try that the first thing in the morning.’ 

“ And sending to Grawler and the two other 
men to be at my house by seven o’clock, I re- 
tired for the night, but as I have intimated, not 
to sleep. 

“As soon as the men came next morning, ‘we 
were off once more to the house at Bermondsey, 
whieh had been carefully watched night and day 
ever since the departure of the Mannings. We 
commenced the search, and dug every foot of the 
garden over; but not a trace of anything suspi- 
cious. In one corner were some pieces of un- 
slacked lime, but at the time so ordinary a mat- 
ter did not excite any attention. Grawler, how- 
ever, looked about to see if any building had 
been going on, but could observe no traces of 
brick or stone. He had been oncy a working 
mason, and the idea of looking for such things 
was natural enough to him. Now, strange as it 
may seem, those few broken bits of quicklime led 
to a very important discovery, 

“Men in our business are constantly on the 
look-out for what other people might consider as 
mere trifles ; but trifles put and fitted together, 
become great matters now and then. Grawler, 
though he would have been a fool at book learn- 
ing, had a mighty active and practical mind of 
his ewn ; and though he said nothing, that lime 
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haunted him, as he afterwards said. He couldn’t 
tell why, but he felt sure it meant something; and 
as you will presently see, it did. 

“ We determined to make another search over 
the house, and commenced’ with the basement. 
Grawler looked up the chimneys to see if they 
had been repaired; bat no. Then we threw 
open the shutters and examined the walls mi- 
nutely, to see if there were blood marks, or 
traces of struggles; but, Lord bless you! the 
‘Happy Family’ itself may have lived there, 
for anything we found to the contrary. Then 
‘we went up stairs, and in brief, we searched and 
searched until we all agreed that nothing more 
was to be discovered, and that we might as well 
give it over. 

“We were just leaving the basement, having 
gone down stairs to close the shutters, when 
I happened to say : 

“Well, Grawler, I shouldn’t mind a slice of 
& goose now, like that which Mr. and Mrs. 
Manning was picking, when we called here, you 
remember.’ 

“Remember? Ofcourse Ido. He sat here, 
and she opposite to him; and hang me if there 
aint some of the gravy marks on the stone floor 
now!’ 

«What! are you going to lick it up 1’ I said, 
as Grawler went suddenly down on his knees 
and put his nose close to the square stone 


“Tt aint gravy,’ observed Grawler, quietly, 
as he took from his pocket a pen-knife and in- 
serted the blade between the interstices of two 
large square flat stones. ‘It aint grease, it’s 
soft mortar; and that accounts for the lime !’ 

“He jumped up, like a man mad with excite- 
ment, and called for a crowbar. 

“No mason ever laid this!’ he said, ss he 
raised the flag stone with the powerful imple- 
ment. ‘Look here! a man who’s used to this 
sort of business would only put mortar round the 
edges ; here is a thick bed of fresh mortar all 
under the stone.’ 

“Tt was eo. Grawler’s keen eye had seen the 
dark line between the flags, the cement not hav- 
ing dried—the mark which I had mistaken fora 
gravy streak. He fairly had the laugh of me. 

“ We quickly and cautiously dug down for 
three feet, and then came to a button and some 
bits of cloth. On removing another foot of 
earth, there, sure enough, was the body of Mr. 
O’Connor donbled up, with a great hole in his 
skull, made evidently by a ball. The weapoa, 
whatever it was, mast have been fired close to 
his head, for his gray hair and whiskers were 
singed by the explosion. 
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“T¢ was no wonder Mrs. Manning should have 
said she was very uneasy respecting Mr. O’Con- 
nor, when I saw her and her husband eating 
Yoast goose over the grave their murderous 
hands had dug for him. 

“Tho murder was now literally out ; the body 
was identified, as was Dr. Parkman’s in Boston, 
partly by some artificial teeth, and a reward of 
five hundred pounds offered for the arrest of the 
Mannings. 

“Three days after the reward had been of- 
fered, intelligence was telegraphed from Edin- 
burgh that a Mrs, Smith had disposed of certain 
railway scrip to a broker there, and was to call 
on the said broker with some more. She 
That 
night I went to Scotland, and by next day, at 
noon, Mrs. Manning was on her way back to 
London under my care. She asserted that her 
husband had done the deed, and compelled her 
to act as an accessory after the fact. Of course, 
I didn’t believe that. 

“A fortnight elapsed, and Mr. Manning man- 
aged to elude all our vigilance, though the re- 
ward was doubled. One evening, the post 
brought me a letter from a young woman, who 
described herself as a governess. She said she 
had known Manning when he kept # tavern in 
the west of England, and had seen him, or some 
one very mach like him, on board a steamboat 
which plied between Southampton and Jersey— 
one of the group of Channel Islands between 
England and France. She had accosted him, 
but he had denied his being the man she took 
him for; but spite of his false whiskers and wig, 
she had no doubt he was the individual. 

“On this hint, acted. Teking Grawler with 
me, we went down in the night train to Southamp- 
ton, and caught the morning boat for Jersey. Of 
course, we were disguised—I asa sporting gent, 
and Grawler as my livery servant. 

“Arrived at Jersey, we kept our eyes open, I 
agsure you. We soon became certain our man 
was not at the hotel, and next turned our atten- 
tion to the lodging houses. With gun on shoul- 
der, ang a fine brace of dogs, Grawler and I 
strolled about, looking for other game than peo- 
ple supposed, but all to no purpose; no Mr. 
Manning was visible, and we, of course, did not 
inguire for him. 

“«Tt’s no go,’ I said to Grawler; ‘we may as 
well go back in the next boat. By George! how 
thirsty this sport makes a fellow. Suppose we 
call at this cottage, and get a drink! Every one 
keeps good French brandy in Jersey, where it 
isn’t taxed. 

“Tt is capital tipple,’ I said to the woman 
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who provided us with the liquor; ‘Inever tasted 
better. I suppose that plenty of it is drank 
hereaboats.’ 

“Yes; but mostly by strangers,’ replied the 
woman. ‘Why, there’s a gentleman lodging 
over at Mrs. Bowlegs who takes a matter of a 
bottle full a day! He has his liquor, they say, 
in his bed-room, and never goes out at all. They 
assert he’s half crazy, already!’ 

“Visit a fashionable watering-place and 
never go out!’ I thought. ‘That’s strange! 
And then perpetually drinking! Thet’s strange, 
too! Remorse, perhaps.’ 

“TI made gome cautious inquiries of different 
people, and little by little wormed ont that the 
stranger, whoever he was, was well armed ; that 
he never ventured to the hotel, nor the pier ; and 
that he always kept his room door locked, only 
unfastening it to take in his supplies of brandy. 
He even made his own bed and emptied his own 
slops. 

“T found out, also, that he sent the last thing 
in the evening his bottle to be filled for the 
night’s supply—the messenger being a little girl. 
My object was to intercept this child, and learn 
all I could. Idid so; and without being sus- 
pected, ferreted out enough to make me certain 
the man was the person I sought, and I took 
measures accordingly. 

“The next night, having secured the assist- 
ance of the local police, Grawler and I, with 
two other men, went well armed to the house 
where he lodged. The woman of the house was 
retained in our interest. Our plan was to con- 
ceal ourselves in the dark passage outside his 
room, and when the girl came back with the bot- 
tle of liquor, to burst in upon him suddenly 
when he might be off his guard. 

“ That night, however, half insensible and in 
fancied secfirity, he did not open the door him- 
self, but cried, ‘come in!’ when the girl rapped. 
She entered, and so did we. The moment I got 
inside, I saw him lying on the bed with his back 
towards me. In a second I had leaped on him, 
clasped him in my arms as in a vice, and Grawler 
clapped the handcuffs on his wrists before one 
could say ‘Jack Robinson.’ 

“J never saw a man so cowed in all my life. 
He literally whimpered ; and instead of showing 
8 bold and defiant front like his wife, he sniv- 
elled and swore that she did the deed, and 
threatened to serve him the same, if he didn’t 
aid her in disposing of the body. 

“The facts of the case came out afterwards. 
When O’Connor arrived at the house of the 
murderess to dinner, Mrs. Manning persuaded 
him to go out into the basement to wash his 
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ands. She followed him, and shot him from 
behind as he descended. Her husband and her- 
self had previously dug the grave in which we 
found him. ‘The moment he was dead, she 
rifled his pocket of his keys and went off to his 
lodgings, where, being left alone, she opened his 
drawers and stole all the money snd sceurities 
they contained. She then returned to the house, 
and found her husband in the garden, smoking ; 
he had not dared to stay alone in the house with 
the corpse. Together they buried the poor vic- 
tim—and the rest, you know. 

Well, sir, the precious pair were tried and 
sentenced to be hanged. On their.way to the 
gallows, in consequetsce of some repairs in the 
principal corridor of the prison, the procession 
‘was compelled to take # round-abont way and 
pese through the prisom yard. In that yard, 
their grave was dug; bat that fact had escaped 
thé notice of the prisom officers. When the 
Mannings, husband and wife, came to their 
Yeaély-made grave, a plank was thrown across it 
for them to pass over on; and I saw them give 
each other a look full of terrible meaning for 
tae. You see, sir, they ate and drank over their 
victim’s grave, and now they were obliged to 
walk over their own! Curtons—wasn't it, sir? 
And snother singular thing was, she was 
hanged in the very black satin gown which Mr. 
©’Connor had given to her.” 





RAPIDITY OF THOUGHT IN DREAMING. 


A very remarkable circumstance, and an im- 
portant point of analogy, is to be found in the 
‘extreme rapidity with whieh the mental opera- 
tions are formed, or rather with which the 
material cHanges on which the ideas depend are 
excited in hemispherical ganglia. It would a 
‘pear as if a whole series x acts, that would really 
eccupy a long lapse of time, pass ideal throng 
the mind in one instant. We have in dreams no 
true perception of the lapse of timc—a strange 
property of mind ! for if such be also its property 
when entered into the eternal disembodied state, 
time will appear to us eternity. The relations 
of space, as well as time, are also annihilated ; 
so that almost while an eternity is compressed 
into a moment, infinite space is traversed more 
swiftly thanby real thomght. There are numer- 
ous illustrations of this on record. A gendeman 
dreamed that he had enlisted as a soldier, joined 
his regiment, deserted, was apprehended, carried 
beck, tried, condemned to be shot, and at last 
Ted out for execution. After the usual prepara- 
fions, a was fired; he awoke with the re- 

rt, and found that,a noise in the adjoining room. 

ad, at the same moment, produced the dream 
and awakened him. A friend of Dr. Aber- 
crombie dreamed that he erossed the Atlantic, 
and spent a fortnight in America, In embark- 
be on his return, he fell into the sea, and-awak- 
ag in the fright, found that he had not been in 
ten minutes.—Reynold’s Miscellany. : 
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ROBIN REDBREAST AT THE CRUCIFIXION. 


BY ELISABETH BOUTON. 





(‘There is a superstition current in Brittany that when 
our Saviour was his cross, a robin took one 
thorn from his crown, which stained its breast. and 
since that time the redbreast has been the friend and 
favorite of men.”} 

Up Mount Calvary's height ascending, 
‘olled the Man of sorrows on, 

Doomed to die for man’s transgression, 
He, God’s sinless, only Bon. 


On that brow guilt never clouded, 
A crown of thorns he meekly wore, 
While like ruby dewdrope gathered 
Round each point the crimson gore. 


Fainting neath the cross his burden, 
From bis lips no accents flow, 

Bare, ‘Forgive them, Heavenly Father, 
Yor they know not what they do.” 


All unmoved, God's chosen people 
Heard the meek, forgiving wo rd, 
And no throb of human pity 
In their stony bosoms stirred. 


But a wild bird o'er them flying, 
Caught the plaintive, pleading tone, 
And one thorn plucked from his forehead, 
As if to shame man’s heart of stone. 


From its tiny beak descending 
Touched the point its little breast, 
And upon the glossy plamage 
‘Its own crimson hue impressed. 


And still that sanguinary color 
Dyes the bosom of the bird, 

And still near the homes of. Christians 
Are its sweetest warblings heard. 
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DELPHINE. 





BY H. C. BENNETT. 





Tae fresh morning breese of early March 
came sweeping across my cheek from the wide 
sea, as I stood on the little bridge spanning the 
narrow channel which separates Rockcastle from 
Edgecombe, waiting for the stage, or rather for 
the hage, lumbering wagon that passed for one. 
The roads were free from snow, for the March 
winds had blown over them, and they lay in that 
dry and dusty state when every lreeze sends = 
shower of earthly particles sharply to your face 
and eyes, grinding as it were the whole surface 
of the skin, and making a toilet powder not 
quite so pleasant or 60 odorous as Rimmel’s. 

But if the snow had forsaken the roads, it still 
lay nestled in the holows, and from its edges, 
came up the tiny pink flowers of the trailing’ 
arbutus, that sweetest of all spring’s daughters. 

Theard the heavy wagon lumbering round the 
last turn in the road, but I staid to gather tho 
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arbutus, drawing it as gently as ‘I might, from 
its thin, crisp covering of ice, through which the 
long, lithe stems had forced theit way, and lay 
in clusters along the edges. A little farther on, 
one or two venturoas blossems ef the sanguin- 
aria were folded, each within ite own blanket- 
like leaf ; and those too I relentlessly plucked, 
although I knew that the delicate things must 
die in my hands. 

There was a broad streak of crimson in the 
sky, reflected in the quiet sea, now gradually 
breaking up and ffoating off into fragments of 
light purple, and again into the delicate pink that 
makes the rare beauty of the sea shell. The 
blue smoke from the scattered chimneys was 
rising upwards like thin veils, and, catching the 
tint of the rosy clouds, seemed as.inceuse from 
earth to sky; and then like a giant, refreshed 
from his slumber, came to the broad glory of the 
sun. 
San, ocean, earth, sky! . Involantarily I took 
off my hat and bowed my head before their 
splendors, 28 one would do before the gates of 
the Beautiful City; but before I could replace 
it, the wheels stopped close beside me, and 
throwing my valise to the driver, I entered the 
close, dark wagon, with my rifled treasures in 
my hand. I sat for some time arranging them, 
and admiring their drooping clusters, paying bat 
little attention to my fellow-passengers, of whom 
there were two or three, all closely wrapped and 
veiled ; one of them was sleeping too, if I might 
judge by the heavy breathing that came to my 
ear from the farthest eorner of the vehicle. 
Sleeping, with this glory of the rising sun! No 
donbt this man had walked miles, at some time 
in his life, to’ witness the mimic splendors of 
pyrotechnic art; but the grand spectacle which 
God prepares afresh each morning, had no charm 
for his dull eye. 

By his side sat » lady, threugh whose thick 
veil I could distinguieh nothing bat the subdued 
sparkle‘of an eye which I felt bound to believe 
was beautifal, until I should find it otherwise. 
She was closely wrapped im soft furs, and only 
one hand was visible, peeping from the large 
sable cuff. The hand was far from being so 
emali as the hands of hereines invariably are 
described. On the contrary, it was somewhat 
larger than the average size, bat it was fair and 
white, and the nails were beautifully pink-hued, 
and almond shaped. I might have-passed by a 
thousand hands, smaller, and as beautiful as 
this, without noticing them in the least; bat as 
this was the most agreeable abject inside the 
coach, and as the glare of the sunlight on the 
snow-covered hills zendered it unpleasant to look 
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out of the dust-stained windows of the atage, I 
preferred to keep on gazing. 

It was the left hand, and it bore no ring, se I. 
inferred: that the lady was unmarried; and her 
pare white hand told me teo that she was young 
No delicacy. of treatment can preserve or bring 
back the fresh young. whiteness of the youthful 
ekin, any more than the bloom can be brought 
back to that shining bunch of grapes, from which 
you, my unwise friend, have just rubbed the 
crowning beauty which God’s own hand scattered 
on their purple glory. Quistly, through oar 
long, dusty ride, the lady sat, with the delicate 
hand half baried in the soft far that warmed her. 
Not a word:was spoken, ner did her next neigh- 
bor awake from his slumber antil the stage drew 
up at Edgeoombe, where I had business to per- 
form which would probably detain me some days. 
T-hoped that the unknown would remain thete 
too; but when I crossed the tavern yard, I saw 
that she had not alighted. I was half tempted 
to get in, and see her te the end of her journey ; 
but I could not work up to that pitch of enthu- 
siasm for a lady of whom I had yet seen nothing 
bat her hand, lovely, and happily unjewelled as 
it was. 

So I went straight to the merchant whom 1 
wished to see at Edgecombe. He was a man, 
who, in former days had had some experience in 
commereial affairs, but who, in the terrible crash 
of 1837, was stripped of all his possessions, and 
since confined himeelf wholly to the smaller gains 
which he could reap from the coasting and fish- 
ing trade. Through these he had gradually 
worked up again, with some loss of ambition, 
but none of self-respect, to a comfortable busi- 
nees, and I had supposed he would never venture 
upon anything more full of risk. I was there- 
fore surprised when he met me with a more 
cordial grasp than his usually quiet one, and 
said : 

“T have bought a ship, Mr. Crawford.” 

“ Indeed, sir,” I said, “Iam glad to hear it, 
as it is a token of increased prosperity.” 

“Perhaps not; but at any rate I am going to 
try it, and whet is more, I am about to offer you 
the situation ef supercargo to London and Havre ; 
while I place my own son in the rank of captain, 
which is a sufficient responsibility for one of his 
youth. I will not burden him too greatly on his 
first voyage as commander. - Will you go?” 

“ Certainly, Mr. Grainger, and with a gratefal 
heart too, for times are dull with me now, and I 
am not willing, at my age, to-be unemployed a 
moment. When do we-ssil 1” 

“ As soon as the cargo is all stowed. Prob- 
ably in three days. You, hewever, will have 
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time to arrange everything, as you areso method: 
ical; and you will come to me on Thursday 
evening, and I will give you fall instructions, 
and explain them verbally. It-is short notice, I 
know, but the voyage was planned, and the ship 
half loaded when I bought her. It was a forced 
sale, to pay up debts of an emormous amount. I 
pitied the poor merchant, for I have been there 
myself. Come on board with me.” 

I went. It wasa noble veseel, nearly new; 
had been at sea just long enough to get well 
bent, and was in fine trim in every part. 

“There will be @ passenger for this state- 
room,” said Mr. Grainger, throwing open a door 
which showed a fine, airy berth, and appoint- 
ments of the nicest order. In fact, the whole 
ship exhibited a degreo of neatness quite equal 
to that of a first class government vessel. 

I had some little acquaintance with young 
Heary Grainger, who was to command the ship, 
and at dinner we improved it into a mutual lik- 
ing; and greatly pleased at the transactions of 
the day, I cheerfully entered the stage, and 
returned to Rockcastle that night. 

My sister Emma cried, and my mother looked 
grave, and both declared that they could not get 
my “traps” ready; but I soon lectured them 
into a sense of the good fortane which awaited 
me. Parting would be parting, and nothing 
else, if we waited longer for it; and the sooner 
I was afloat, the sooner I would see them again. 

They could not gainsay this magnificent dis- 
play of my logic, and they contented themselves 
with getting together an unheard of quantity of 
cake, and preserves, and all those little niceties 
with which careful mothers and sisters seek to 
pamper the incipient sailor. Andon Tharsday, 
as I had agreed with Mr. Grainger, I set off for 
Edgecomb, bidding the dear ones at home an 
affectionate good-by. As we wound the hill at 
Rockcastle, I saw Emma’s green dress, as: she 
stood looking after the stage which held her only 
brother; and I sighed to think how unprotected 
the poor girl would be, if the uncertain fortunes 
of the sea. should find me a grave beneath its 
waters. The good and manly face of Henry 
Grainger arose to my mind, and-I could not 
help wishing that such a protector as he, strong 
and upright in his noble manhood, could be her 
stay in life. ‘Dear Emma, my wish was a pro- 
phetic one, after all; and to wish thee Heary 
Grainger’s wife, was only another name for 
happiness. 

We sailed on the 10th of March. The weather 
was beautiful. We had moonlight nights; and 
when once off from the coast, were in compara- 
tively warm waters. The change from eur 
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proverbially trying winds, was pleasant to us 
all, All, I mean, who met together, for there 
was one whose face we had not yet seen, and who 
lay in the best stateroom, as was reported to us, 
in all the horvors of sea sickness. 

“He ought:to be brought on deck,” said L. 
“ This beautifal sea air would restore him, I have 
no doubt.” 

Captain Grainger showed his white teeth, and 
that irresistible smile which made him at those 
times the handsomest of men. 

“ He,” said he, emphasising the pronoun, “is 
wholly unable to be removed.” 

I was called away by an observation from the 
first mate, and the thought of the sick passenger, 
I take shame to myself for forgetting him, did 
not occur to me for some days. I caught a 
glance after that, of a figure lying on 2 rade 
litter which the. sailows had brought on deck, and 
imagining that it was the sick man, I considered 
that he would be too. weak to talk, and purposely 
avoided going near him. When I went on deck 
after dinner, the litter and passenger had alike 

One day the strong air from the stateroom 
window forced open the door. I was passing at 
the time, and shw, as I supposed, our hitherto 
invisible passenger, absolutely covered up from 
head to foot in bed, with the exception of one 
hand which lay outside the quilt, and vied with 
its snowy folds in whiteness. a 

“He must ‘be very young—a mere boy,” I 
said to myself. And I approached the bed to 
give him some assuranee of my good will. 

A dark bine gauze, which had been suspended 
over the bed, had been drawn around his head 
and face, and by the breathing, I thought he 
must be sleeping, Again I gianced at the hand. 
There it lay in its unsunned ‘whiteness, and I 
could have sworn that it was the same hand that 
I saw im the stage between Ruckcastie and 
Edgecombe, three weeks before. That hand 
could belong to no one but a lady:; and I eacaped 
from the state-room, and shut to the door with a 
fecling as if I had committed sacrilege. I en- 
countered Captain Grainger in the passage way ; 
and he rallied me on: the startled look which I 
gave when coming unexpectedly against him. 

“ Have you seen a ghost, Mr. Crawford? The 
sailors have @ notion that this: skip is a haunted 
one, but I did -not know that the superstition 
extended to you.” 

“I believe itis haunted,” I replied, “and I 
am going to write it in my log-book, that the 
good ship Metamera was haunted by a human 
hand.” 

“What on eprth do yer mean, Mr. Craw- 
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ford ” asked Captain Grainger, looking at me 


anxiously, as if to ascertain whether I were rete: 


right in my upper regions. 

“T mean that I am haunted here on board 
this ship at noon-day, on the broad: bosom of the 
Atlantic, by a human hand ; and moreover, it is 
the same hand that haunted me through an en- 
tire half day in the Rockcastle stage, at the very 
time of my engagement to sail in this ship. Put 
those two things together, captain, and see if 
you can bring them into your reckoning.” 

The captain smiled again, the rich, open smile 
that lighted up his dark, sea-browned visage 
like a sunbeam, and said : 

“J was just going in to see my, passenger ; 
perhaps you would like to accompany me?” 

“Not until I know who or what it is. Besides, 
captain, itis hardly fair to wake up the deep 
sleep which the ghost is at present enjoying.” 

“ Ah, I see ; this is your ghost, is it, Crawford? 
‘Well, Iam happy 10 be able to state for your 
comfort, that it is one of the most harmless litte 
spirits in the world ; and whert this trance is off, 
it will be up, and im’ the pares animation 
possible.” 

- “ You really believe 207” 

“I do, indeed, Mr. Crawford. And now, 
spite of your feeling that it is unfair or indecorous, 
Iam going in'to wake up the ghost, and ask it 
to join us at tes.” 

“‘ Heavens! do sea-ghoste drink tea ?”’ 

“This one does, for I have seen it.”” 

But tea came, and no one bat myself, the cap- 
tain, and Mr. Richards, the mate, and young 
Fred Spaulding, the second Captain 
Grainger made no allusion to our Tomversation, 
and so neither did I venture upon it. I knew 
no more during the entire passage to London, 
than I did that night. A figure in a variety of 
endless wrappings and mafftings, was carried on 
shore and placed in a carriage, and as.it was 
chiefly done when I was engaged, I had no 
chance to renew the brief glance. which I had of 
it at the beginning of its removal. 

Bat one thing was certain, I beard the direc- 
tion to the cab-driver, and kept it in my mind. 
There was growing up within me an instinctive 
aversion to mentioning anything of the myste- 
rious stranger, whom oarship was. thus carrying 
to English shores, in.the presence of Captain 
Grainger, in whose eyes there was a lurking fan 
that I believed grew out of the ghost story. I 
know not what there was to make me feel em- 
barrassed abont it, but there was really a sensa- 
tion of vexedness abont it that disturbed my 
self-complacency. I am not sure that I did not 
feel somewhat defrauded out of. my share of the 
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mysterious passenger's society during the voyage, 
and that I had not a bit of a gradge against 
Captain Grainger, for abetting therein. 

Our ship was quickly unloaded, and our 
freight beginning to come in tor Havre. Every- 
thing so far had gore off admirably during the 
voyage. Captain Grainger was a model com- 
mander, and I flattered myself that Mr. Craw- 
ford was his equal as a supercargo. I could 
fancy Mr. Grainger’s pride in his son and in his - 
ship, and I believed that he would also have 
some pride in his judgment for selecting me. 
At any rate he should have reason. 

In London, I chanced to meet a friend—the 
son of an old neighbor at Rockcastle—and he 
volunteered to conduct me round the city. We 
crossed innumerable squares, lighted by a splen- 
did moon, which shone brightly even in the 
smoky and dingy atmosphere of London; and 
at last, when our steps began to lag, my com- 
paston said: 

“We are almost'at the very house where a 
cousin of mine is staying ; I would like much 
to stop there awhile, if you do not object.” 

I did not know the street, but permitted my- 
self to -be guided wholly by him; and he led me 
to the deor of a handsome house, and soon found 
ourselves admitted, and shown into a pleasant 
and handsomely furnished parlor, where several 
ladies were employed in sewing. I was presented 
to the mother, a fine, cheerful old lady, her two 
married and ene unmarried daughters, and to 
anether lady who sdt with a fire-sereen before 
her face, and a short, black veil falling ‘also 
around it. 

She did not remove the screen sufficiently to 
give me a giance at her face ; but Isaw her hand 
as it held the screen, and it was the ghost’s hand 
—to make an Irish blunder—the ghost’s hand to 
the life! We passed half an hour in this bright, 
cheerfal English room, and then took our leave 
—-I, impatiént to question Austin about her. 

“That lady is the very consin whom I called 
to see, Crawford,”: said Austin, “and only a 
glance from her éye, imploring me to take no 
notice of her, kept me from keeping you close at 
her side ; for I think you would enjoy her society, 
as she is eminently intelligent and interesting.” 

“Is she an Kaglish wowan ?”’ 

“No; and by the by, you must have known 
her.at home,”” 

“1 did not catch the name.” 

“Rochdale. Why, she visits often in Rock- 
castle, and Edgecombe also.” 

“Is she handsome ?” 

“She is under a cloud just now, which has 
threatened to destroy her beauty altogether. I 
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may as well tell you, Crawford, altheegh she 
binds me to silence. She uafertunately caught 
the small pox in going from Rockeastle to New 
York. She was miserably disfigured, as she 
tells me, and has never shown her face since. 
She is young, wealthy, talented, and this misfar- 
tune has given her much pain. She thinks her 
friends will be disgusted with her, and will not 
unveil to any one.” 

“ How did she come here 1” 

“In the ship Metamora.” 

. “I thought so. I came with her.” 

“You, Crawford ¢” 

“T did, but my only recognition of her was 
her hand.” : 

“Ay, that is a study, is it not?” 

“It is, and I regret that I cannot see her face.” 

“Well she goes to Havre with you, and she 
may possibly get over her sensitiveness about it 
before you arrive home. It is a whim which she 
is rich enough and independent enough to grat- 
ify, and she will probably carry it out. She 
says that she is glad of it on ome account, that 
now she will be able to know her true friends.” 

“I= suppose she means those of our sax. 
‘Those of the other will be more likely.to value 
hier higher than before, if she has lost her beauty.” 

“Perhaps 80. When do you sail?” 

“On Tuesday. Come on board to dinner 
with us.” 

“Thank you, I will do. se; and moreover, I 
will try to effect an acquaintance between you 
and Delphine. I cannot help thinking that you 
will be mutaally pleased with each other.” 

He kept his word—and between London and 
Havre, I learned what a trely noble and gifted 
being was Delphine Rochdale, slthough during 
that time I never saw her face. I implored her 
to let me look at her, but her paia was so evident 
that I forbore asking her again. Bat whatever 
were the incidental defects of her face, her mind 
was brilliant “beyond compare.” With an in- 
tellect so highly eulsivated, a» heart fall of the 
noblest and tenderest emotions, a grace and 
dignity which only.fell short of being regal be- 
cause it was so supassingly sweet and gentle, 
Delphine could not have failed of being loved, 
even if her face were disfigured. 

‘We were going into Havre, and Delphine and 
myself stood. tegether on the deck. You may 
not believe that I was so infatuated es to offer 
my heart and hand thus blindly; but indeed I 
had done so, and she had aceepted, on conditions 
that on our arrival home, she should allow me 
to behold her face, and if I were not irremediably 
shocked, she would consent to become Mrs. 
Crawford, the wife of a poor fellow like myself, 
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with @ mother and sister on his hands, whom he 
would never desert, not even for a wife. 

The ship was rapidly nearing the port, and we 
were admiring the city from that point of view, 
when the wind which had been still until now, 
suddenly sprang up to a fresh, ‘free breeze, car- 
rying all loose, unprotected articles sweeping 
past the deck into the water, and among these, 
was Delphine’s veil. Lexpected she would faint, 
but she turned her calm, meek eyes upward to 
my face, as if to deprecate any criticism of her 
own. I gazed at her in amazement. ‘A few, a 
very few ecars, already whitened and beginning 
to be smooth, were slightly visible on a counte- 
nanee which, for shape and nobleness of brow, 
could be rarely surpassed. The complexion, it 
is true, was slightly injured; but what variation 
of color or.of texture could destroy the beautital 
expression ? 

“ And this is the face which you have withheld 
from my gaao?” I said repreachfally, as o blush 
roee to its pale surface, aud the eyes, so full of 
tenderness, absolutely sparkled with joy. 

“ Forgive me if I taxed you too severely,” she 
said, at last. ‘From my earliest years, I have 
heard nothing but praises of my beauty, until I 
was absolutely glad when the disorder that 
spoiled it, attacked me, I wished to be loved 
for other qualities than the mere ‘tincture of 2 
skin ;’ and yet—and yet, I was # woman, and 
when I first looked at myself in the mirror, I 
confess to a certain degree of horror which. I 
have not yet been quite able te quell.” 

‘We were married en beard ship, by the only 
Protestant clergyman whom we could muster, 
and I carried home a new danghter and sister to 
my mother and Bmma ; and it was not long be- 
fore Henry Grainger came.to believe also in the 
the attraction of souls, and straightway his own 
and Emma’s were bleaded in.one. 

My own Delphine, won without being seen, bat 
still more traly known and loved without the in- 
tervention of the visible! There is no shadow 
between us now, no darkness, no mystery. Our 
love came unsought, unsent, and it abides with 
us still. Loving, hoping, trasting, we shall walk 
together to the shorea of that vast ocean, where 
we must separate for a little while, only to meet 
again in perfect, immortal, undying love. 

UES detent ana 

As long as a man has six dollars a week, he 
can live and get along rather quietly and con- 
tented; but as-soon as his wages reach twelve 
dollars a week, he needs twenty-four, runs in 
debt, and “ busts up ” at that. ‘Man is a high- 

ressure engine, vanity is the steam, money the 
fael ; apply the principle; aad you have the facts. 
Make a note on't.: 


STORY OF A SCULPTOR. 


MY FRIEND. 
BY JAMES W. RILBURE. 


A youth, gracefal and fair, 
With lovely brown hair, 

And eyes of beaven’s own blue; 
A dimpled chin, 
A clear white skin, 

And teeth of a pearly hue— 
Such is the friend 
At whose shrine I bend, 

Offering bright triendship true. 
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STORY OF A SCULPTOR. 


BY ARTHUR ©. RBIS. 


Jusr where the hills of Asolano sink into the 
plains of Treviso, lying on the lowest slope, and 
nestling in under the shadow of the higher hill- 
sides, is the pretty town of Passagno. Just one 
hundred years ago, the first of November, there 
was joy and gladness in one of the picturesque 
and romantic old houses that gem that beauti. 
fal region. A child was born to the humble 
family which inhabited its quaint and homely 
apartments. It was the child of a simple stone- 
cutter, poor in the wealth of gold, but rich 
in that of honor and integrity. 

‘Time passes on, unfeeling old wretch that he 
is! (it is a comfort that we can calf him old, 
though he shakes his hour-glass in our faces the 
next minute.) He passes on, and in the short 
space of three years, that good and kind father 
who sang peans of praise and thanksgiving to 
Him who gave him this one little child, was sud- 
denly taken away from the life which its: music 
was making so beautifal to him, and, sadder 
still, the mother—she who had borne the infant 
on her bosom, and had seen how the father’s 
heart was bound up in the new love which had 
thrilled through his whole being—she had gone 
away too. Not as the father had gone—but to 
the home of a new husband ; and the only pledge 
of Pietro’s love for her was thrown upon the care 
of his grandmother. 

That grandmother—bleesed be her memory! 
—was Catterina Cecstto; and the child, who but 
for her would have been doubly orphaned, was 
one whose name the world has since learned to 
speak only with veneration—Antonio Canova ! 

But Heaven was kind to the little Tonin; and 
in the fall measure of love which the good 
grandmother bestowed upon him, he missed 
neither father nor mother. Even in infancy, be- 
fore he could fully make them understand what 
he wanted, the little hands woultl eagerly cateh 
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at the fragments of wet clay which his grand: 
father, Pasino’ Canova, dropped from his mad@- 
eflings ; and the slender fingers would mould 
them into actual forms, rude enough, of course, 
but still showing ‘the genius that lay within the 
baby brain, waiting for that same old time (some- 
times beneficent!) to develop it into maturity. 
So the boy grew up to his ninth year, evety day 
working in the fragments of clay; every day 
learning something of the elements of that noble 
art which astonished the world in its grand ere- 
ations of the Saint John, of the recumbent Mag- 
dalen, and of our own Washington ; with others 
worthy to bear them company. 

Soon the boy begins to work in marble—dculp- 
turing a bust or figure—I am writing from 
memory, and cannot tell which—of his verera- 
ble grandmother, in the dress of the province ; 
and in the very height of his after fame, this 
childish cffort was Affectionatety preserved by 
him as a dear memorial of her’ who took suck 
care of his infancy. 

“What has Tonin been hiding himself away 
for, whenever I conte itto the horse?” asked 
his grandfather one @ay, ds the cheery old house- 
wife spread the table for his dinner. 

“ Ah, thom wilt know sothetime, Pasting; tut 
at present it is a secret between him and me.” 

The old man looked fondly at her, as’ she 
moved briskly round, still graceful and beauti- 
fal in Her green old age. 

“A secret, my old Cattetina! Well then, I 
may be sire that thou wilt tell me before long. 
Thy sex cannet keep them long.” 

But Catterina kept Tonin’s mystery, until one 
day, with pride and satisfaction in her godd, 
honest face, she beckoned her husband intu a 
smal! room, which was called Tonin’s work- 
room, and, drawing a certain, she exhibited two 
shrines of Carrara matble, as the work of the 
nine year old artist. Surprise and delight kept 
the aged father sient, and Catterina stood by, 
thoroughly erijoying bis eager gaze. 

“God’s blessing on the child !” he at length 
exclaimed, “he will be a great man.” 

“I our poor Pietro could but have seen this 
proof of his child’s genins!”’ said Catterina, 
weeping. $ 

* He does! depend on that,” reptied her bus- 
band, reverently. “Do you suppose that spirits 
cannot look down upon those they have loved 
on earth” 

“ Ah, my God! I trust #0!” was her fervent 
ejaculation, as she went to call Tonin to hear 
his grandfather’s praises. 

“Do you know that the Seigneur Falieri is to 
have a grand supper at his castle?” aske” 
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tonio of his grandfather, one morning, when the 
boy was busily engaged in moulding the figure 
of a lion, in the clay which was falling from the 
old man’s bench. 

“No, my son; I bad not heard it before.” 

“ Well, then, just look here, father. See this 
lion. Is it not a good one? Ah, you don’t say, 
bat you smile. That says it is very wel} for a 
little boy.”” 

“Nay, it would be good in any one, Tonin. 
It is a real lion—well-proportioned, and very 
finely formed. What are you going to do with it?” 

“«J—I thought if mother would give me—what 
do you think 1” asked the boy. ‘‘ Some of the 
batter which she has been churning to-day from 
the goat’s milk ?” 

“Butter? For what?” 

“To make this figure for his table to-night. 
‘Wouldn’t he like it” 

“You can try him. I will engage that you 
have the fresh batter.” 

The lion appeared at Seigneur Falieri’s grand 
foast, and was much admired. The next day, 
the two Falieris, father and son, alighted at the 
door of Pasino Canova, and asked for Antonio. 

“Should you like to have me send you toa 
person who would teach you an art you have 
begun so well, my boy {” 

“T should, indeed,” murmared Tonin. 

. “ Well, if your grandparents do not object, I 
will engage him to take you immediately, and 
have no doubt you will do him credit.” 

This settled the fortunes of Antonio Canova. 
Next to Michael Angelo and Bernini, he ranks 
as forming # new epoch in Italian statuary ; and 
of this fame, Falieri laid the first stone. 

.. From that time he progressed rapidly, and 
statue after statue, group after group, came 
from. his hands with that facility which can only 
be attained, when the works are appreciated, 
and the artist encouraged. If the good Catterina 
exulted when she saw her grandson’s childish 
efforts, with what delight would she have gazed 
on those of his after life, when he challenged 
world-wide admiration. How her old heart 
would have beat at aight of the lovely Hebes and 
Pachyes, that softened the rage of the Jacobin 
mob, searching for his colossal statue of the 
king of Naples! Still more, perhaps, would 
she have loved to dwell with woman’s tender- 
ness, on that divine altar piece, painted (for An- 
tonio was painter as well as sculptor) for his 
own village charch in Passagno, where the dead 
Christ lies under the. gaze of the mother, and the 
weeping Marys by her side. 

. Kind, good and benevoleat, still Antonio hed 
not felt the gentle inflaence of a warmer love 
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than that of filial affection to the beloved woman- 
who watched over his childhood. He, whose 

cunning hand wrought Pechye from the cold 

marble, held no warm, living Pschye in his 

heart. Loving all forms of beauty in the ab- 

stract, transferring them to canvass with ala 
lover’s ardent heart, there was yet no tangible, 

living love, that could be said to rival his art. 

This was his mistress—his world. 

At the time of his retarn to Passagno, he 
had been travelling in Germany witha Venetian 
prince. He was now forty-two years old, and 
from his calm temper and temperate life looking 
much younger. The mild benevolence of his 
nature shone through and irradiated his counte- 
nance ; and the serenity of his features was sach 
that he might have sat for the picture of the be- 
loved disciple. 

While painting in the Passagno church, whose 
romantic situation on the hillside of one of the 
Asolano groap—the Venetian Alps, 25 they are 
called—he often prolonged his work, until the 
shadows of evening were fast shutting out even 
the subdued Jight by which he brought out the 
figtires on the canvass. Here and there, a soli- 
tary image of a saint filled up its appropri- 
ate niche, showing ghastly and white in the 
approaching darkness. The short wintry twi- 
light had faded too soon. A. few moments more 
of light would have fixed an expression, which 
he might vainly seek for the next day. 

Ho had seized a taper from the altar, and was 
about to pus the brush to his work, when a deep 
sigh, which, in the stillness of the church, strack 
on his ear, that seemed to come from the recesses 
of a wounded heart. Believing it to be some 
poor penitent, who had chosen this silent hour 
to pray for pardon and acceptance, he abstained 
from looking round, or even moving, so that he 
might not interrupt the solemn service, which he 
imagined was being offered. But as he stood, 
silently awaiting the close of the service, ashadow 
projected on the wall by the altar, caught his eye, 
and he tarned to see who thus intruded on his 
labors, and broken the spell which bound him to 
the painting eo much longer than usnal. It was 
a slight, frail figere that.stood before him, and 
as the light flashed upon the face, he thought he 
had seen it before. Memory was busy with a 
scene in Florence, where he faintly remembered, 
some such face as this might have been, when 
not worn by suffering as now. 

Gradually all the events of that night came 
beck to him. A memory df a frantic father, a 
dying mother, and a sweet, suffering daughter, 
rose up before him. It was his own hand that 
had closed that mother’s eyes, his own hand that 
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STORY OF A SCULPTOR. 


had led away the maniac, and wiped the tears of 
the danghter. Afterwards, tt was by his exer- 
tions that Armida Villetti, the last of a noble 
Florentine family, was admitted into a convent, 
—not as a nun—for that she refused to be, inex- 
plicably to Antonio, who thought that one so 
desolate, might well become the bride of Heaven 
—but as a teacher of harp-music, in which she 
excelled. Satisfied that he had done well in 
thus placing her in safety, and absorbed in his 
art, Armida had passed out of his mind, except 
for some occasional likeness that he encotntered 
sometimes, in the beautiful faces which he 
painted, or the heads that he sculptured, remind- 
ing him of the grace and loveliness of hers. 

His first glance showed him now, a pale, worn 
face, with large, sorrowfnl eyes—so large indeed, 
that they seemed preternatural ; a wasted figure, 
and hands, through which it seemed as if light 
would be visible, so thin and transparent they 
looked as she meekly crossed them on her bosom. 
He forgot the years that had elapsed since 
he left her in the convent—forgot that she had 
grown older, just as he had done; and with 
almost a paternal salutation, he said : 

“My poor child! My little Armida! what 
have they dono to you, that you look so des- 
olate?” 

The checked fountain of her tears flowed fast 
at the words of kindness. He took her hand, 
and led her ont of the chareh, where the cold, 
bracing air revived her. The old sacristan came 
to close the doors of the chareh; and Antonio 
asked shelter for the stranger, in his dwelling 
near by, and after the evening refreshment: had 
been taken, she explained why she was here. 
A continued series of threats and persecutions 
had been employed to press her into beeoming 8 
nun ; her peculiar talent being very desirable to 
be retained in the convent permanently. Her 
repugnance to a religious life had been so strong, 
as to make this attempt at compulston very hate- 
fal and abhorrent to her; while at the same 
time, the thought of her friendless and desolate 
state had made her almost frantic. She had 
heard nothing of her father for a long time, but 
had hoped that he would sometime recover, 
and return to her. Every ray of hope was 
however shut out by the news of his death; and, 
sick at heart, and feeble in frame, she bad man- 
aged to escape, by snatebing up the hooded 
cloak of one of her day pupils, and thus passing 
out without saspicion. 

Probably there had not been much search for 
her, lest her disclosures might prejudice the 
public; so that sho travelled at last, slowly and 
without fear. One man’s fame had penetrated 
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to the interfor of thet gloomy convent. His’ 
paintings hung on its walls; his statues ddorned 
its gardens, and filled the niches in its chapel; 
and added to all this, he had once saved her 
from utter misery. To whom could she flee? 
Knowing nothing of the world, its forms or con- 
ventionalities, ahe saw no impropriety in seeking 
him; and step by step she had traced him hither; 
her own innocence, and his name upon her lips, 
equally protecting her from insult; and her sor- 
rowfal look engaging the compassion of the 
peasants, who readily supplied her with bread, 
wine and milk, and a night’s rest, as she jour- 
neyed towards the Venetian territory. 

Had Antonio possessed a romantic spirit, it 
might be recorded that he toek the signorina for 
his bride ; but such was his calm, gentle benev- 
olence, that he seemed not to know that any emo- 
tion, save perhaps of gratitude, could be hidden 
beneath that fast restoring color, which he soon 
joyfully beheld tinging the cheeks of his “ little 
nun,” as he calted her. While he painted, she 
was almost constantly playing on the great organ 
in the church — sometimes softly, sometimes 
grandly, as suited her mood ; his gentle, pater- 
nal manner towards her ancozisciously tempering 
her ardent love for him, and subduing it toa 
deep reverence. 

There was a nrarriage in the church one day, 
and Armida shrank from the crowd, and took 
refage beside her benefactor. The bride was 
young and pretty; the groom, at least, seventy. 
She looked at her diamonds—the baubles with 
which she was purchased—seemingly waconscious 
of the giver. It was the old story—so long 
known, and 80 often repeated, bat still new and 
fresh as ever — of frozen winter and smiling 
spring—of December and May. Antonio turned 
his eyes away, and saw Armida’s cheeks crim- 
soning with the flush of restored health. It 
scemed to him as if her logt youth had come 
back to her, 20 purely lovely had she become, 
siace she had sheltered herself under his smile. 

The crowd were just passing out of thechurch, 
and when the last footstep crossed the threshold, 
the painter took up his brush again. 

“What a desecration!” he said at last, to 
Armida, who was musing thoughtfully. “I shall 
never marry,” he continued, softly speaking, as 
if to himself. ‘There are so many weddings, 
but so few marriages. I shall find mine in the 
other sphere, perhaps, but not here.” 

Armide’s sentence was contained in the above 
words; and she bore it nobly. If her love and 
grief did not all subside at once, it was soon 
mellowed into a tranqnil peace, that made her 
worthy to become his bride in heaven. 
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‘When, fifteen years lat-z, Pius VIL inscribed 
the name of Antonio Canova in the golden book 
of the capitol, declaring him to have “deserved 
well of the city of Rome,” and bestowing upon 
him the marquisate of Ischia, ands pension of 
three thousand scudi, for restoring the works of 
art to Rome, there was one heart that beat with 
gladness that he was entering upon the last year 
of his threescore, with new honors and new 
prosperity. And when in a few more years, 
Venice mourned him, and both continents took 
up the wail for a great and good man departed, 
& woman—not sad or weeping, but with a look 
of inspiration upon the face that showed, as yet, 
no sign of age, entered the ivy-covered church 
at Passagno, cast a single glance at the altar- 
piece, and then turning to the organ, she waked 
its grand, triumphant chords, and sang “I know 
that my Redeemer liveth!” 

Who knoweth that she is not the bride which 
he expected to find in another world? Who 
knoweth thet the unselfish, sacrificing love of 
true hearts, shall not meet with the reward it 
never knew below ? 





HAPPINESS. 


Is pleasure willing to keep her assignation 
with thee equally m an open cow-howse and a 
decorated parlor? says John Forster. Thou art 
a happy man. Dost thou behold goodness, 
though accom pated with vulgarity, with com- 
placence? and baseness, though arrayed in cle- 

ce, with disgust? Thou art a happy man. 
ost thou behold inferior talents without vanity, 
and superior ones without envy? Thou art a 
happy man. While thou art diffusing gay 
pleasure through thy social circle, and recei 
pleasure from it, is thy cheerfulness undam 
when thou observest Death drawing a chair, and 
taking e place among the company? Thon art 
& happy man. Dost thon pray, not because thou 
dreadest curses, but because thou hopest bless- 
ings? Thou srtahappy man. ‘Does not thy 
retrospect of regret cast a shade over thy pros- 
pect of hope? Thou art a happy man. Amidst 
prosperity, canst thou detect the futility of means 
which may have gained thee pleasure !—in mis- 
fortune, canst thou triumph in the rectitude of 
those measures of wisdom to which yet success 
may have been denied? Thou arta happy man. 
Let the windows of thy soul, like the windows 
of a house, not disclosé everything within ; but at 
Ge name time, admit notices of everything from 
without. 





SPRING. 


Go forth issued the seasons of the year; 

First Insty spring, all dight In leaves of Sowers 

That freshly budded, and new blossoms did bear, 

In which a thousand birds had built their bowers, 

That sweetly sung to call forth parsmours; 

And on his head (as fit for warlike stores) 

A gilt engraven morion he did wear, 

‘That as eome did him love, eo others did him fear. 
Srevemn. 





FLOWERS IN THE WINDOW. 


LINES FOR LIZZIE'S ALBUM. 





BY W. FELIX TIMBER. 





Sweet, artless maid! thy sparkling eye— 
Whence all the darts of Cupid fly; 
Where all the silvery moonbeams seem 
‘To nestle in a twilight dream, 
Hath wove around my heart a spel! 
No living tongue can ever tell. 

But I shall sing to every flower 
‘The rapture of that biisefal hour, 
‘When thy sweet spirit flew to me 
Like a soft strain from ‘ memory’s sea;”” 
T'd loved in childhood’s ruby morn, 
Brer Passion had revealed his thorn, 
And poured within my melting soul,” 
A stream of rapture, that sball rofl 
Through Gowery fields and vine-clad hills, 
Chiming its joy in all the rills; 
By day, reflect yon glorious blue; 
By night, the stars that wander through, 
And glow fa life's tempestuous stream, 
A holy, bright, and glorious beam ;” 
In which I'd guide my light cance, 
‘And pray that Heaven may smile on you, 
TIIl nearer, clearer, comes the toll 
Of the dark bell, whose solemn roll 
Filings a bleak shadow o'er my soul; 
Bver and onward, till that sea, 
Still unexplored, shall chime to me 
Its unrecorded melody. 

————__+ 24+ 


FLOWERS IN THE WINDOW. 





BY RACHEL MOORE. 





Fon the first time since its completion, Harry 
Walden and his new mae bride went over their 
new house together, one lovely morning early in 
June. Anda charming little new house it was— 
with the brightest, neatest, best arranged kitchen 
@ young housekeeper like Amy could ask; with 
the cosiest sitting-room, the prettiest and most 
tasteful parlor, the airiest and pleasantest of 
sleeping-apartments. 

And when they had been all over the house 
together, they came back once more to the neat, 
cool, airy sitting-room, with its pretty carpet of 
green and oak, its pure, light-painted walls hang 
here and there with beautiful engravings ; its 
simple cottage farniture, where Amy’s pleased 
glance fell upon pretty cane chairs of her own 
favorite pattern, a beautiful little escritoire for 
her books and papers, her tiny work-table stand- 
ing between the windows, and the low sewing 
chair for her own especial use, drawn up beside 
it; and then her smiling eyes turned to the win- 
dows themselves, which were open, with their 
snowy linen shades half raised, and letting in 
the soft June sunlight, and the: lovely June air, 


fragrant with the odor of flowers in the window. 


FLOWERS IN THE WINDOW. 


Harry’s hand—the carefal hand of a young 
and loving husband—had had the arrangement 
of everything in and about this pretty little 
household ; and with a happy heart, he watched 
his wife’s pleased eyes glancing s0 bright, so satis- 
fied, from one thing to another about her. 

“You like it all, Amy?’ he said, with a 
smile. 

“Like it? O, yes, Harry! How pretty, how 
tasteful everything is! this room that I shall sit 
in has everything so convenient and pleasant— 
and the flowers in the window! how beautiful 
they are! and so fragrant—so full of bloom !” 

Smiling, he led her to the windows to inhale 
their perfume. 

* ¥es—I knew your love of flowers; and Ihad 
so much pleasure in arranging them! They 
make the room so pleasant, do they not ?” 

“* Yes, pleasant and homelike. Ah, how deli- 
cious!” smiled the young wife, lingering to 
breathe their odors again and again. 

“And not only are they pleasant to us, Amy, 
but the sight of flowers blooming in a window is 
sweet to many and many a passer-by who sees 
such things rarely. I thought of it while I was 
putting them there.” 

Tenderly Amy kissed the kind hand that held 
her own. “Dear Harry,” she said, lovingly, 
“you think of every one!” 

“And I thought, Amy,” he went on, “that 
whenever, as you sit in this room, you see little 
children, or poor people snch as may often pass, 
going by and looking up at the flowers in the 
‘window, you could cut off for them seme of the 
blossoms they may covet. So that perhaps our 
fiowers may make some other hearts as happy as 
ours.” 

Treasuring in her loving heart the words of 
her kind and thoughtful husband, Amy turned 
with him at last from the window. She remem- 
bered them the next day, when Harry was gone 

- away for the day, and she came into the sitting- 
room to water her plants. Standing behind their 
blossoming screen, she showered the bright drops 
upon them till their leaves hung wet and glisten- 
ing ; and while she watched the colored rays of 
light glancing through the dripping water, a 
party of merry school children came running 
gaily by. 2 

“ What pretty flowers!” said one of them—a 
gay litle girl of ten, who made Amy think of 
her favorite little sister Sarah, whom she had left 
behind when she came from the country. 

And the children half-stopped, looking partly 
at the flowers, and: partly at Amy’s pretty face 
behind their thick-clustering leaves. Smilingly, 
Amy clipped off a knot of gay blossoms and 
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scattered them suddenly among the childish 
group. There was an eager scrambling,  mer- 
ry laugh, in which Amy’s was not the least merry 
or sweet—a chorus of thanks, and the children 
with their fragrant treasures divided among them 
ran on to school. Later a little palé, ragged boy 
came by selling matches. 

“Matches—matches! bay some matches, 
please, ma’am 1?” he cried, looking at Amy 
through the window where she sat sewing. 

Amy’s purse came out—a tiny piece of silver 
was drawn from it, and she placed it on the sill 
outside, while the boy drew from his basket half- 
a dozen bundles of bis wares, and passed them 
up to her. As he took the silver and put it in 
his pocket, a little knot of roses and heliotropes 
fell into his basket. 

“For me, ma’am ?” he said, looking up won- 
deringly. 

“Yes,” was Amy’s pleasant apswer; and the 
surprised look, the smile, and the grateful “thank 
you,.ma’am,” did her very heart good. 

And after this, many « little cluster of blos- 
soms was bestowed by Amy's kindly fingers; 
now on a lame child who came limping by on 
crutches; now on a poor woman, going along 
with her baby, that crowed and clapped its little . 
pale hands at the sight of the blooming treasures ; 
and again, when a wan-looking milliner’s girl, 
half pausing at the window, looked with longing 
eyes at the flowers upon the sill. Flowers that 
she never hoped to raise in the dreary back attic 
where she lodged ; that she never beheld, in the 
half twilight of the sunless, silent work-room, 
where day after day, she was dradging her life 
away for a mean pittance to bay her scanty por- 
tion of daily bread. 

The poor little milliner carried her precious 
flowers with her as she went to her day’s labor, 
and dreamed over them all day long of green 
country lanes, and broad blue skies, and free 
sunshine that she might only see in dreams— 
and the baby played with its nosegay, with the 
delight with which a petted child of fortune would 
have welcomed its gilded and costly toys; the 
little lame cHild forgot that he was lame, while 
sitting down on a doorstone, he leaned his head 
upon his hand, and with curious eyes studied the 
mysteries of every silken leaf and bud, thinking 
how wonderful they were, and remembering 
something he had heard of a kind hand that 
made flowers alike for poor and rich. 

And thus, while Amy scattered flowers, sho 
was also sowing seed. Among her childish “ pen- 
sioners,” as Amy half-playfully, half-affection- 
ately called them; there was one who passed her 
window nearly every day; ® pretty, delicate, 
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almost frail-looking child of some eleven or 
twelve years of age; a child for whose daily ap- 
proach Amy gradually found herself watching 
with interest. She was poorly, plainly dressed, 
yet neat and tidy-looking; the faded hues and 
worn texturé of her garments being only equalled 
by their fresh and cleanly look. 

Every day she came by the window; and 
every day she received from Amy’s gentle fin- 
gers, a knot of fragrant blossoms. e 

Amy only smiled as she gave them ; and this 
mile, with the little girl’s grateful look, and low- 
spoken, earnest thanks, were all that passed be- 
tween them on.these occasions. There was not 
a day in which this child failed to pass the win- 
dows, not one day, let the sun shine, or the rain 
fall, she came regularly, and never failed to re- 
ceive her accustomed gift of flowers. 

Amy often mentioned this child in her evening 
talks with Harry; so that he came at last to 
make a point of asking each evening, if she had 
been during the day to receive her flowers. 

“Do you not know her name, Amy ?” he ask- 
ed thoughtfully, once. ° ‘ 

No, Amy did not. “It is odd—but I never 
thought of asking her,” she said. “I suppose it 
is because there are so many others who come in 
the same way, and I should never think of ask- 
img their names, so many, youknow. But I 
mean to ask her to-morrow, Harry. Perhaps we 
may be of use to her, or te the family if they 


need help.” 
Anotber morning saw the pale little girl com- 


ing along earlier than usual—paler than ever 
before, and her large, blue eyes heavy and dim 
with tears. Harry had not yet gone away, Amy 
was sewing a button on his sleeve as he sat by 
her at the work-table, and neither of them knew 
the child was so near, till the door-bell rang, and 
Amy answering its summons, beheld the little 
girl standing there. 

“Why, poor child! what is the matter?” she 
said, kindly, taking one of the tiny hands in her 
own and drawing her into the passage-way— 
“what is the matter?” 

The child’s face flushed painfully, and Amy’s 
tender words brought a burst of sorrowful tears. 

“O, ma’am, he’s dead!” 

“My dear little girl—who is dead ?” 

“O, ma’am, my brother—my dear brother 
Charley! him that the flowers were always for! 
O, he loved them so much—and he wont need 
them any more now !” 

The tears were streaming over the child’s face 
like rain; and Amy’s own eyes were overflowing 
as she lifted them to those of her husband, who 


had come out to the door. Fe 





FLOWERS IN THE WINDOW. 


“0, Harry—Harry !’”” she said, remulously— 
“ Harry, hear her!” 

“My dear,” he said, gently, “bring her in.” 
And each holding a hand of the child, they led her 
into the sitting-room. 

There, with the rapid tears rendering her words 
broken and painful, she told the simple story 
over, that needed so little time to tell. It was 
her brother Charley, who had been sick. for so 
long, and had died this morning; and she had 
come to let the lady who had been so kind to 
him know about it. 

“My child,” said Harry, gently, “where do 
you live ? we will go home with you.” 

And soon the husband and wife were on their 
way to the dwelling of the child. It was not far 
distant ; they had only the length of a few streets 
to walk, and in an humble tenement, the home 
of respectable and honest poverty, they found 
what they were seeking. A plainly, poorly-far- 
nished, yet clean and tidy room, with a pale, sor- 
row-bowed woman weeping hy the hearth for the 
treasure she had Jost; and lying upon a narrow 
couch in the corner, that ere long he would ex- 
change for one narrower yet, the rigid form of the 
young man—the child’s dead brother—the wid- 
ow’s only son. 

The.sheet that covered him, was folded aside, 
discovering a pale and wasted, but beautiful and 
serene face, beering the traces of a long illness, 
patiently borne ; the heavy, gold. fringed lids were 
closed calmly over the fall eyes—the fair hair 
smoothed away from the pleasant brow that seem- 
ed yet to wear the smile it had known in life. 
It was already arranged for its last resting-place. 
The thin, white hands, were crossed upon the 
breast, and one of them held a little bunch of 
faded flowers—Amy’s flowers. Their perfame 
lingered yet around the dead. He had died with 
them in his hand, asking that they might go with 
him to his grave—with the blessing of the dying 
breathing over the last of THE FLOWERS IN THE 
WINDOW. 





BEAUTY. 
‘What greater torment ever could have been 
Than to enforce the fair to live retired! 
For what is beauty if it be not seen? 
Or what is't to be seen—if not admired? 
And though admired, unless in love desired? 
Never were cheeks of roses, locks of amber, 
Ordained to live imprisoned in a chamber. 


Nature created beauty for a view, 
{like as the fire for heat, the sun for light:) 
‘ne fair do hold this privilege as due, 
By anctent charter, to live most in sight, 
And she that is debarred it bath not right 
In vaio our friends from this do us dehort, 
For beauty will be where is mest resort.—Dawim.. 





Calumny may be defined, a mixture of trath 
and falsehood blended with malice. 
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A BIRD GOING OVER THE FALLS. 


BY musa. 





On the giddy verge of a cliff I stood, 
And beard Niagara's thunders roar, . 
And watched the mist that from the flood 
Ascended like an incense forever more. 


I saw the billows madly bound, 
Like living things in frantic play, 
Filnging thelr feathery spray around, 
And dashing madly on their way. 


And onward still, they fiercely urged, 
Wave o'erleaping wavy, until 

Upon the cataract's very verge 
‘The tambling flood grew smooth and still. 


‘Then swifter than the stream of thought, 
The mighty torrent swept along, 
‘Till foaming, thundering down, it sought 
‘The depths earth’s central caves among. 
Each sense absorbed in that of night, 
Long silent, gazing there I stood, 
Awed by a feeling of His might, 
‘Who piled the rocks and poured the flood. 
And 2s I gazed a bird flew by— 
A tiny, bright-hued, joyous thing, 
New soaring aloft through the asare sky, 
Now skimming the wave on extended wing. 
I watched it wheel o'er the rushing stream, 
Till it stooped its pinlons bright to lave, 
Then quick as the lightning’s arrowy gleam, 
It vanished beneath the hurrying wave. 
>Twas only a bird, and no frightened call 
‘Told that its nest was desolate, 
And save His who notes the sparrow’s fall, 
Few eyes there were that beheld {ts fate. 


But its little mate, where the nestlings rest, 
Shall wait in the greensward long; 
‘He comes no more to the lonely nest— 
‘Though she pours to recall hiax her sweetest song 
ree 


THE LAST OF THE SAVELLI. 
AN HISTORICAL FACT. 


BY MARY A. LOWELL. 

In the very shadow of the Appenines, lies a 
little village whose name is too insignificant to 
be traced on any map, and is only remarkable for 
being the site of one or two summer castles be- 
longing to the Roman nobility. The other 
dwellings are those of peasants, with here and 
there a habitation of a somewhat higher order, 
belonging to decayed families ; and these have, 
mostly, a look of thé past stamped upon them 
that heralds the “unsubstantial vision” that 
will soon be all that is left of them. 

t; Somewhere about the middle of the sixteenth 
century, there stood one of those summer palaces 
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whose beauty was equal to its fragility. Taste 
and skill had presided over its erection, giving it 
fair and beautiful proportions, and adorning it, 
without and within, with all that could please the 
eye—but lacking the solid and imperishable look 
that distinguishes the buildings in cities. 

This belonged to the Duke of Savelli. Some 
of the people living here, were his vassals; and 
the castle, when the duke’s family were absent 
at Rome, which was nearly the whole year, was 
the object of their care and attention. 

One of these persons, Michello Roberti, had a 
very beautiful daughter, Arvia, whose talents and 
accomplishments were far beyond her station. 
The library and pictare-gallery of the duke were 
consigned to her especial oversight; and she 
would shut herself up in them whole days, 
eagerly appropriating their treasures to her own 
improvement. : 

She had been betrothed, when scarcely more 
than a child, to a young man of her own rank in 
life, but with far less intelligence. Christoforo 
was handsome, bat scarcely intellectual enough 
to be a companion for the daughter of Roberti, 
who was, himself, a man of strong natural 
abilities. 

Still Arvia liked the strong, healthfal and 
handsome peasant, whose whole life was devoted 
to her, and whose only care was to gather all the © 
wealth which an Italian peasant might ever hope 
for, to shower itupon her. Already the pretty 
cottage was built, and the vines planted around 
it. Already a little olive grove was obtained hy 
his untiring labor, and even the wine was pur- 
chased for the bridal. : 

Christoforo wondered, and was sometimes 
chagrined at Arvia’s preference of the duke’s 
library, when he asked her to come and see some 
new invention which he had made for her com- 
fort and convenience ; for the youth, although 
not much given to book-learning, was both skil- 
fal and inventive in mechanical labor. His own 
hands had performed almost the entire work of 
building his cottage ; and when finished, it was, 
indisputably, a sweet, picturesque casket for the 
jewel he intended to place in it. 

He spoke almost testily to Arvin about this 
preference; and she, looking up at him with her 
soft, liquid eyes, only answered : 

“It will be only for a few days. Spring has 
advanced so suddenly that the Savelli will seon 
come to the castle. Then no more reading-nor 
painting for me!” 

“No; but there will be work in our cottage, 
love, for which I trust all these fine studics of 
yours will not give you a distaste. Remember, 
Arvia, a peasant’s wife must do many. things 
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that her husband would willingly, nay joyfully, 
spare her from doing, did not poverty forbid.” 

“Nor shalLJ be unwilling to perform them— 
believe me, Christo! Bat as you have tried so 
hard to embellish your cottage outwardly, surely 
I may be pardoned for wishing to have some of 
my own within it. You will be pleased, Iknow, 
when I show you the paintings I have executed, 
and with which I intend to adorn the walls ; that 
is, if you approve my wish.” 

“Who has taught you these things?” asked 
Christoforo, suddenly, and with a singular ex- 
pression on his countenance. 

“No one, Christo. I am selftaught, as far as 
‘Lam taught at all. Ihave a natural taste for 
«drawing, and the rest comes easily enough, with 
«the aide I find in the castle.” 

Her lover was satisfied; and Arvin devoted 
therself, with redoubled earnestness, to finish a 
pacture which she had copied from one in the 
Barelli collection, and which, if it did not reach, 
«did mot, at least, shame the original. 

Ga the very day on which she hoped to com- 
plete x, the faniily was to arrive. Her hurry to 
get through with her task, and to remove the 
evidenoes of it from the room where she had 
‘painted, did but retard her efforts; and she had 
the vexatien.of seeing the carriages driven into 
the court-yard before she had given the last 
touches to her picture. 

She cousoled herself with thinking that the 
family would net¢dream of coming into that re- 
mote part of the castle that evening. It was 
near sunset, and she believed herself safe, as 
already she heard preparations going on for an 
early supper. She had finished at last, and 
the pictare was standiag on the easel, too freshly 
painted to remove. flew she should gut * away, 
was the question; bet she thought her father 
might be able to take é&t away in the moming, 
before the family should have risen. 

One last look, and thea she would leave it. 
Bhe placed it exactly in the right light, and stood 
gexing at it with a pardonable pride; and s 
pleasant feeling came over her, at the thought of 
seeing it in Christoforo’s beautiful little home. 
And then the subject, too, was so fitting!—a 
merry gathering of Italian peasants in their 
picturesque costume, enjoying a gala day in the 
woods; @ pair of lovers wandering off by them- 
selves, and a roguish boy pointiag the attention 
of the whole party to the tree behind which they 
stood, but which did not hide the girl’s white 
dress. It was a simple picture, and Arvia had 
the good taste to feel that it was more appropri- 
ate for her fatare home, than those where lords 
and knights were dépicted. 
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She stood thus until the twilight came on, in 
which she hoped to get home unnoticed, when 
the door gently opened, and one of the Savelli, 
as she knew by the strong family resemblance, 
entered the room. She judged him to be Ro- 
mano, a son of the duke, who had been absent 
on his travels for several years, but who, she had 
heard, had now returned. She stood in the 
shadow, trembling at what he might consider her 
presumption, and not daring tomove. Once she 
thought he was about to leave without noticing 
her, in the dim twilight of the room ; but just as 
her hope was highest, and he was at the door, he 
caught a glimpse of her figure and returned. 

It may be that Arvia’s surroundings, of late, 
had given a perceptible air of dignity and grace 
to her appearance. Certainly Romano Savelli 
had no mocking look, when he addressed her as 
“ Lady,’ and greeted her as he would a princess. 

She made her excuses in a modest and tremu- 
lous voice, which, however, resumed its clear, 
silvery tone before she finished speaking. He 
listened, as if epell-bound, and again addressed 
her as before. 

“Indeed, my lord prince,” she said, “I am no 
visitor, as you seem to think, but only the 
daughter of Roberti, the duke’s servant. I have 
to ask pardon for intruding here; but my desire 
to eopy this picture, made me bold. Forgive 
me, and I will take it away directly !” 

He scarcely comprehended her. The daugh- 
ter of his father’s servant, and making not only 
very tolerable, but really admirable copies of 
some of his best paintings! It mystified him 
completely ; and while he was pondering upon 
it, Arvia made her way to the door. Of course, 
he could not impede her exit; but he threw 
himself into a chair, after the vision had de- 
parted, and wondered if indeed he had been 
awake or dreaming. 

Romano Savelli was one of the most gifted 
sons of Rome. He had hardly attained his 
twenty-first yéar, and already he had exhausted 
the stores of learning. The hope and pride of 
his family, they had already negotiated a mar- 
riage for him with the young and lovely daughter 
of a noble Neapolitan, and only the extreme 
youth of the lady prevented it from taking place. 
Eight hundred thousand scudi was the sum 
named for the bride’s dowry. Romano had 
never yet seen her; but the fortune was a temp- 
tation to the duke, his father, and hitherto the 
young prince had been obedient to his wishes. 

He was, in person and manners, the perfection 
of nobleness and dignity—causing him to be 
worshipped by the class of patricians to which 
he belonged, as much as he was loved and cher- 
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ished by his own family: Altogether, Romano 
Savelli was an idol which all would have been 
shocked to see descend from the pedestal on 
which it was placed ; and hitherto he had shown 
no disposition to abandon it. He lived in an 
atmosphere of love and adulation, and if it had 
been withdrawn, he would have died. 

No one had suspected that under the calm, 
self-possessed, dignified exterior of the prince, a 
passionate nature existed, which, once roused, 
would never be subdued until a great wrong had 
been done, to either himself or others. True, 
the demon had seldom or never been awakened ; 
but woe to him or to her who should awaken it! 

Such was the being whom Arvia had met for 
the first time. .She had been struck by the 
beauty of his countenance, and the inexpressible 
sweetness of his voice; but further than that, 
she thought of nothing but the intrusion of 
which she had been guilty. 

On the morning succeeding her strange inter- 
view, she besought her father to go for her pic- 
tures and materials as early as possible. He did 
so, and returned with the news that the duke’s 
son was there in the room, and was pleased to 
admire the paintings and to ask many questions 
respecting the artist. 

Arvia said not a word. She helped her father 
to frame the paintings, and to carry them to 
Christoforo’s cottage, where already he had re- 
moved the simple farniture they would require. 
Christoforo was there, when they arrived. He 
had never seen any specimen of Arvia’s genius, 
and he received them with surprise and delight. 

“They are too beautiful for the rest of our 
surroundings,” he said; but Arvia thought oth- 
erwise, and told him that if she could only have 
plenty of flowers, her rooms would be quite 
splendid enough for her. 

They talked long and pleasantly of their fature, 
and parted with kind words and looks, such as 
linger fondly in the memory of lovers. 

As the maiden turned from the little home so 
soon to be hers, she encountered the, prince; 
and, much to her annoyance, he turned and 
walked by her side. She was embarrassed, 
thinking only of her intrusion at the castle. Be- 
fore parting, the infatuated prince declared her 
love for her in such terms as made it plain to 
her that he would never give her up, until she 
should be safe under Christoforo’s protection. 
She determined, in this view of the case, no 
longer to delay the marriage which Christoforo 
was constantly wishing to take place. 

She tried to get rid of the prince, on plea of 
ah engagement at home; but he insisted on ac- 
companying her thither, and her father was too 
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dependent on the duke to allow her to affront his 
son by refusing so simple a request, even though 
she constantly felt the discrepancy of the prince 
and herself walking together, and trembled lest 
she should be seen with him. Christoforo, she 
knew, would be racked with jealousy; and, 
altogether, the poor girl entered her home as 
miserable and wretched as she had hitherto been 
happy and cheerful. _ . 

Importuned constantly, as she was, to dismiss 
her affianced hnsband, and annoyed by the rich 
presents which Romano was always sending her, 
but which she scrupulously refused to accept, she 
was driven, almost to desperation—the more, be- 
cause her father, to whom she had confided the 
persecutions of the prince, feared to acquaint the 
duke with his son’s passion for one so far beneath 
his own rank. 

One thing, however, he could do; and that 
was, to keep his daughter out of his way until 
she was Christoforo’s wife. Arvia’s mother, a 
sensible, good woman, hastened on the marriage 
as much as possible, to prevent the ill effects of 
close confinement within doors on her daughter's 
health. In fact, everything was conducted with 
as mach prudence and delicacy as possible— 
their dread, being, chiefly, that the affair should 
transpire at the castle. 

The marriage day arrived, and the bridal train 
proceeded to the church. Never had Arvia 
looked so lovely as on this day. Her thoughts 
‘were all concentrated in the solemn ceremony 
which was taking place, and an expression of 
calm happiness rested on her beautiful features. 
She forgot the prince and his persecutions, and 
gave up her whole soul to the words of the priest 
who was the friend and adviser of the Roberti 
family, and had known her from childhood. 

Christoforo, too, was manly and self-possessed 
on this day; and every one thought it was a 
pleasant bridal to witness, of two so handsome 
and equally matched. Not every one—for be- 
hind a pillar, in thedarkest corner of the church, 
stood Romano Savelli, the picture of despair 
and rage. To see the only woman whom he 
had ever loved, torn from him in this way, was 
death to his pride, as well as bitter for his affec- 
tionate and loving heart. It made a madman 
of him ; and, peaceful as his outer life had ever 
been, he now swore revenge. 

. In coming egt, the bridal train passed the 
very angle where he stood. He came forward a 
few steps, so that her garmefits touched him. 
He leancd towards her, and whispered in her 
ear. Till then, she had not seen him. She 
grew pale as death, and leaned heavily on 
Christoforo’s arm; but the bridegroom saw 
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nothing, and joyfully clasped her nearer—and 
then Romano disappeared. 

The few days devoted to wedding festivities 
and company were over, and Arvia had settled 
down in her little home, and Christoforo had 
gone to the duke’s vineyard, to his labor, She 
was happy in that home, save for one thought. 
The whispered words on her marriage day still 
rung in her ears. She busied herself about her 
house, which was like a little paradise, with its 
olive grove and vines without, and the flowers 
and pictures within. 

She had prepared Christoforo’s simple dinner, 
carried it with her own hands to the vineyard, 
and sat down at her window to read. It was the 
first time she had taken a book, since the Savelli 
had arrived; and absorbed in its contents, she 
heeded not that there was an eye at the window 
opposite, watching her. She was on the garden 
side of the house. A light railing separated the 

“possessions of Christoforo from another's, and 
Romano had hired the room of their neighbor, to 
watch Arvia’s movements. When, at length, 
she raised her eyes and saw that he was in her 
own garden, having leaped the railing, and stood 
before the window, she almost shrieked aloud; 
but at that moment, Christoforo opened the 
door at the other side of the cottage, and she ran 
eagerly to meet him. 

It is useless to record the persecutions of that 
summer. Romano was constantly writing tq 
her—constantly sending costly and beautiful 
presents. She showed the letters to her husband, 
and returned the presents. At length, Christo- 
foro declared that he would give the prince a 
lesson which he should never forget, and which 
should leave her in peace from his absurd and 
annoying attentions. He compelled Arvia to 
answer a passiongte lettor from the prince, ap- 
pointing an interview ; and Christoforo, dressed 
as 2 woman, was toreceive him. The absurdity 
of such an affair, and the dread of its being 
known, would, he assured his wife, be the means 
of driving Savelli back to Rome, where the 
family had already taken up their abode—the 
summer being now over. 

Arvia, knowing the jealous temper of her 
husband, dared not resist the plan, although she 
had an indefinite dread of its result.. She wrote 
to Christoforo’s dictation; and shutting herself 
in her chamber, she left him to @wait the prince, 
in the disguise of: a woman. She heard Romano 
when he came—a dead silence succeeded, and 
then, the sharp ringing sound of a pistol echoed 
through the house. The presentiment was only 
too true! 

\Arvia awoke from her long, long swoon to find 
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herself in the prison-house at Borgo Castello. 
Her husband had fled, as soon as the deed was 
committed which destroyed the prince; and sho 
was awaiting examination as a witness, or per- 
haps accomplice. Her asseverations of inno- 
cence were unheeded; and the Savelli family 
were determined that she should die. Even the 
rack was applied to make her confess; but she 
remained true to her first statement, and declared 
her ignorance of her husband’s intentions. Great 
efforts were made to find Christoforo, upon 
whose head a price of thirty thousand scudi was 
set, and leaders of banditti were negotiated with 
to find and deliver him, but without success. 

Margaret of Austria, daughter of Charles V., 
and wife of Octavio Farnese, the Pope’s grand- 
son, was then residing in Rome. The fame of 
Arvia’s beauty reached her, and she visited her 
in prison. To the prisoner, debarred for months 
from any of her own sex, this visit was like, 
that of an angel. 

She related every particular to the princess, 
who, struck by the intelligence and beauty of the 
youthfal prisoner, applied to Paul III. for her 
release. ‘The Pope was ready to consent, if she 
could win the Duke of Savelli, and the broken- 
hearted father listened to her words, and with- 
drew the persecution of the unfortunate Arvia, 
who was now set at liberty. 

The poor duke was soon after seized with a 
fever, resulting in madness; and, dying in a 
lunatic asylum, the title ended with his life. 
Arvia returned to her solitary home; but the 
loneliness and gloom connected with the fatal 
remembrance of her brief period of happiness 
there, made it insupportable.. She entered into 
service in the household of Margaret of Austria, 
to whose solicitations alone she owed her life. 
The princess was much attached to her unfortu- 
nate attendant, and kept her constantly about 
ber person; and by her tender solicitude, she 
partly weaned her from her deep grief. 

Of her husband, she never heard again, ex- 
cept from unreliable sources. Some persons 
said that he had been seen in Aleppo; but noth 
ing certain was known of his fate, from the mo 
ment in which he avenged the persecution of his 
wife so fearfully. 

+e 
Fiery Wine. 

The employment of sulphur in the trestment of the 
vine disease, has had » very singular and a very awkward 
effect. The wine made from grapes which have grown on 
vines so treated, has an unmistakable brimstone flavor. 
‘Those who are eingular enough to like « flery wine, may 
now have it in the highest degree; but the flavor is de- 


scribed by those who have experienced it, as being 
abominable. . 


’ THE MYSTERY. 


THE OWL. 





BY GEORGE H. COOMER. 
Tove to hear, when trees are bare, 
And woodland paths knee-deep with snow, 
‘The long halloo fll alt the air, 
Where fiits the great owl to and fro. 


Strange visions then the mind recalls, 
Of things Minerva’s bird has seen; 

Old crumbling towers and ghostly halls, 
‘Wherein the round-eyed ow! has been. 


Pve listened pensively, and felt 
My soul retarn to days gone by; 
To seasons when the old owl dwelt 
With grander folks than you and I. 


In days when want's remorseless frown 
Made poots seek the attic too, 

‘He watched them under shadows brown 
As the brown wing wherewith he flew. 


That nolseless wing, methinks, indeed, 
May once have waved o'er Otway’s head, 

While paused the bard in woful need 
*Twixt love of fame and want of bread. 


And while the poet's lamp grew dim, 
And dimmer still his hoped-for prise, 

The great owl through the garret grim 
Stared on his work with curious eyes. 


“Mayhap,” he mased, “ I'll live like you; 
Brief fashion dies, whate’er its cost, 
But nature's own creations, true 
To nature's self, can ne'er be lost.” 


And when as now his voice is heard, 
Or when I mark his ghostly fight, 
Tcan but love the solemn bird, 
That with old bards out-watched the night. 


oo 
THE MYSTERY. 





BY HARRY MCMAHON. 





TaeRe was nota spot—no, not a footof, ground 
about Merton Woods, that I had not explored 
thoroughly ; not a pond or lake in their vicinity 
where I had not bathed and fished. I knew 
the history of all the old houses and people, just 
as well as if I had been born amongst them— 
which I had not. I spent every summer there, 
—and all summer, too—not the miserable, foggy 
dog-days—and I can truly say that I relished it. 
No matter if that little town in New Hampshire, 
on the borders of the Ammonoosuc, did boast 
of but one church, and if that one stood for all 
Practical purposes of lectare-room, town hall and 
“‘meetin’ us.” No matter if all the people did 
Not understand all that the minister said. They 
were good, hospitable, kindly people, with a deal 
of plain, sound sense, and very littke nonsense. 
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There is ever, in these out-of-the-way places, 
some one or two families who seem scarcely to 
belong to the rest of the inhabitants, and yet are 
part and parcel of the village, and bound to the 
others by certain cords which would pain both _ 
parties to dissever. My connections lay equally 
with the highest and lowest of the village of 
Clydeville. I had my home with an old couple 
who lived at the end of the village, apart from 
every other family—a sweet, quiet place, where 
the stillness was almost unbroken through the 
long summer day, save by the rustling of the 
leaves, and the voice of the Ammonoosuc. 
Merton Woods formed the boundary to Clyde. 
ville, separating it from another and a busier 
town ; to which, however, I seldom bent my way, 
satisfied, as I was, with the waving cornfields, the 
rich meadows, and all the delightful scenery 
which rendered Clydeville so pleasant a retreat. 
My home was in an old farm-house, with wide, 
low rooms, ani standing almost in the midst of a 
locust grove, of my host’s own planting, which 
effectually hid all the unsightly accompaniments 
of the farm-yard. Two very high elms shaded 
the front of the house, and the orchard lay on 
the southern slope, displaying its thick blooms, 
or its crimson and golden fruit to the fall gaze 
of those who sailed on the pretty river. Alto- 
gether this was es comfortable and pleasant a 
home as I could have found. My hostess was 
the best and dearest of old ladies, and her hus- 
band, although somewhat aathoritative and dic- 
tatorial, was in the main, a good-hearted, kind 
man. There were three or four hired men, a 
stout country lassie, a thin, pale maiden, not 
over young, the niece of Mr. Fielding ; and the 
pretty, rosy grandchild of eight years, whose 
father and mother had left her to the care of the 
two old people when they died. - 
Miss Sophronia Fielding was, as Ihave hinted, 
an old maid; bat a meek and mild one, with 
not . drop of acid in her whole composition. 
Little Mand—where did they get that quaint old 
English name ?—was a rare little playmate, fall 
of mirth and laughter, yet with a wisdom occa- 
sionally, beyond her years, as chikdren are apt to 
have who live only with their elders. At the 
other extreme of the village, a loftier house than 
the farm could boast of, reared ite tall chimneys 
above the rest of fee dwellings. This was the 
abode of a gentleman named Clyde, the last 
representative of the family from which the town 
took its name. He lived alone, excepting that 
he employed an old woman to cook his meals, 
and keep the house in order; after doing which, 
she retired to a small cottage near by, never 
staying at her employer’s excepting when actu- 
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ally at work. That Mr. Clyde was an intense 
student, I inferred from the fact, that his light 
was streaming at nearly all hours of the night, 
from what I had been told were his library win- 
*dows. That he was a solitary, perhaps mis- 
anthropic man, I also inferred, from his lonely 
walks, his sails upon the river without a*com- 
panion, and an occasional shooting excursion on 
which I had met him in the woods. 

He interested me—this lonely being—lonely 
amidst a peculiarly social and companionable 
people. I longed to know something of the 
inner life of one whose outer was mingled so 
little with that’of others. There were times 
when I thirsted for more of intellectual life than 
Tcould find atthe farm-house. Pleasant and 
good as they were, there was not sufficient of the 
intellectual for a rainy day, when neither sport- 
ing nor sailing could be accomplished. Then I 
would have given much to have stepped quietly 
into Mr. Clyde’s library, and discuss with the 
close student some literary point, or wage with 
him the war of criticism. 

Moreover, his home had the reputation of being 
haunted. Some had seen the figure of a white 
lady, who was supposed to bea former Mrs. 
Clyde, at the window of the north chamber, by 
moonlight : and others had seen a boat, with a 
white figure in it, land close under the garden 
wall which was built on the river bank. A 
haunted house in the country is an object of no 
mean interest to visitors; and I longed to 
become acquainted with a man who had such a 
desirable curiosity in possession. But, strange 
to say, the name of Clyde was never mentioned 
by any one at the farm, and the only question I 
ever asked respecting him was met with such 
decided coolness, that I was prevented from ever 
renewing any conversation leading to the sub- 
ject. I said I was intimate with the highest and 
lowest of the Clydevillers. Sim Jackson, & poor, 
half crazed, half idiotic lad, was my helper in all 
excursions, whether of boating or shooting ; and 
although I ran some risk of his bringing me into 
a scrape, and both of us into danger, by his 
witless careles%ness in handling firearms and 
oars. But he seemed so genuinely happy to be 
employed, and I was spending so pleasant a 
summer myself, that I could afford to give 
pleasure to one being, at leasf. I was rewarded 
by the intense satisfaction he displayed on these 
occasions ; his gentle, feminine face lighting up 
with a smile which would have been very beau- 
tiful, had it not been so soulless. Poor Sim! 
He saw the pained look which I wore, and im- 
mediately looked as grave and sorry, as if he 
knew all my speculations about his deficiencies. 
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We rowed almost under the wall of Mr. 
Clyde’s possessions one day, and Sim put on a 
wonderfully wise look, as he glanced up at the 
windows of the chamber reputed haunted. A 
sight of the master of the house, walking up 
and down the garden paths, stopped the words 
he was about to speak, and he shrank down in 
the boat. Carelessly enough, I gave Sim the 
oars, because I could better gaze at the man I 
had so much wanted to know; and resigning 
myself to a half lying posture, I marked every 
motion and look of the person in the garden. 
He was handsome, well formed, and with a cer- 
tain air of dignity which impreesed me. Sim 
was handling the oars with rather too much of a 
flourish, and I leaned towards him to check him. 
He was muttering something about Mr. Clyde 
and “ Miss Sophrone,” as he called her, and 
seeing that he was in one of his strange moods, 
I attempted to take the oar from his hands. I 
knew no more until I was lying under an apple- 
tree in that same garden, and Mr. Clyde bathing 
my head, which ached horribly. Sim was cry- 
ing a little way off. I put my hand tomy head, 
and when I withdrew it, I saw it was covered 
with blood. . 

“You have had an ugly blow, sir,” said the 
sweetest, yet most powerful voice that I had ever 
heard. There was music in every tone. 

I began to apologize for the trouble I was 
giving, and attempted to rise, but found myself 
incapable. 

“ Lie still, sir,” said the voice, “I am something 
of a surgeon, and will attend to your wound as 
soon as you have taken this powder, which will 
prevent any ill effects from it.” : 

Bandages, sticking plaster and a pail of water 
were near him, and a case of minute bottles lay 
on the ground, from one of which he took an 
atom of white powder, and laid it on my lip. 
He then bound up the wound, and signing to 
poor Sim who was yet weeping, he assisted him 
to carry me to the house, where a shaded room, 
and a cool, white couch received me and my 
aching head, and I was left to the care of tho 
poor fellow who had so innocently injured 
me. 

“How was it, my good lad 9” I asked. 

“O, that oar—that oar,” he began, but broke 
down at once. 

“Don’t cry, Sim. I shall be well ina day. 
Ihave had twenty worse blows than this.” 

“ Have you?’ he asked eagerly. “Then I 
shan’t have to be hung, shall I?” 

“Of course not, Sim. What put that into 
your head ?” 

“Why, Master Robert, you know ’Fessor 
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‘Webster is hung, don’t you?” He said this 
with a shiver that was painfal to see. 

“Well, that was quite another thing. You 
did not mean to strike me, my poor lad, and you 
are quite sorry, are you not?” 

“ Sartin, sartin, master Robert.” 

“Well, no one can touch you, and we will 
have many a sail yet together.” 

He curled himself down upon the floor, when 
I signified that talking hart my head, and when 
I awoke after a quiet sleep, he still lay there. 





“T shall be able to go home to-night,” I said 
to Mr. Clyde, who came in abont sunset, with a 
cup of tea. 

“No, sir! I am responsible for your cure, and 
I shall not permit it. Ihave sent old Betty 
down to the farm, and they will notexpect you.” 

Teubmitted only because I thought I should 
know more of my host if I staid. Betty re- 
turned, and brought word that ‘‘ Miss Sophrone ” 
would be up to see me. Mr. Clyde tarned pale. 

“ He does not like intrusion,” thought I, and 
again I entreated togo home. He refused: and 
then I would have sent Sim to prevent any one 
from coming. He would not permit it however, 
and I had no power to resist his will. 

T lay quite still until the room was perfectly 
dark. Then I heard » quiet and familiar step 
beneath the windows. Mr. Clyde sat in the 
porch. Ihad been so quiet that he probably 
thought me asleep, for he said, in clear, musical 
tones: “Love, do I see you once more?” 

¢ Her answer was low and indistinct, and I 
knew she was weeping. I supposed she asked 
for me, for he answered : 

“He isin no danger, and could have gone 
home ; but I knew that you would come if you 
thought him injured. He sleeps now, and this 
hour must be mine. Sophronia, do you love 
me still 2” 

“How can you doubt it? Does not my wasted 
figure tell you bow I have suffered 1” 

“Do yoa believe my innocence in regard to 
your brother ?” 

“God knowsIdo. But my uncle will not 
hear a word in your defence, and although you 
were 50 justly cleared at the trial, he still believes 
that you killed poor Edwin.” 

“Edwin! I would have given my life to 
save him. I tried hard to do s0, and did as I 
would have desired another to act by me. He 
was imprudent, and I tried to check him. He 
grew angry, and then—why, you know tho rest, 
Sophronia. After that terriblo storm of anger, 
he still threatened me, still sought my life. He 
drank deeply, and then he came and insulted 
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me, so that I might strike him. I thank God I 
never did! Had I given him a single blow, it 
would have lain on my heart like murder. In 
his mad attempt to draw me down stairs, he 
fell backward, and that blow killed him.” He 
made a pause, and then resumed. “Does your 
uncle know—did he, or his wife ever suspect that 
we were married {”” e 

I started up in bed. Miss Sophronia—that 
pattern of maiden ladies—that quiet, good, ami- 
able old maid, as I had thought her, married ! 
and to Mr. Clyde, too! I did not hear her an- 
swer, but suppose it was in the negative. 

“No!” -he said, bitterly, “they would turn 
you from their door. Iwishthey would. Love, 
will you never come to live with me?” 

“ Never, until I convince them of your inno- 
cenee. They were softer than usual to-night, 
and did not object to my coming up to see Mr. 
Merrifield. Let me go and see him, Richard.” 

He came into the room with her. I pretended 
to awake, when they brought in the light. Miss 
Sophronia was fall of compassion for my injury, 
and of pity for poor Sim, who had fairly cried 
himeelf to sleep, as he lay curled up like a dog, 
at the foet of my couch. E looked at the two, 
as they stood beside me. Mr. Clyde was very 
pale; but Sophronia was absolutely radiant. I 
could hardly believe that she was the pale, hag- 
gard woman, who walked so silently about the 
old farm-house. As they left me, and went back 
again to the porch, where they sat until mid- 
night, I found by their conversation, that she 
had once or twice visited him in his lonely home, 
at night, and that this had given rise to the story 
of the White Lady. A few interviews had alone 
been practicable. The marriage took place just 
before Sophronia’s brother died, while she was 
away from the farm-house, and being naturally 
timid, and mueh afraid of her uncle, she dared 
not tell him that Clyde was her husband. It 
may be thought strange that he consented to her 
silence ; but he had promised: her that he would 
not claim her, until her relatives believed him 
innocent; and as no one but Edwin knew of her 
marriage, it could easily be concealed. That 
year she had spent with her brother, but all the 
rest of her life, she had been with her uncle, and 
her obligations to him, and the thought that she 
had not consalted him about her marriage with 
Richard Clyde, kept her silent. Richard him- 
self was too prond to insist upon it. In fact, 
the strange occurrences that broke in upon Miss 
Sophronia’s quiet life that year, so wrought upon 
her frame, and distarbed ber mind, that the rest 
and silence of the farm house were more desir- 
able for her state than anything else. 
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Part of this history came ont on the evening I 
lay in Richard’s howse. The test I soon learned ; 
for Miss Sophronia told Richard to let me know 
how they were connected. I returned home in 
the morning with her, and spent a week in idle- 
ness, only that I was revolving in my mind some 
incidents which had come to my knowledge, re- 
specting@his affair, just before I came away. 

On my bed, that evening, the whole story of 
Edwin Fielding’s death came back to me. A 
friend of mine had witnessed a death very sim- 
ilar, but had not mentioned the names. He did 
not speak of it at the time, because he wished 
much to go in the steamer, the next day, and 
when he returned home, there was nothing more 
to hear, only that somebody had been accused, 
tried and cleared. /e knew that the dead man 
had come to his end by his own hasty and un- 
governable temper. I wrote him immediately to 
meet me at Clydeville, without delay. I longed 
to see Sophronia in that now lonely house, and 
to see the color permanent in her cheek, that had 
flushed up so brightly on that night. 

My friend came. The Fieldings thought he 
came because I was somewhat unwell still from 
my injury, and they showed him the kindest at- 
tentions. I made him recall every word of his 
former narration to me. It was the very scene, 
names and all, fresh in his memory. I got him 
to relate it as if incidentally, one evening, when 
wo sat by moonlight in the old porch, withont 

* mentioning the name. The farmer started from 
his chair, and made him repeat it, and after he 
had done so, and my friend had said, “by the by, 
Mr. Fielding, the man’s name was the samo as 
yours,”’ the old man turned to his wife, and said : 

“Becky, we have done great wrong to Mr. 
Clyde, I believe after all that he is innocent.” 

‘What words were these forthe meek, patient 
woman who was sitting behind the old couple, 
and from whoee heart I heard a deep, deep sob! 
It was ono of thankfulness, I knew. 

The next morning, quite early, I saw the old 
farmer take his oaken stick, and calling to little 
Mand, who went every where with him, he as- 
cended tho hill which led to Mr. Clyde’s house. 
He was there long, and when he returned, he 
went up to poor Sophronia, who was trembling 
like a leaf, and said simply : 

“Tam sorry to part with you, niece, but you 
will be wanted at home; and before he had well 
got the words from his lips, Richard Clyde en- 
tered. 

I never saw a man look so much a man, as he 
did, when he went up to Mrs. Fielding’s chair, 
shook hands with her cordially, and said a few 
words in reply to her petition for his pardon. It 
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was all that one could-ask of a man who, for so 
long a time, bad lain under unjust suspicions, 

“ My brother Edwin was rash and inexcuse- 
ble,” he said, “ but he was my brother still. I 
never harmed him.” 

Sophronia’s dewy eyes looked tenderly apon 
him as he called her brother his own; and the 
old people to whom Edwin had been very dear, 
wondered how they could ever have been so 
hard hearted, as to doubt him. The old farm- 
house looked lonely after the light step and soft 
voice of Sophronia had left it. She had a queer 
successor there, too; none other than poor Sim ! 
He grew somewhat more rational after leaving 
his wild and idle life, for a real home, which Mr. 
Fielding said he deserved, for being the real 
cause of Sophronia’s happiness. ~ 

And very happy sho was; and very cheerfal 
now was the haanted honse, with the White Lady 
flitting about its rooms, and the windows all open 
to the sun and air. Old Betty gave place to 
two fresh country maid servants; but she is 
amply provided for by the Clydes. My friend 
and myeelf are invited to pass the whole of next 
summer at the house on the hill; and if they 
will find room for two ladies also, we shall 
certainly do so, both of us entertaining serious 
thoughts of marrying. 

While I write, Sim is continually coming up 
to me, pushing the hair from a great scar on my 
forehead, and moaning as if in pain; and al- 
though it annoys me, still, I cannot bear to send 
the poor lout out of the room. If I were only 
to speak of getting out the boat fora sail, he 
would weep for an hour, so sensitive he is to the 
remembered dangers of that day. 





NOT IN TUNE, 


When those aids to singing, called musical 
pitchforks, were first introduced, the precentor of 
Carnock parish, « few miles from Dunfermline, 
Scotland, thought he might not be the worse of 
one, and accordingly ordered the Edinburgh 
carrier to bringit over. The honest carrier, who 
never heard of any other pitchfork but that used 
in the barnyard, purchased one at least ten feet 
long. It was late in the Saturday evening before 
he came home, and as a message had been left 
to bring it up when he came to church next da; 
he marched into the churchyard before the ball 
rang, where the master of song was standing 
amid a group of villagers. “ Aweel, John 
here’s the pitchfork you wanted; but I can tell 

ou, I ne'er thought mackle o’ your singing be- 
fore, and I’m eair mista’een if ye’ll sing ony 
better now.—Scottish Guardian. 
——————— 
ae Pen rae wealth—not # competence 
alone, but a _five- competence. Every thing 
aubserves this ; ‘and Feligion they would Tike as 
8 sort of lightaing rod to their houses, to ward 
off by-and-by the bolts of divine wrath. 
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THEY’LL NE’ER RETURN AGAIN. 





BY CHARLES STEWAET. 





Youth's flowers, though falling, still do cast 
Perennial perfume, 

And, through the vista of the past, 
In pensive beauty bloom. 

Bright visions oft unbidden start, 
And o'er the spirit reign, 

Until a voice swells through the heart— 
“They'll ne'er return again!” 


How strange and sad that echo beats 
The prison bars of joy! 
How true the lesson It repeatsa— 
How soon it doth destroy. 
Alas! ‘tis o'er—we now must tread 
‘The pethway proud of man. 
Farewell! my dearest dreams are dead— 
“They'll ne'er return again!” 


‘The rarest gems on hope’s high throne 
Are scattered now and gone, 

While on life's ravished altar stone 
A weary heart lives on— 

A heart that cannot all forget, 
Though close akin to paln— 

The loved and lost, and feel regret 
“They'll veer return again!” 


Yond fancy often brings the glow 
Of childhood's pleasant years, 

And seals awhile the fount whence flow 
‘Wan recollection’s tears; 

Tis then in memory’s brimming bowl 
I steep my world-worn brain, 

Till, ah! an echo stsikes the soul— 
“(They'll ne'er retarn again!” 
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BY ANNA M. CARTER. 





“This is preposterous!” exclaimed Mr. Wil- 
liam Loring, as he glanced over the newspaper, 
while seated at the breakfast table, one cold 
winter morning. 

It was a ¢osy room, with a bright coal fire 
sparkling in the handsome grate, making the 
view from the large French window look infinite- 
ly colder, with its white, snow-covered fields. 
Mr. William Loring was a widower, handsome, 
rich and jovial; opposite to him sat his hand- 
some, buxom sister, Marianne Harland, a widow 
with asmall jointare, and by his side was his 
niece, Alice Harland, a very beautiful, self-willed 
girl of nineteen. Six years ago, when his 
brother-in-law, George Harland, a poor. clergy- 
man died, William Lofing offered his sister and 
her daughter a home, which they hed thankfully 
accepted. The brother and sister were very 
fond of each other, and the three formed a very 
happy household, their only point of difference 
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being the aforesaid Alice, whom her mother 
petted injadiciously. This her brother William 
saw and gently remonstrated about, but all to 
no effect. When Mr. Loring made the excla- 
mation, both sister and niece looked up, though 
neither spoke, waiting some further romark, 
which was not long in coming : 

“ This is equally preposterous ! In my opinion, 
the people of Ashton are going crazy !” 

“ About what, William ?” 

“ About surprise parties |’” 

“What; delightfal surprise parties, uncle 
William 3” 

“Do you think them delightful, Alice ?” 

“Yes, indeed, uncle, Only think, without 
any of the trouble of writing and sending invi- 
tattons, ordering supper or music, you have a 
splendid party. Your friends come without 
any notice, and there is not the slightest trouble. 
I wish the people would take it into their heads 
to give us a surprise.” 

“Pooh! pooh! Alice. I think itis a ‘barbar- 
ous custom ; perfectly piratical. You look at 
only the bright side of things, dear Alice. Look 
at my picture. I’m in my library, smoking a 
quiet cigar, listening to the distant sound of your. 
voice, as you sing some of your pretty songs; 
your mother sits near you, quietly embroidering, 
when a ring is heard—the servant goes to the 
door, expecting to usher in some of our pleasant 
friends, when in rashes, perhaps forty people, 
followed by servants carrying baskets, boxes, 
tubs of ice cream, kegs of oysters, and nobody 
knows what. Like a horde of Cossacks they 
come in, disturbing all your quiet—take pos- 
session of your domicil, pull up the carpéts, up- 
set your China closet and pantry, and half craze 
the cook. Then comes dancing and feasting, 
and about two o’clock in the morning, they take 
their leave, and your house is a perfect scene of 
confusion.” 

“Ha! ha! hal ancle William, you have pre- 
sented a very dreadful picture to my eyes, but I 
still keep to my own view of the affair,” and 
whistling to her canary, Alice put a piece of 
sugar between the bars of his cage. As she 
stood on a cricket, in her pretty, rich, carmine, 
merino morning-robe, she looked very charming, 
and her uncle could not help glancing admiringly 
at her. 

“ Suppose, uncle,” and the girl smiled ma- 
liciously, “the Ashtonites were to give us a 
splendid surprise party ?” 

“T believe I should be tempted to shoot the 
first intruder.” 

“Oh, fie! You are a very wicked man, uncle 
William. I should be delighted with one, but, 


’ 
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if they are s0 very disagrecable to you, I shall 
take care to spread abroad the news, #0 that any 
evil-disposed persons may be deterred from mak- 
ing the attempt.” 

As she spoke, Alice jumped down from the 
cricket, and ran to get her uncle’s overcoat, hat 
and cane, for he had risen from the table, and 
‘was preparing to go out. 

“William, what put the notion of surprise 
parties into your head, this morning,” asked his 
sister, Mrs. Harland. 

“Seeing an account of ono in this morning’s 
paper—the seventh this month, and it is only 
the twentieth today. It is a perfect mania with 
the inhabitants of this hitherto sane, quiet vil- 
lage. Good morning.” And so speaking, Mr. 
William Loring left the house. ‘ 

His sister Marianne watched him, as with a 
quick, firm tread, he walked down the avenue, 
leading from the house. Her eyes grew moist, 
for she thought of his unvarying kindness to her 
all her life, and especially, since she had been a 
member of his household. Mrs. Hasland was 
fast losing herself in tender, grateful recollections, 
when the clear voice of her daughter brought her 
to her senses. 

“ Mother, what are we to do ?” 

“Why? What has bappened ?” 

“Q, nothing has happened yet, but will. I 
have a suspicion that we are to be surprised as 
well as the rest of the villagers, and this very 
evening.” 

“What has put that notion into your head, 
child?” 

Alice blashed, hesitated, and at last spoke as 
if ia sort of desperation : 

“Jobn Marshall said—” 

“You have not been associating with him 
again, agains. your uncle's express wishes, have 
you?” 

Alice blushed still deepor, and she panted as 
she answered: “Yes, I have too. I don’t see 
why Ishould give him up, just becanse uncle 
happens to have a prejudice against the poor 
fellow. You, yourself, say you see nothing ob- 
jectionable in him, and rather like him.” 

“So I do, Alice, but your uncle has more 
means than either you or I of knowing the 
character of the young man, and he says, that 
although he seems gentlemanly and refined, his 
tastes and habits are low.” 

“That’s my uncle’s nonsense. He dislikes 
him, because I don’t, and then he wants me to 


have that stupid, old-fashioned, prosy, bookish, 


partner of his, Sydney Ellis, who has only his 
handsome eycs and aristocratic name to recom- 
mend him. I can tell him-he’ll never be‘my 
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husband, if I stay an old maid all the days of 
my life!” 

“Alice Alice!’ exclaimed her mother, a3 
she listened to her daughter’s petulant exclama- 
tions. “Don't speak so decidedly. If you love 
John Marshall I am sorry ; yet, anless there are 
proofs of his unworthiness, I cannot counsel you 
wholly to discard him, but you can treat him 
rather coolly, and not meet him so frequently. 
I have an idea that the next time he calls here, 
your uncle will forbid him the house—so be very 
careful how you behave. I’ll do all I can to 
make your uncle look with favorable eyes on his 
suit.” 

“You are a dear, good mother. Now just 
listen to what he said. He did not say any- 
thing very particular—yet it was too. ‘The 
first night the moon is fall, your house may be 
too.’ Wasn't it prettily said? Just like him.” 

“ Really, Alice, I see no way of avoiding the 
calamity, for I agree with your uncle, in thinking 
surprise parties a perfectly absurd custom. The 
only way to escape, will be to gbt your uncle to 
take us to the theatre tonight. That will fix 
everything nicely. We'll stay in the city over 
night, and I will give ¢ehe servants a-holiday. 
The party will come, find the house shut up, and 
be obliged to go away. A capital ides, is it not, 
Alice ?” ; 

“No, mama. It would be very mean to 
serve people so. It has become the fashion to 
have these parties in the village, and uncle must 
abide by it; for my part, I think they are de- 
lightfal.” 

“They may seem so to you, having offly at- 
tended them, but only wait till they come here, 
into your own house, and you will see the differ- 
ence.” 

“I shan’t have long to wait, mama, only till 
evening.” 

“Then you will not agree to my plan of going 
to the city?” 

“No, indeed. I’d rather stay here.” 

“ Well, do as you like, but I hope your uncle 
will not be very angry, or that the house will 
not be turned topsy-turvy.”” 

The day seemed endless to Alice. She prac- 
tised some of her most brilliant pieces aad 
sweetest songs ; sewed diligently, and yet, when 
she looked at the mantel clock, it was only two— 
time for her uncle to come home. She stood at 
the drawing room window, idly dramming with 
her fingers on the panef, and gazing dreamily 
down the avenue. Suddenly she walked away, 
and taking a seat at the farthest end of the room, 
began to work, as if against time. 

“ Most time for your uncle, Alice.” 
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“ Yos, he’ll be here in a few seconds; I saw 
him coming up the avenue with that bore, Sydney 
Ellis. I don’t see what possessed uncle to bring 
him home to-day, of all days. I wont have 
much to say to him, that he’ll find out.” 

“You will try and please your uncle, Alice, 
and behave like a lady,” gravely spoke Mrs. 
Harland ; for although she too often weakly 
yielded to her daughter, she wished always to 
have Alice please her uncle. 

A stamping in the hall and the cheery voice 
of Mr. Loring, then a little pause, and the door 
opened, and the two gentlemen entered the cheer- 
fal, elegant room, their faces glowing with their 
walk in the cold air. Mrs. Harland came for- 
ward to welcome the comers, but Alice only rose, 
bowing stiffly and shyly, almost without raising 
her eyes. Sydney Ellis came up to her, shaking 
her extended hand very cordially. 

“ Ah, Miss Alice, I am glad to see you looking 
so well,” and the voice was very rich and mu- 
sical, and fraught with a mournful cadence, as 
he turned to Mrs. Harland, and said: 

“T would gladly give my own excellent 
health, if I could but see my sister Annie look- 
ing as fresh as your daughter.” 

“ How is your sister this winter?” hurriedly 
asked Mrs. Harland. 

“ She looks about the same as usual in flesh, 
,8he is no thinner, but much paler and weaker. 
She fades daily.” 

Just then the dinner bell sounded, and fora 
moment put an end to their conversation. But 
there had been that in Sydney Ellis’s voice, 
which had made the heart of Alice thrill, and 
she took his arm with gentler feelings than ever 
before, and seated opposite to him at the table, 
she found herself looking at the faco before her 
very often. 

Sydney Ellis could pearcaly be called hand- 
some, for his features were itregular, and when 
the face was at rest, the eyes lowered, he might 
be termed actually homely, but call up a smile 
and glance of the eyes, and the face was trans- 
formed. The smilo was rare, but when it came 
was like a gush of sunshine, spreading over the 
face, and lighting up the dark, soul-fall eyes. 
More than once during the pleasant meal, Alice 
saw the wondrous beauty of the smile, and felt 
the deep, penetrating glance of the eyes. Every 
time she looked at the speaking face, she felt a 
strange thrill, a great softening of her feelings 
towards him. When the dinner was over, and 
they all had adjourned to the drawing-room, 
Alice felt to a greater degree the fascination 
Sydney unconsciously exerted over her. In 
vain she called to her mind the handsome, reg- 
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ular featurés of John Marshall, to whom she 
had all but pledged her faith, a shudder almost 
passed over her as she thought of him. At last 
she gave up the attempt, and entered with her 
whole heart into the conversation of her gifted 
companion. Just before six o’clock, Sydney 
rose. He must go, for his mother was going out, 
and his sister Annie needed his company. It 
was with a sigh of regret that Alice saw him 
rise, and as he stood speaking to her uncle, she 
glided from the room. Sydney Ellis lingered, 
hoping she would retarn, but as she did not, he 
took his leave. As he opened the front door, 
and made his parting salutation to Mr. Loring, 
Alice glided up, and patting a box into his hand, 

said : 

‘A few flowers for your sister Annie, Mr. 
Ellis. Good-by.” And before he could return 
any thanks she was gone. 

Mr. Loring walked into the conservatory which 
was filled with flowers in fall bloom. In one 
corner stood a beautiful tea-rose, the especial pet 
of Alice. A smile spread over the handsome 
face of the old man as he looked at it. Its only 
blossom was gone. As the hours flew by, Alice 
grew restless and sad. With her whole heart 
she dreaded what a few hours before she had so 
longed for—the surprise party. Abut half past 
seven o’clock, to the utmost consternation of 
Mr. Loring, his house was filled with guests, and 
in a little while the parlor carpet was covered 
with a white cloth, and people were gaily danc- 
ing, and s few hours later, the dining-room pre- 
sented a festive scene. In the middle of it stood 
a large table covered with a snowy cloth, and 
glittering with cut glass and silver, and loaded 
with all the delicacies of the season. With 
perfect politeness and good nature, Mr. Loring 
treated his unwelcome guests, though his face 
ftushed slightly, and his bow was very stiff, as 
he received the dashing John Marshall. Alice 
was vexed and uncomfortable, for the assiduous 
attentions of her admirer had become very dis- 
tasteful. The face she had always thought 
handsome was vapid and bold, the conversation 
soulless and shallow, and the manners she had 
always liked as spirited and gay, now struck her 
as bold and presuming. In vain she endeavored 
to shake Mr. Marshall off, but she had per © 
mitted his attentions too long to get rid of him so 
easily, so she had to resign herself to her fate, 
inwardly blaming herself for the self-will which 
made her reject her uncle’s affectionate advice. 
After supper Alice was seated at the piano sing- 
ing, for she had a beautiful voice, and sang with 
taste and feeling. By her side, stood John 
Marshall, in a devoted attitude, ready to turn 
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over the leaves of the music-book, or murmur 
soft nothings in the no longer infatuated ear. 
As Alice sung, she raised her eyes, and beheld 
reflected in the mirror opposite to her the form 
of Sydney Ellis. His eyes were fastened with 
a look of infinite contempt upon her companion, 
and Alice’s voice trembled in spite of herself, 
as she saw that contemptuous sinile change to a 
look of mournfulness, as his eyes rested upon 
her fora moment. One glance, and Sydney 
tarned and left the room. The song finished, 
Alice rose, and with a weary, heavy heart sought 
the solitude of the conservatory, there to shake 
off the weight upon her mind—to analyze her 
feelings. With a deep sigh, she seated herself 
upon a little rustic seat, and unconsciously her 
eyes filled with tears. A voice, which caused 
her heart to thrill, sounded close beside her. 

“A few minutes since, I saw Miss Alice the 
centre of a gay, admiring circle, who listened 
almost breathlessly to her sweet singing—now, 
I find her alone, a sigh on her lips and tears in 
her eyes. What is the cause of your trouble?” 
asked Sydney Ellis, while almost unconsciously 
his voice grew low and tender. 

“ Acommon and not very gracious cause for 
trouble,” answered Alice, the sadness fading 
away from her sweet face—“ only dissatisfaction 
with myself and two-thirds of the world. But 
how is it that I find you here?” 

“My mother returned early, and I wanted to 
thank you for the beantifal flowers you sent my 
sister. You were gone, before I could do so, 
this afternoon. I didn’texpect sach a company. 
One of your uncle’s hated surprise parties.” 

Alice laughed gently, then said: “I have 
always liked them—that is, those that I attended, 
but when they are brought home to you they are 
less pleasant. I can now fully agree with my 
uncle. But I must return to the drawing-room— 
Ishall be missed.” 

“One moment, Miss Alice. 
one question, and believe me, if it seems im- 
pertinent, I can give you a reason for my bold- 
ness, which shall excuse me.” 7 

“You may ask the question, while I reserve 
to myself the liberty of refusing to answer it, if 
it is too impertinent.” 

“Will you tell me, Alico—if—if—Mr. Mar- 
shall is, or ever will be aught to you?” 

“No, he never will be. I must go now—your 
question is answered.” 

“God bless you!” and Alice felt her hand 
seized, and a warm kiss imprinted on it. “I 
must speak to you, Alice, now. I love you— 
love you dearly, Can I hope you will ever love 
me in return.” 


I must ask you 
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“ Yes, Sydney, yes,” and with a sudden bound 
Alice sprang from him, and in a moment more 
was in the drawing-room She had been in the 
room but a few minutes, when Mr. Marshall 
came to her side. 

“Your pardon, fair Alice, but I am unexpect- 
edly called away. Have I your gracious per- 
mission to depart 2” 

“Yes.” 

The answer was courteous, though cold. A 
moment more, and she was rid of her persecutor, 
and in his stead, stood the man she loved. Some 
of the company were dancing, others looking at 
collections of engravings, others were conversing, 
when a servant burst into the room— 

“Mr. Loring! Mr. Loring! Mr. Marshall 
has taken all the silver, and your best horse and 
buggy, and gone off! The coachman has gone 
afier him, but the rascal has got the best horse, 
and ten minutes start !”” 

The whole room was in confusion. The 
young men of the party, who came in carriages 
set off in pursuit of the villain. Alice sat mo- 
tionless, covered with confusion, for she thought 
of her own wilfalness, and her uncle’s words. 
A few minutes, and the house was emptyiof all 
ita guests, save Sydney Ellis, who, stepping up 
to Mr. Loring, asked the hand of his niece. 
Alice stood before her uncle covered with blushes, 
knowing he would give his consent to the match, 
but dreading what he would have to say about 
the surprise party. 

“ Take her, Sydney, she is a good girl, and 
you are worthy of her. Ha! ha! ha! I laugh 
to think that the hated party has done me such a 
good turn. It has rid the village of a great 
scamp, and I hope frightened the good people of 
Ashton out of the notion of having any more 
Surprise Parrres.” : 

— ob 
A BEAUTIFUL IDEA. 


Itis pleasant to see a green old age,like a Christ- 
Tas tree, comfortably boxed in at home. It is 
pleasant to see its trunk, bent beneath the weight 
of riches, surrounded by @ host of happy chil- 
dren. It is pleasant to see it stretching out its 
hospitable arms to all, as though it were anxious 





to embrace the cntire ty. It is pleasant to 
see it blossoming with generous things, and 
shedding a cheerful light on the gay circle it 


delights in drawing round it. And it is pleasant 
to see dt distributing, with a lavish hand, the 
treasures it ies accumulated on all branches, and 
to notice its head rising higher every time it parts 
with @ fresh gift jn Iresng. 








The sunshine lies upon the mountain-top all 
day, and lingers there and longest at even- 
tide ; yet is the valley green and fertile, and the 
mountain-top barren and unfruitful, 


A GLANCE AT THE BRIGHT SIDE. 


THE FLAG OF OUR UNION. 





BY GEORGE P. MORRIS. 





“ A song for our banmer?”—The watchword recall 
Which gave the Republic her station; 
“United we stand—divided we fall!” 
Tt made and preserves us 8 nation! 
‘The union of Ilakes—the ualon of lands— 
The union of States none can sever— 
‘The union of hearte—the union of hands— 
‘And the Flag of the Union forever 
And ever! 
‘The Flag of our Union forever! 


‘What God in his wisdom and merey designed, 
And armed with his weapons of thunder, 
Not all the earth's despots and factions combined, 
Have the power to conquer or sunder! 
‘The union of Iakes—the union of lande— 
The union of States none can sever— 
‘The union of hearts—the union of hande— 
And the Flag of the Union forever 
And ever! 
The Flag of our Union forever! 


O keep that fisg flying!—The pride of the van! 


To all other nations display it; 3 


‘The ladies for union are all toa—man! 
But not to the man who'd betray it. 
‘Then the union of lakee—the union of lands— 
The union of States none can sever— 
‘The union of hearts—the union of hande— 
And the Flag of the Union forever 
And ever! 
‘The Flag of car Union forever! 
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BY E. H. GOULD. 





“Y'w almost home. How glad dear. Mary 
will be to see me, and the children too; but 
perhaps they’ll not know me. It’s all a dream, 
that I've been gone these three long years ; have 
toiled early and late beneath a burning sun for a 
little gold : little enough I’ve got, too. I almost 
wish I had never thought of repairing my for- 
tune.” 

With these words, Mr. Hopewell sat down 
upon the deck of the vessel, where he had been 
standing quite in despair. The moon was shin- 
ing brightly in an unclonded sky, which seemed 
only to laugh at him, and the stars winked at 
each other, and looked coldly down upon the 
discouraged man. 

“ But why am I now murmuring because I 
have not made a fortune?” at length thought 
Mr. Hopewell. “I have health, strength, a res- 
olute heart, and willing hands ; with these, no 
one need beg or starve. I onght to feel rich 
with such possessions, and only one year since, 
when sick, lonely and sad among strangers, I 
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should have felt richer, happier far, to have been 
presented with these, and placed where I now 
am) than to have had all the wealth of California 
laid at my feet. I needn’t tell cverybody that I 
have but a few hundreds, nor shall I, and if I 
feel rich, it will be just as well as if I were so.” 
Thus reasoned Mr. Hopewell with himself, and 
with quite a happy heart he left the vessel at the 
dawn of day, and soon procured a carriage tp 
convey him home. 





The stillness and beauty of a Sabbath morn- 
ing was resting over the quiet village of M——. 
The bells chimed out the hour for thurch, which 
opened at once every door; and immediately 
the streets were filled with neatly clad, sober- 
looking men and women moving towards the 
church, among whom was Mrs. Hopewell and 
her two children. 

Mr. Stone, the village lawyer, and Mr. Frost, 
the chief merchant, came along. 

“IT wonder if Hopewell is doing anything at 
California now ?” inquired Mr. Stone. 

“T don’t think he is,” replied Mr, Frost, “ at 
least, he doesn’t send anything home, I judge, 
for she doesn’t purchase any goods compared 
with what she did when he was at home. I didn’t 
believe he would do anything when he went,” 
added Mr. Frost. * 

“No; there’s no business in him,” continued 
Mr. Stone. “He signed paper for that miser- 
able brother of his, and went down once, and 
just as he was climbing up nicely again, bought 
railroad stock, which was soon of little value, 
and then he left us.” 

: They had now arrived at the church, which 
put an end to their conversation, and they sat 
down, whether to worship God, or to think of 
bargains and gain, He who readeth the thoughts 
best knows. 

Mr. Hopewell reached his residence at M——, 
soon after his wife left it and was on her way to 
church, as we have seen. But no sooner did he 
express a regret that she was not at home, than 
Jim, his father’s hired servant, offered to go for 
her, assuring them that he could reach the 
church before the parson. But to his dismay, 
when he arrived at the door of the church, all 
out of breath, he heard the parson giving his 
text. The sight of so many people, and the 
loud tones of the parson quite confounded poor 
Jim, who had not for years found himself within 
the door of a church. The extreme pleasure he 
had anticipated in telling Mrs. Hopewell her 
husband’s arrival, now left him. He stood for 
& moment hesitating, whether to retarn, or at- 
tempt to proceed, when moving forward a few 
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steps, he became convinced that ere he could 
reach the pew in which she sat, the floor would 
come up, and give him an unpleasant meefag, 
and as there was no other alternative, he made 
known his errand to Peter Dowd, the wood- 
awyer, who sat in afree pew near the door. 

The man who dwells in a crowded city may 
go and come, be siek and get well again, be rich 
and become poor, may live and die, and those at 
his very door scarce know of his existence ; but 
not so with him who has his home in the little | 
village, where all are neighbors, all are friends, 
and each feels an interest in the other. When 
Mrs. Hopewell went out of the church, there 
was such a rustling and whispering all over it, 
that the parson could scarce proceed with his 
sermon. All felt quite sure Hopewell had re- 
turned, and each felt anxious to see him, but 
the main question was, whether he had made 
anything, and anxiously many waited for the 
sermon to be o’er that it might be answered ; 
but the parson was preaching on total depravity 
and predestination, which took him'a great 
while to “clear up,” and apply to his mind. 
Dolly Jenkins left while they were singing the 
doxology, in order to be the first to greet Mr. 
Hopewell, and learn the success of his three 
years at the gold regions. Just as she passed 
by the window, which was open, she heard Mr. 
Hopewell say to his wife, “I feel I’ma rich man, 
but I shall not tell every one just how much I’ve 
got.” 

Dolly on her way home from Mr. Hopewell’s 
called at old Mr. Dane's, to tell them what an ex- 
cellent sermon they had in the morning, and also 
of Mr. Hopewell’s return. 

“Lord a’ massy!” said the old lady, “then 
that was he I saw going by in thatnice carriago, 
which I took to be the new doctor that has just 
come to the upper village.” 

“Do tell, if Hopewell has really got back?” 
asked the old gentleman, as he laid aside Bax- 
ter’s Saint’s Rest, in which he had been reading. 
“T suppose he’s got a lot o’ gold.” 

“TI guess co,” said Dolly, with a significant 
nod of the head. 

“I hope he has,” said Mrs. Dane, drawing 
down the corners of her mouth ; for it’s too bad 
for his poor father to have to support his wife 
and two children for nothing.” 

“Hush up,” said Mr. Dane, “ Hopewell has 
sent home money. I don’t know how much, 
but this is certain she had two hundred dollars 
about six months after he left.” _ 

“O, Mr. Dane, it can’t be so,” said two fe- 
male voices together. “I should have heard of 
it before now,” repeated Dolly; “then, if it 


A GLANCE AT THE BRIGHT SIDE. 


were true, why didn’t she buy herself s new 
shawl, a better bonnet, Or a new silk? And 
Charlie a hat with a feather in it, like Esq. 
Belton’s boy, and Susan a better tanic, and 
some pretty ankle-ties 1” 

“Bat they will have these things now, I assure 
you,” said Dolly, looking very wise again. 
“Now I'll tell you just what I know about it,” 
said she, lowering her voice. 

Mr. Dane raised his spectacles on his fore 
head, and the old lady drew her chair close 
Dolly as possible, so as not to lose a word. 

“T hurried out of church,” said Dolly, “and 
went right down there. You know, of cours, 
I don’t approve of making calls Sunday, bat 
still there can be no harm in just dropping in to 
see a neighbor who has been gone so long. Well, 
as I was going to say, just as I passed the frost 
window, which was open, I heard him say to 
his wife, that he was a rich man, but he shoulda’t 
tell everybody just how much he was worth. 
Now what do you think of that?” said she, and 
all exchanged meaning glances. 

“Before I left,” added Dolly, “ Mr. Frost 

and Mr. Bates came in, and they asked him if 
he had béen successful, and he merely replied 
that he wasn’t sorry he went to California, that 
it was a good place to make money, and s0 forth; 
but he didn’t say right off how many thousands 
he had, just as 1 wanted him to. Now,” said 
Dolly, putting on a serious face, “ you must not 
mention what I first told you, for the world, 
I overheard it, and you know the Hopewells and 
I have always been on the best of terms, and! 
should be sorry to offend them by repeating sy 
thing they wished to keep a secret, but I should 
like to know his reasons,” said Dolly, and she 
closed her eyes and shook her head, as if some 
terrible thought haunted her brain. ““ Bat then, 
I suppose it’s his oddity—I always thonght bim 
odd,” added she, as she closed the door, and 
started on her way home. 

Mr. Hopewell was not a little surprised when 
he went into the street next morning, to reel"? 
congratulations from all on his wonderful sac 
cess at California, and on his return ssked his 
wife, if she could conjecture from whence tht 
gained such an impression. 

“Most assuredly, I cannot,” replied Mrs. 
Hopewell, after a moment's thought, “unless 
Dolly Jenkin beard what you were saying ° 
me as she yesterday”. 1sie 

“T was.apying shat with health and streasth 
J was arich;man, but I shouldn’t tell eran 
just how mach I was worth. Thet it, 
heard tha late. clause, and thinking she bel 
some secret, bas got the whole village ? 
her keep it.”” 
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“T suppose you contradicted the report,” said 
Mrs. Hopewell. 

“Contradicted such a report? No, not I,” 
said Mr. Hopewell. 

“ But what benefit can arise from the whole 
village believing such a report now, which they 
must learn to be false by-and-by ?” said Mrs. 
Hopewell, looking a little troubled. 5 

“T don’t know what benefit may arise from 
it, but of this, I am sure, that if it should be 
known that I have brought home but a few hun- 
dreds, no more than I carried away with me, I 
should be scorned for my stupidity and want of 
talent to do business. And if I wished to do 
business here, who would helpme? Who would 
patronize me? There is nothing, Mary, men 
forget so soon, as the struggle they were obliged 
to make to get established in business; the 
many times they were ready to give up in des- 
pair, when a little assistance from some one, 
timely given, would have removed all difficulty ; 
for no sooner does one reach the top round of 
the ladder, than he looks with astonishment 
upon the many that are striving to reach the 
same; wonders that they are obliged to do this 
or that, to retain their position, and still more 
at the slow progress they make.” 

The village of M—— nestled closely down 
upon the banks of a little stream, and was pleas- 
ant and flourishing, with its two physicians, two 
lawyers, three merchants, the judge and county 
officers. Most of these were related by marriage 
or otherwise, and boasted with great pride (yes, 
greater than Mary, Queen of Scots, that she de- 
scended from a hundred kings) that they were 
descended from Col. Ezra Gardner, who had 
owned the spot on which the village was 
built. 

Daring the session of court, which was held 
at this village, some one or more of these gave 
a party in compliment to the brother lawyers, 
and others that chanced to be in town, to which 
few, except the royal family of Gardner were 
invited. About two weeks after Mr. Hopewell’s 
return, he and his very charming wife, were 
present at one of these parties at Esq. Belton’s, 
where unexpectedly they found themselves the 
centre of attraction, and the great theme of con- 
versation, the far-famed gold region. 

“ How beaatifal Mrs. Hopewell looks to-night. 
Have you called on her since her nusband’s re- 
turn ?”’ inquired Mrs. Frost of her cousin Mrs. 
Wilson. 

“No, I have not,” replied Mrs. Wilson, “and 
T feel quite diffident about calling now, I have 
neglected so long to do so; but you know, Mrs. 
Frost, it has not been because I didn’t wish to, 


but owing to my poor health. 1 have made few 
calls, except among our own relatives. I sup- 
‘pose you have called on her,” added Mrs. Wil- 
son. 

“No, not since his retarn; but shall do so at 
the earliest opportanity,” replied Mrs. Frost. 
“I was very intimate with her a few years ago, 
but somehow I’ve not seen her #0 frequently of 
late. I entertain the most exalted opinion of . 
her,” added Mrs. Frost. 

“ She is a lovely woman—a model wife,” said 
Mra. Sprague, the judge’s wife, now joining in 
the conversation, “but I fear we shall lose her 
soon, for I heard yesterday her husband thought 
of leaving the village.” 

“Intleed,” said the judge, who caught these 
last words, ‘but we must persuade him to re- 
main, he is too valuable a citizen for us to part 
with.” 

Many remarks were made to Mr. Hopewell in 
order to ascertain the amount of his possessions, 
bat in vain. 

“Tm glad you've been so fortunate,” said 
Mr. Wilson. “I wish I had money enough, that 
I might retire from business.” 

“It’s no more than we might expect from one 
of his abilities and energy,” said Judge Sprague, 
addressing Mr. Wilson. 

“Thope Mr. Hopewell will not despise our 
little village, and seek some other place in which 
to enjoy his wealth,” said Dr. Gray, “and thus 
we be the losers in the matter.” 

“TI would ask for no lovelicr spot than this, 
in which to enjoy wealth,” replied Mr. Hopewell, 
“but I must do business of some kind; Iam 
far happier when my hands and mind are em- 
ployed.” 

“ Sure enough, what benefit will it be to me, 
that the whole village suppose I am rich ?” thought 
Mr. Hopewell, as he returned home, after an hour 
spent in Judge Sprague’s office. “But if I 
only had a thousand now (yes, that thousand so 
many wish for in vain), just to start with.” 

“Why are you looking so serious and thought- 
ful?” inquired Mrs. Hopewell, not a little 
troubled. 

“Because,” replied Mr. Hopewell, “if Thad 
a thousand dollars my fortune would be made, 
and now, I know not what to do, nor where to 

” 

“Tf that is all you want,” replied Mrs. Hope- 
well, her countenance lighting up, “I can let you 
have it.” 

“You?” inquired Mr. Hopewell, looking quite 
surprised ; ‘how came you in possession of a 
thousand dollars?” 

“Tt is what I have left of the amount you 
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sent me during your absence,” replied Mrs. 
Hopewell, smiling. 

“How, and upon what have you lived then, 
as I have sent you nothing the past year 1” 

“TI have lived as economically as possible, 
spending not a cent I was not obliged to; for I 
thought of the toil that won it, and that if you 
were unfortunate, what I might save would be 
of some benefit to us, and if you were successful, 
it could still he applied to use. I let Hannah 
0 soon after you left, and have let rooms in our 
house till within a short time.” 

The next week found the returned Californian 
commencing business with Jadgo Sprague’s son, 
with the custom and influence of the best half of 
the town ; ind as the business was seon doubled 
by the building of several mills, he soon found 
himself upon a firm foundation, with nearly as 
much as he was supposed to start with. He 
has never regretted that in the viHage of M—— 
there once lived an old maid, who, having no 
business of her own to attend to, very gener- 
ously interested herself in her neighbor’s affairs ; 
nor forgotten that a pradent, loving wife is a 
treasure. 

THE GREEKS. 

Next to the pleasure enjoyed by the traveller, 
in contemplating the ruins of Greece, must be 
ranked that of comparing the singularity of the 
manners of the present inhabitants with those of 
the ancients. In many of the ordinary practices 
of life, this resemblance is striking. The hottest 
hours of the day are still devoted to slecp, as 








they were in the times recorded by Xenophon, 
when Conon attempted to escape from the 
dsemonians at Lesbos, and when Phobidas sur- 
rised the citadel of Thebes, The Greeks still 
ed chiefly on vegetables, and salted or pickled 
provisions. The eyebrows of the Greek women 
are still blackened by art, and their cheeks 
painted occasionally with red and white, as de- 
scribed by Xenophon. This latter custom, in 
particular, is universal in Zante among the upper 
classes. The laver from which water is poured 
from the hand, previous to eating, appears by 
many passages in the Od; to have beena 
common utensil in the time of Homer; and 
something like the small, movable table uni- 
versally used in the Levent, seems to have been ‘ 
common amongst the ancient Greeks. Accord- 
ing to Herodotus, in his description of the ban- 
et given by the Theban Antigonus to Mar- 





onius and the chiefs of the Persian army, there 
were two men, a Persian and a Theban, placed 
at each table, which circumstance, being so par- 
ticularly remarked, was probably a deviation 
from the custom of each person having a table 
to himself.— Turner's Tour in the Levant. 
ren 


If rich, it is easy enough to conceal our wealth 
but, if poor, it is not quite 6o easy to conceal our 

verty. We sball find :hat itis less difficult to 
Fide a thousand guineas, than one hole in our 
coat, 
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CASE OF CONSCIENCE, 


“ Friend Broadbrim,” said Zephaniah Straight- 
lace to his master, a rich Quaker in the city of 
Brotherly Love, “thou canst not eat of mutton 
at the noon-tide meal to day.” 

“ Wherefore not ?” asked. the good Quaker. 

“ Because the dog that appertaineth to that 
son of Belial, whom the world calleth Foxcraft, 
hath come into my pantry and stolen it, yea, 
eaten it up.” ES 

“ Beware, friend Zephaniah, of bearing false 
witness against thy neighbor. Art thou sure it 
was friend Foxcraft’s domestic animal ?” 

“ Yea, verily, I saw it with my own eyes, and 
it was lawyer Foxcraft’s large dog, even Pinch- 
’em.” 

“Upon what evil times we have fallen,” 
sighed the harmless Quaker, as he wended his 
way to the office of his neighbor. 

“ Friend Gripus,” said he, “1 want to ask thy 
opinion.” 

“Tam all attention,” replied the scribe, laying 
down his pen. 

“ Supposing, friend Foxcraft, that my dog 
had gone into my neighbor’s pantry and stolen 
therefrom a leg of mutton, and I saw him, and I 
could call him by name, what ought I to do?” 

“ Pay for the mutton; nothing can be more 
clear.” é 

“ Know then, friend Foxcraft, thy dog, even 
that men denominate Pinch’em, hath stolen from 
my pantry a leg of mutton, of the just value of 
four shillings and sixpence, which I paid for it 
in the market this morning.” 

“0, well, then it is my opinion that I must 
pay for it.” And having received the amount, 
the worthy friend turned to depart. 

“Tarry a little, friend Broadbrim,” said the 
lawyer. “Of a verity I havo yet further to say 
unto thee. Thou owest me nine shillings for 
advice.” 

“Then verily, I must pay thee, and itis my 
opinion that Y have touched pitch and been 
defiled.”"—Christian Freeman. 

—————E 
A LIFE OF ROMANCE. 

The Breton, of Nantes, France, gives an ac- 
count of the recent death in that city, of an old 
woman, named Julienne Davy, who for more 
than half her life wore men’s clothes, and was 
not known to be a femalo. During the great 
revolution she embraced the Royalist cause with 
fervor, and being captured by the Republicans, 
was condemned to deportation, which in those 
days ineant death, but was pardoned on her de- 
claring her sex, and reassuming female attire. - 
Some time afterwards, she entered as a seaman 
on board a French merchant vessel, and being 
taken prisoner by the English, she was eight 

ears confined at the hulks at Portsmouth. n 

er sex being discovered, she was released, and 
returned to France with an exchange of pris- 
oners. On her arrival at Nantes, near which she 
was born, she entered into service as a laborer, 
bat was eventually induced to resume the dress 
of her sex, and to take a place as a servant ina 
religious commanity, where she remained fifteen 
years. After that period, however, she again 
resumed the occupations to which she had been 
accustomed as a laborer, alternately wearing male 
or female attire. 


THE BRIGHTEST SIDE. 





‘BY BELL BRANDOX. 





Behind yon canopy of cloud 
The monarch of the day is sinking, 
And as he fades, I think aloud 
Of what I have all day been thinking; 
A voice, not loud, but plain to all, 
Is breathed all day from that bright ball, 
“ Like me, in poverty or pride, 
Look always on the brightest side.” 


See how, his daily labor done, 
Be gilds the blackeet clouds with light, 

O, may you always, like the sun, 
Shed golden hues on sorrow’s night; 

For life is but a cloud at best, 

Though bright the robes with which ‘tis drest, 

Bemember, then, whate‘er betide, 

Look always on the brightest side. 


O, learn to imitate the sun, 
To gild, ike him, the clouds of sorrow, 

And when at eve your labor's done, 
You'ff think with joy upon to-morrow; 

And were that eve the eve of life, 

The sleep of death will end the stzife, 

And then you'll cross the chasm wide, 

And be upon the brightest side. 





EVELYN’S TRIAL. 





BY BLLA A. WELTOR. 





“Now tell me how it happened, Milly, for 


EVELYN’S TRIAL. 
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eye should so repulse all loving hearts from me— 
that while others, who had no beauty in their 
hearts, no intellect comparable with mine, none 
of the strong, imperishable, passionate love which 
I knew was in my heart, they would be petted, 
caressed, fondled, while I must stand aloof, with 
my strange, sad look, longing, dying for that 
which was bestowed upon them, yet not daring 
to approach? Was it God’s will? 

Milly Carr had been my mother’s head ser- 
yant before I was born—a sort of upper woman 
—a housekeeper if you will, and the confidant 
of the whole household. Nothing was ever done 
without Milly’s advice and consent. She ruled 
my mother, people said. At any rate, she never 
resisted Milly, I had known my mother to 
promise a thing, and Milly to prevent the per 
formance, just by a look of warning: 

Milly’s, story was short and hurried. She 
looked frequently to the door, shut down the 
window, and sat upon'the edge of her chair, with 
her hand on her knee, ready to start in a mo- 
ment, all the time she was telling me. Tyrant 
as she was, she yet feared to commitithe breach 
of trust to which I had been urging her. 

The story was short, as I said. It was a wild 
tale of miserable weakness, of passionate tem- 
per, of long, long repentance, and the crushing 
down of a noble heart. As it unfolded, I learned 
my mother’s causeless jealousy of my father, 
who, on discovering that she cherished it, went 
away from his home, and had never returned— 


mama will never let me know; and what-hurt | thaton the night when he left her, nearly dis- 


can it possibly do, now that the mischief is 
done?” 

“ Please, Miss Evelyn, I don’t dare. Mis- 
tress would not like it, if I told you.” 

“She shall never know it, Milly. Nobody 
will hear you tell me, and I promise—¢ee, I cross 
my two little fingers, and say I will never lot 
anybody know that I have heard anything about 
it” 

“Well, then—yon know Ican’t refase you 
anything, my darling, and Miss Maria wont be 
home very soon, and perhaps I will tell you 
some things that happened about that time.” 

“ Milly, tell me all. I don’t want half a story, 
and have to guess the other half. Tell me the 
whole trath. Tell me, Milly,” I continued, 
bursting into tears, “how I came to be such 
8 frightful looking child.” 

“Don’t say s0, Miss Evelyn. It is wicked. 
It was God’s will, and you must not murmar at 
ite? z 


Leovered my face, and wept bitterly. Was 


it God’s will, that I should be eo repulsive to all 
around me—that the poor, matilated cheek and 
5 


tracted with her feelings, she had taken glass 
after glass of wine, until she was perfectly stu- 
pefied, and had been put to bed—that after 
Milly, who slept with her, was asleep, she rose, 
took me from my cradle, and sat as they sup- 
posed, rocking me by the fire. 

“TI woke up,” said Milly, “ with a great start, 
hearing you cry out. I sprang out of bed, and 
ran to the fire. There you lay with the red-hot 
andiron against your little head. Itook you up, 
and saw that it had burned deep into your neck 
and cheek, and injured your eye. I thought 
you were dead, but you revived, and I covered 
the burns as well as I could, bnt they were too 
deep to heal withont terrible scars.” 

“If Thad only died, Milly !” 

“Hash, child! Was not your poor mother: 
punished enough by seeing that frightful mark 
upon the face of her delicate baby, wiihout the 
feeling of having killed it? Besides, have you 
no thankfulness that lips and forehead and nose 
were not destroyed? Is it not something, that’ 
the sears were just where they were ?” 


“O, Milly, you are upon me. Ido 
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feel thankfal for what was not done—but is it 

not hard that I am so frightful as I am?” 

“You are not frightful, Miss Evelyn. Your 
skin was so fair, that it was impossible to mar 
it one atom without showing it a great deal. It 
is only when you are angry that the spots look 
crimson, and at other times your eye shows but 
very little difference to the other, and your hair 
covers the worst scars in your neck. No, indeed, 
Miss Evelyn, you are not so terrible as you 
think; neither are people so much repulsed by 
you. It is only because you seem so shy and 
conscious, that it makes every one avoid you, 
just so as not to hurt your feelings.” 

“Well, dear Milly, would you have me go 
up to strangers, and say, ‘Look at these scars, 
see how they deform me!’ ” 

“No need of that, dear. P 
enough. All pegple notice it ; 
you about tha all people do not think so 
much of it. I hear it said of you, ‘how 
beautiful Evelyn would be, if it were not for 
that unfortunate scar.’ Often too, they say how 
much you resemble your father, and he wasa 
man of very noble presence, and very sensitive, 
too, like yourself. So don’t be so very, very sen- 
sitiye, for it has been the cause of very great un- 
happiness already in this family.” 

“ "Where is my father, Milly?” said I, sud- 
denly. 

“At New Orleans. He supports the family, 
‘but will not probably return. Your mother has 
long ago retracted what she said, but it seems 
that he cannot get over it. She has thought of 
sending Maria out to him. She will not tell me 
if she wants her to go in order to be reconciled 
to him or not, but Ihave no doubt that that is 
her sole reason.” 2 

Milly’s evident sympathy cheered me under 
what I called my terrible trial. She grew 
eloquent under the story she was relating to 
me. Milly had not always been a servant, but 
sorrow and affliction had come early upon her, 
and she was glad to accept the situation my 
mother had offered her. At least, I had thought 
always that my mother offered it, but now that 
she had begun to talk of my father, she told me 
that he had asked her to stay in his house, and 
watch over his family as long as she lived. 

I knew then that there was love in my father’s 
heart, that no earthly power could drive out, and 
I put my childish wits to work at once. I de- 
termined, if possible, to make my mother sub- 
stitute me for Maria. Maria was two years 
older than I, but not half so brave and coura- 
geous. I had acquired strength and self-depen- 
dence by my strolls in the forest paths, and on 
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the tops of high mountains. My loneliness had 
taught me courage, and my personal misfortuncs 
had brought me fortitude, notwithstanding my 
occasional murmarings. I had also become ac- 
quainted with a child a year or two older than 
myself, whose father went on repeated voyages 
to New Orleans; and only the night before sho 
had told me that she was going with him on his 
next voyage, and her mother aleo. What an 
opportunity this would be. Nobody would miss 
me, for my rambling, out-of-doors life, prescribed. 
by the physicians, precluded me from much in- 
door conversation with the family, and Maria 
was far too lady-like to share what she called 
my wandering and vagrant habits. 

My course was soon taken. I went to our 
good family attendant, Dr. Blair, and laid the case 
before him—told him my whole soul, my weari- 
ness of life, my disappointments already expe- 
Tienced, so sad for a child to feel—and then 
begged his iutercession with my mother to allow 
me to accompany Capt. Freeland. rom an 
infant Doctor Blair had shown me a considera- 
tion which no one else had ever done. He re- 
membered my early misfortune, and had always 
told Maria, that she was not nearly equal to me 
in ynderstanding and intellect, and under all 
circumstances, had stood my fast friend. The 
plan which I unfolded, tickled his fancy won- 
derfully, and after making me detail all that I 
had thought of doing, he promised to use his 
influence with my mother. 

The result was, that I was got ready by Milly’s 
active hands, and my mother had drilled me 
thoroughly into an understanding of what I 
must do, when I arrived at New Orleans. Mrs. 
Freeland was taken into confidence as well as 
the captain, and as to Maria, she was only too 
glad to get rid of the responsibility which was 
about to have been thrown upon her. 

And now I was upon the ocean, and the large 
ship bearing me towards a father, whom, only 
three weeks before I had not known existed. It 
wasa bright experience for me; for now, for 
the first time in my life, I began to find myself 
appreciated. I felt myself actually beloved by 
the kind friends who had taken me in charge, 
and anew world was opened to me in the re- 
spectful admiration which the mates and the 
whole crew exhibited at my courage and daring, 
while the caresses and love of Sophia Freeland 
made me feel that I was worthy to be loved for 
myself. I had not known my power until now. 
My mother had always neglected me, and Milly 
had. made only a baby of me. I was a young 
lady voyaging now, and quite adequate to meet 
any emergency likely to occur on the voyage! 
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As we neared New Orleans, I did not tremble, 
nor grow faint for a moment, when I thought of 
meeting my father. Indeed, I enjoyed the 
thought of being with him, and anticipated a 
great deal of sptisfaction in discharging my 
commission to him from my mother. 

“How well you look this morning,” said 
Sophia, as I put on my bonnet to go on shore. 
T looked in the glass, and appropriated her com- 
pliment without any remorse whatever. I was 
looking better than ever before. The slight 
brown which the salt water had bestowed upon 
me, was more than compensated by the acces- 
sion of bright, rosy color, and the happiness I 
had enjoyed had given brightness to my eyes. 
Ihad the unspeakable satisfaction of knowing 
that I was no longer repulsive to myself nor my 
friends. How it gladdened my heart! I felt 
that Milly would have rejoiced to see me looking 
so well and happy. Captain Freeland was wait- 
ing for me, or my thoughts would have ran 
into a long train of probabilities for the futare. 
A carriage conveyed us to the street in which 
my father’s business was located. Over the 
door of the immense warehouse before which it 
stopped, was a large sign, bearing my father’s 
name—Theodore Van Horn. A moment after, 
we were making our way through bales and 
boxes to the door of the counting-room, where 
sat a gentleman whom I was afraid to think was 
my father. Captain Freeland led me up to him, 
however, and said simply : 

“Mr. Van Horn, I have the pleasure of pre- 
senting your daughter.” 

I locked earnestly into his face for a few sec- 
onds, and he held me at arm’s length, as if to 
examine me closely. Then he drew me to his 
bosom, and I saw tears in the mild blue eyes. 
Icould not speak, for I feared he did not like 
the ; but as to me, my heart went out to him in- 
stantly. It seemed as if here, at last, I should 
find the love which had been denied me at home. 

It was my father, then! I, who hed so longed, 
so yearned for a father’s love, had now come to 
the full measure of my hopes, and was beloved 
by him! That I could seeat once. This hand- 
some, noble, intelligent looking man, whose 
dark locks had bat the slightest sprinkling of 
snow, and whose soul looked out in the falness 
of all generous emotions from the blue eyes, was 
my father! How I blessed Maria’s indolent 
and unadventerous spirit for giving me this un- 
speakable pleasure. Captain Freeland had gen- 
erously left us together, and we talked long and 
earnestly. I found that my father still loved his 
wife devotedly, notwithstanding the breach be- 
tween them. Young as I was, I promised to 
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my own soul, that I would yet reconcile my pa- 
rents, and that ours should no longer be a divided 
family. I told him of the severely secluded life 
which my mother had always led—of the pain 
with which she shrank from any questioning of 
her former life on which my childish curiosity 
had ever ventured, and of my finally only ob- 
taining the scanty information that Milly had 
given me. 

“And on these grounds you—a slight little 
gisl of fourteen, braved all this to find me ?” 

I looked Inughingly in his face, and said : 
“Indeed, papa, you are quite worth the trouble.” 

It was the happiest day I had ever known, 
and my happiness extended into days and weeks. 
My father’s love shone upon my hitherto deso- 
late heart like a great flood of sunshine, warm- 
ing it into happiness, and reflecting » light 
almost beautiful upon my face. The cold winds 
of the North had always made my scars of a 
blaish tinge, which showed frightfully conspicu- 
ous, as I thought. Here, the warm air had 
equalized the current of blood, and they showed 
but litle in comparison. 

“ Captain Freeland sails to-morrow, Evelyn? 
Have you any commands for home?” said my 
father, as we walked out early one morning. 

“Commands for home! Why, am I not 
going home with him? I thought I was to bear 
the news of your forgiveness and love to my poor 
mother! Indeed, sir, you must, you will send 
her that consolation.” ci 

“Twill, child, but not by you. ‘Y¥ou'shall re- 
main, and I will send for the family. You have 
done your mission well, and henceforth, I will be 
ahasband and a father, while all that is past 
shall be buried in oblivion.” 

I clasped my hande in silent thankfulness. 
Once more then, our roof-tree should echo sounds 
of gladness, which the long, weary term of sep- 
aration had never heard. How glad I was. 

My father wrote immediately. Captain Free- 
land was to bring them all, when he came again ; 
and meantime, my father busied himself in pre- 
paring en elegant and luxurious home, of which 
I was to be the mistress until my mother’s 
arrival. It was so strange to me, to have my 


taste consulted, and my opinions who 
had never been allowed at home the, 
of asingle thought—I now sat at mi er’s 


table, and entertained company with a grace 
that pleased him, and drew forth praises all the — 
sweeter because hitherto unknown by me. 

I amused myself by thinking what Maria 
would say to see me thus—Maris, whose opinion 
of her sfster was founded entirely on the prin- 
ciple that I was not fit to be seen. How grate- 
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ful I was to my father for thus giving mea sort 
of faith and confidence in myself. I was no 
longer shy, awkward, and embarrassed. I be- 
ame dignified and self-possessed with strangers, 
what was moreaud better, playful and 
cheerful at home. 

“« Milly must come, father.”’ 

Certainly. These servants must never know 
however, that she has served us. Milly shall be 
alady in our home. Iowe her much for her 
steady good will towards me, at a time when the 
nearest and dearest turned against me.” 

So Milly’s room, was prepared, and as caré- 
lly decked as any other in the honse;,and/I 
ged for the adjoining one. Maria’s was on 

other side of the house, and allpof them 
nced my father’s taste and wealth, Myown 
room was @ large, square one with white and 
gilt furniture, straw, matting of an excellent 
quality, white hangings, and with a dressing- 
room attached, in which was everything requisite 
to a complete toilet,. Iwas in raptures with all. 
We had been ready for more than a week, and 
waiting anxiously for my mother to arrive, when 
one bright, glad. morning, my father knocked 
loudly at my door, and bade me rise to receive 
her, as the ship had already been telegraphed. 
I rose, dressed. myself very carefully in one of 
the many dresses which my father had bought 
for me, had my hair arranged so as to hide my 
disfigured cheek, and sat down in our coolest 
room to’ await her. My father went: out, and 
was gone several hours. When he came in, she 
from whom he had been absent so many years 
was hanging on his arm, and Maria followed 
them with Milly. Ihe joy of that meeting was 
chastened and subdued by the remembrance of 
the weary years that had gone by since they met 
before ; but it was very pleasant to see the con- 
fiding smile which my mother turned towards 
her husband, whom, notwithstanding . her cause- 
jealousy, she had never ceased to love. It 
leasant to see how fondly he regarded her, 
how little he noticed the ravages which age 
vas making in her pale face. 

“‘ We will have that pale face looking brighter, 
Iivelyn,” he said to me, as I stopped before my 
mother, a little proud I think, to show her what 
I had become, since I left hers 

“Can this be Evelyn?” said she, ‘so im- 
proved—so handsome, even ?”” 

Did Lever expect my mother to utter words 
Tike that? 

“Yes,” said my father, “Evelyn is called very 
beautiful. My. little »Maria,, too—pretty, very 
pretty, but not at all comparableito Evelyn.” 

I conld hardly believe what he said, and should 
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have thought it irony, had my father ever talked 
ironically, He did not. 

We settled into # quiet family, Milly bearing 
rule and sway as of old. I saw my mother’s 
chesk brighten daily into light and beanty, until 
she recovered her good looks entirely. Discord 
never again entered cur heasehold. Seeing me 
such « favorite with my father, and adopting, as 
the whole family did, his opinions, they came to 
think of me as traly lovable; and after a regular 
course of visiting the house, as performed by 
young Carlos Hazlewood, they were all content 
to think that it was not Maria, but poor, homely 
Evelyn hereelf, that he waited for so patiently to 
grow old enough to wed. 

_That Maria, too, has had her conquests, is 
sufficiently substantiated by the fact that there is 
an elderly man, not quite so handsome, and a 
very little older than my father, who is very apt 
to call her wife in speaking of her ; and that his 
two sons, fine, manly, interesting yonths, are 
ways addreasing her as mother. 

‘Truly life is strange. One would have thought 
three years ago that Carlos would be just the 
right match for a delicate creature like Maria— 
while it would hardly have bean deemed possible 
that I could have hoped for a husband even so 
old and homely as Maria’s Mr. Heathfield. 

There is an inexpressible satisfaction to me in 
the re-union of my parents. One would never 
suppose that they had been separated for a mo- 
ment. If my mother’s heart ever swells with 
the remembrance of the past, my father’s beau- 
tifal devotion to her overcomes her regrets. 

She sometimes looks at me with a sad, re- 
morseful look, but I gaily turn the other side 
of my face towards her, and bid her te look at 
my perfections instead of my deformities. Long 
ago Milly told her that Iknew all, and that she 
was forgiven. 

Strange to say, I have suddenly risen to be 
the most important person in the family. Who 
would have thought it—that poor, plain litte 
Evelyn would have grown into such estimation? 

Carlos‘has just come in, and with a high- 
headed iasolence very anbecoming in him, is 
actually looking over my pages, and smiling 
ironically at my self-praise. I am explaining to 
him, that as my childhood did not receive its 
meed of approbation, I must do what I can to 
remedy the deficiency. If my experience will 
teach those who have children who are unusually 
susceptible to neglect or carelessness from those 
who are with them, and peculiarly sensitive from 
any personal defect or misfortune, to grow ten- 
der and patient, and loving to them all the 
more, I shall net regret having written it out. 
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MAY. 





BY MARTHA T. MENDON. 

Bright May is here, her lap brimful of treasures, 

And halfmade wreaths are strewn upon the ground; 
Sweet, merry chikiven revel in her Bleesases, 

And dimpled arms e'en now are bare and brown; 
Health bids defiance to the cooling zephyr, 

That lifts the sleeve above the shoulder fair; 
And nimble feet fly lightly o'er the heather; 

0, laughing ehildhood! ever bright and fhtr. 


Is there éne heart #o careworn and 80 weary, 
‘That cannot feel the witehing smiles of May? 
Is there one hearth so desolate and dreary, 
That her soft sunbeams dare not round it play? 
If s0, 'twere vain to picture forth her beauties, 
And write of birds, and flowers, and pleasant things; 
O, let us pause amid our daily duties, 
And feel the freshness May's eweet presence brings. 


Bright month of beauties! modest, graceful May, 
Sweeter and fairer than thy sister June; 
Dear, favorite month, 0 couldst thot longer stay! 
Thou'rt forced to ykeld thy.charme, alas, too soon! 
Thy prouder sister in her rich attire 
‘Will soon be here to take the plage of spring; 
Although June's blushing beauties all admire, 
To the sweet freshness of May’s charms I'll ling. 


What is it makes me hold sweet May the dearest— 
The best of months—the rival and the belle? 

‘What is it makes me feel to heaven the henrest, 
When the blue vielets open tn the dull? 

Is it because fond, tender recollections ‘ 
Cling round the lovely May-time of my life? 

Ere the young flower-buds of my heart's affection 
‘Hed withered ‘neath the hand of care and strife? 


0, there are faces plessant to remember, 

Bright, love-lit eyes, now cloced in death's long sleep ; 
In May the memories of the past seem tender, 

So tender that I sometimes sit cud weep. 
How oft I sce young ehikigen with May-baskets, 

Filled with sweet flowars they've gathered o'er the 

heather; 

O, there is room in memory’s jeweled casket 

To hold the flower-gems that I shrine forever. 

nee eer eerie 
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Tr was a wild sky that bent over the Highlands 
of the Hudson, but wilder yet was the faco of 
old Richard Duncroft, as he paced to and fro in 
front of his great, rambling, half-rained farm- 
house. His pale, thin cheek burned as if with a 
plague-spot, his features worked convulsively, 
his keen, gray eyes flashed with a strange fire. 

“ Grandfather, grandfather, do come in ont of 
the storm,” murmured a sweet, low voice, and a 
young and matchlessly beautiful girl moved to 
his side, and tossing back a wealth of rich curls, 
looked beseechingly up at his troubled counte- 
nance, 
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“No, no,” growled the restless old man; “I 
ean’t sit moping over the fire the whole evenirig. 
Get into the house, Isay! and, Jessie Gray, 
don’t disturb me again!” 

Thus repulsed, the girl stole silently back to 
the dwelling, and Duncroft resumed his hasty 
walk. 

“Richard, my husband,” said his wife, bro- 
kenly, “don’t leave ime alone in my old age. 
I know not what evil genias has taken posses- 
sion of you, but I mast beg you to go no more 
on these strange errands! O, Richard, if you 
have any pleasant memories of the old times, 
you will not break my poor heart,” and the 
hand which had been given him at the altar, 
trembled on his arm. But he shook it off with 
a rade gesture, muttering between his teeth : 

“What meéddlers women are! Rachel, not 
snother word of this nonsense! T’ll not have 
my footsteps dogged like a school-boy’s—I’ll have 
you understand that I shall come and go as my 
will dictates 1” 

The injured wife shrank sobbing away, and 
scarcely had the door closed after her, ere a tri- 
umphant laugh rang out on the fierce blast, and 
a third female figure confronted the old man. 

“ Richard, Richard Duneroft,” she said hoarse- 
ly, and her long, bony fingers tightened around his 
like bird's claws ; “ you have had your day—my 
hour has come now!” : 

“Meg Marston!” were the only words that 
dropped from Dancroft’s lips. 

“Yes, Meg Marston—Meg Reed once! Old 
man, when you and I were young, I loved you— 
ay, madty loved! Fora time you seemed to 
like me, but by-and-by you turned from what 
you used to call my gipseyish beauty, to that 
pale, blue-eyed woman whom you have just sent 
from you in a passion of tears. I wrestled with 
my disappointment--I grew sallen at first, then 
reckless ; I have hated both you and your wife, 
for years and years! Is it strange, that every 
grief of hers now is sweet to me?” 

She paused, and with a mocking smile, Dun- 
croft retorted : 

“ Bat what is that to me, since you are pow- 
erless to avenge yourself?” 

“ Powerless! We shall see, Richard Dun- 
croft.” And as she spoke, she drew up her 
slight figure, and stood erect before him—her 
thin lips rigid with determination, her dark, 
basilisk eyes burning with a fiercer light, her 
tangled gray hair floating about a face stormy 
with conflicting passions. With bitter emphasis 
she went on: 

“Men say a fearful shadow has fallen on Dick 
Duncroft’s life, and even they of his own house- 
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hold have learned to tremble at his approach. 
Night after night he goes on a mysterious mis- 
sion; that mission is the cause of the change 
which has come over him—Duncroft, I know the 
old man’s secret.” And bending down she whis- 
pered a few words in his ear. 

Richard Duncroft started, as if a pen of fire 
‘had written out before him, as the mystic hand 
wrote on Belshazzar’s palace-walls—‘“ Thon art 
weighed in the balance, and found wanting.” 
His frame shook from head to foot, every trace 
of color left his face, and though his white lips 
parted nervously, he could not speak. 

“This blow strikes home, does it ?” continued 
the woman, tauntingly, “you didn’t dream that 
anybody knew; you thought yourself secure. 
But you are in the power of one whose tender 
mercies are cruelties ; in the course of two hours, 
the whole of the town authorities shall be made 
acquainted with your guilt.” 

She gathered her red clodk around her, drew 
on her close hood, and was turning away, when 
Duncroft sprang forward. 

“Stay, stay, Meg Marston, stay !” he gasped ; 
“if you leave me in this mood, I am a lost 
man.” 

The woman stopped, but her sole answer was 
8 savage laugh. | 

“ Can nothing be done to induce you to keep 
my secret? I have gold’ enough—name your 
price, and I will pay it, ‘even to the uttermost 
farthing.’ ” 

Meg Marston shook her head. 

“Price?” she echoed. “It is hard to set a 
price on such knowledge as mine. Besides, I 
am rich—the wealthiest woman in the county. 
Do you think you can offer me anything that 
will bribe me to hold my tongue?” 

Duncroft looked at her hard face, and a long 
shudder crept over him, while Meg again made 
& movement to go. 

“Stop!” he cried ; “ before you and I part, we 
must come to terms. Detection—trial—impris- 
onment—I can’t meet them. Speak out, Meg 
Marston. What shall I give you to consent to 
silence ?” 

The woman hesitated; then, as if a sudden 
thought had strack her, she rejoined : 

“You have a granddanghter, an inmate of 
your household. She’s young, and beautiful, 
and romantic, and don’t fancy my son, but, 
Richard Dancroft, if you would conciliate me, 
give Jessie Gray to him.” 

“What! to Paul Marston, the pest of the 
Highlands ?” 

“The same,” was the cool reply. 

“ He’s old enough to be her father; she de 
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spises him, and so does everybody else. O, Meg, 
T am not totally lost to a sense of justice—I can’t 
bid my fair, pure Jessie marry your villanous 
son.” ¢ 

“Very well. It. matters not to me. Good- 
night; we shell not meet again, till I stand up 
in court to secuse yon.” 

A bitter groan broke from the old man’s lips. 

“Ts there no other deor to your heart, Meg ?” 
He faltered. 

“None ;” and now a grim smile flickered over 
her features; ‘‘they were all shut to you forty 
years ago.” 

“But I love the girl. She is an orphan, my 
dead Marion’s only child, her last legacy to 
me—she would rise from the grave to haunt me, 
if I should do such a wrong.” 

“Tcannot help it—I am inexorable. The 
bride for my son, or the revelation of the old 
man’s secret—what say you 9” 

‘* Meg Marston, you almest drive me mad,” 
cried Duncroft, wildly smiting his forehead ; “I 
cannot think clearly in your prescnce. Give me 
some time to reflect.” 

“Be it as you wish. At eleven o’clock you 
usually leave the farm-house for the valley be- 
low. Meet me by the stump of the blasted 
chestnut, as you go to yeur task.” 

“J will.” 

The strange woman glided away, and again - 
Richard Dancroft was alone with his own 
thoughts. The storm still raged; the rain beat 
down in torrents, the wind swept up in fitful 
gusts from the turbulent waters of the Hudson, 
and heavy clouds surged across the sky, like the 
billows of an unknown sea, drifting on, on, of 
to the “‘night’s Platonian shore.” For a while 
Duncroft did not seem to heed the tempest, but 
at length, when a great hickory close by came 
crashing to the earth, he started, gazed balf- 
bewildered around him, and then moved into 
the house. 

There had beens time when the family sitting- 
room at Duncroft Farm was a cheerful place, 
but now it was very dismal there. The shadow 
which had settled on the old man’s heart, had 
fallen on his home. The fire burned low on the 
hearth-stone, and two silent figures sat rocking 
to and fro in the pale light—one was his wife, 
the other his grandchild. Both looked wistfully 
at bim, as he senk into his high-backed chair, 
but neither dared speak. By-and-by, however, 
the girl rose to stir the dying embers, and steal- 
ing towards him, crept to her old place at his feet. © 
Ah! what an hour was that for Richard Duncroft. 
He marked the faultless contour of hér face and 
figure, the rich ripples of her shining, golden 
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hair, the graceful bend of her white neck, the 
flexile sweetness of the small, delicately-chiselled 
mouth, the mouraful, yet tender light of the 
soft, blue eyes, through which the eyes of the 
dead Marion seemed gasing at him in stern re- 
proach ; and the conflict between good and evil 
grew strong within him. Should he doom that 
girl in the dew of her youth, with all the gen- 
erous impalses of her natare—should he doom 
cher to marry Paul Marston, the terror of the 
neighborhood? While Duncroft sat thus, ab- 
sorbed in his painful reverie, a quick, firm step 

* sounded on the gravel walk outside, and then 
came a knock at the hall door. Jessie hurried 
to open it, and her grandfather heard her say in 
& tone of sweet surprise : 

“Why, Arthur! What can have brought you 
here in this pouring rain?” 

“T will tell you,” replied the new-comer, in a 
deep, musical voice; “I could not sleep till I 
had seen you. I watched you at church yester- 
day, and it seemed to me as if you had grown 
thin and pale, since our last meeting.” Are you 
ill, Jessie?” : . 

“No;” murmured the girl. 

“But you are unhappy—am I in any way 
connected with your sorrow ?” 
“0, no, no, no, Arthur! 

good, and noble, and true.” 

“Thank God, that you think #0! I would 
rather die, than give your young heart a single 
pang.” There was a moment’s silence, ere Ar- 
thur Minot added: “If you have a new grief, 
Jessie, Iam sure you will not hesitate to speak 
of it to me.” 

“T have not.” 

“Thon it must be you are still anxious about 
your grandfather—” 

“ Hush!” interposed the girl; “ he is in the sit- 
ting-room now.” 

The old man heard no more, and soon after- 
ward the door was closed, and Jessie came back 
with a soft fiash on her cheek, and the smile with 
which she had listened to Arthur Minot’s parting 
words yet hovering about her lips. But ber 
presence, and that of his wretched wife, only 
made the warfare in his soul more terrible, and 
with a graff command, he sent them away. 


You are all that is 





Time wore wearily on, and at last Richard 
Dancroft was aroused from his troubled musings 
by the striking of the old-fashioned clock. It 
was eloven—a decisive hour in his destiny. Meg 
Marston was awaiting him at the trysting-place— 
what would his answer be? A skilful physiog- 
nomist would have told from the resolute ex- 
pression of his face, as he buttoned his coat, and 
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went hastily out. While he had been in the 
house, the thick clouds had parted here and 
there, and through their rifts the moon shed s 
ghastly glimmer over the well-trodden path to 
the valley. In a few moments, he had reached 
the blackened stump of the old chestnut. Meg 
stood beneath it stern as ever, and as repulsive 
as those weird women whom Macbeth met on the 
lonesome heath. &® 

“ So, you’ve come ;” croaked she, as he drew 
near, “ well, what will you do?” 

“Thave loved Jessie fondly,” replied Dun- 
croft; “but I have begun a dangerous game—[ 
must play it out, though a legion of fiends stand 
atmy heels. I can never consent to have this 
hoarded secret blazoned to the world. Your 
Paul, villain as he is, shall be my son-in-law.” 

“ Agreed—there's my hand on it,” said Meg, 
and her hard, brown hand fastened upon his in 
8 vice-like grasp. 

“ You promise solemnly not to betray me,” 
added Duncroft. 

“TI promise. ’ll be as dumb as a stone with 
Tegard to your secret. And you will let Jessie 
Gray know at once for whom she is destined.” © 

“ Most assuredly.” 

Thus they parted—Meg Marston to seek her 
home, and Richard Duncroft to re-commence his 
mysterious work. It was in the dull, gray dawn 
that he reached his house, but early as it was, 
Jessio was up, and making his coffee by the 
kitchen fire. It was evident that she had not 
slept at all, for her face looked haggard in the 
morning light, and her eyes were red and heavy. 
But his purpose did not falter. 

“Jessie,” said he, sternly, “ Arthur Minot was 
here last night—why does he come to see you 60 
often 7” 

The rich blood mounted even to the girl’s 
pale brow, but she was silent. 

“He professes to love you, don’t he 1” con- 
tinued her grandfather. 

“He does, sir.” 

“ And you—you fancy you love him, I sup- 
pose from your blushes.” 

“TI love him with all my heart,” was the 
straight-forward reply. 

“ And perhaps you have hoped some day to 
be his wife,” added the old man. 

“Yes, grandfather, we are already betrothed, 
and Arthur will be over to-night to beg your 
sanction.” 

“ Girl, hear me,* rejoined Richard Duncroft, 
bringing his clenched fist on the deal table 
to enforce his words ; “you shall never marry 
that young Minot—never, never. I have an- 
other match for you. There is one who has 
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long loved you, and sought to win you—Jessie 
Gray, you shall be his wife before you are three 
months older.” 

“And who is he” faltered the girl. 

“Aman who need not depend on his daily 
toil to keep you from atarving—Paul Marston |” 

Poor Jessie lifted her blue eyes to his witha 
gaze that would have melted a heart that had 
not grown hard in sin. 

“God help me!” she gasped, and staggering 
back, she leaned against the dark oaken wain- 
scot trembling in every limb. “Paul Marston,” 
she went on, “an Ishmaclite in the earth—a vil- 
lain, who would have been in the penitentiary 
ere this time, if by his craft he had not eluded 
the eye of the law. O, grandfather, you will 
not bind me to him for life! You will not doom 
me to a living death |” 

“My resolution is taken. It will do no good 
to whimper and fret ; submission is the only way 
for you. Prepare to receive Paul Marston as 
your accepted lover.” 

For a time there was profound silence within 
the low kitchen, but outside the wind broke into 
asob, and the old pear-tree which swept over 
the quaint, diamond-shaped panes, writhed as if 
atortured human heart were throbbing at its 
roots. Then the girl flung herself at Richard 
Duncroft’s feet, and poured forth a wild appeal, 
which would have deeply moved him in his bet- 
ter days, but through it all he stood there, un- 
bending as a statue. The Rubicon of his fate 
had been crossed when he met Meg Marston in 
the valley, and now he was strong in his evil 
resolves. s 

“Jessie, you would make a good actress,” he 
said in a tone of cutting irony, when sue paused 
in her passionate plea; “such a sceno as that 
just enacted would win you fame and fortane 
on the stage, but it is quite loston me, Again 
I say you shall be Paul Marston’s wife, and that 
too, at any time he may set.” 

‘With these words he left her, slamming the 
door after him in his rage, and a half hour later, 
when Jessie’s grandmother came in, she found 
her sitting on the rough tiles of the hearth, like 
one turned into stone. But Dame Duncroft’s 
soft touch on her forehead, together with her 
gentle voice, awakened her from her strange 
lethargy, and bursting into tears, she sobbed out 
the story of her last trial. 

That night, just as the candles were lighted 
in the lonesome sitting-room at Dancroft Farm, 
there was a loud rap~t the front door. Tke old 
man answered the summons, and the next mo- 
ment ushered in Paul Marston. He wasa short, 
thick-eet man, with a bold, black eye, a sinister 
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and thickly-bearded lip, and a swaggoring air. 
Villain was stamped as plainly on every feature 
as though it had been writen there with the 
point of # diamond, and it was no wonder that 
Jessie Gray shrank into a window-recess as he 
approached. 

“Tis Jessie I've come to see,” he began, with 
a knowing look at Duncroft; “Jessie, you 
know—not you, nor ber grandmother.” 

“She was in the room when I went to the 
door,” replied his boet ; “I will oall her.” 

“O, there she is!” cried Marston, whose keen 
glance, after roving arenod, had espied the 
slight figure which had crept into the shadows; 
and he seuntered to her side. 

“Good evening, Jessie,” he said familiarly ; 
“T suppese I need not trenble myself to put on 
the Miss now, as things have gone so far. No 
doubt yen know why I’ve come here to night.” 

“Yes,” replied Jessie, “and I have told my 
grandfather how utterly repulsive the idea of 
such a marriage isto me. He knows my whole 
being rebels, but he is obdurate; so I must try 
an appeal to you. Mr. Marston, would you 
drag to the altar a bride, who went there like a 
victim to a scrifice 1” 

Paul Marston burst into a coarse laugh. 

“Tl tell ye what, Jessie Gray,” he resumed, 
“all these fine speeches are wasted on a man of 
my make; they’d do better for a learned colle- 
gian, like Arthur Minot. But one thing is cer- 
tain, I shall not give up my promised wife—no, 
no, no!” and by the expression of his counte- 
nance, poor Jessie knew that he cared not to win 
a willing bride—that he deemed it more of a 
triumph to carry off, in spite of herself, a lady 
who hed thrice refused him. 

“You needn’t look so grim about it,” he con- 
tinued ; “you wont have s bad bargain after all. 
Tam going to fit up my old mansion in a style 
that will make the Highlanders stare. You can 
ride in your carriage, and bea lady in every 
respect. And now for the wedding-day ; it is 
customary for the bride to set that, so I leave it 
to yom. Name it, and puta man ont of sus- 
pense ;” and the rich boor imprisoned the fingers 
which were drumming hard against the casement. 

“Never!” said Jessie, with a firmness which - 
for a moment astonished him. Then he laughed 
again, and replied : 

« Ahe! I like your spirit, little girl. Well, as 
you wont fix the day, I will. Let me see—how 
long will it take to get ready? If wo make 
haste, we can crowd the preparations into six 
weeks. Yes, that will do—six weeks from to- 
night then, Miss Jessie Gray shall be transformed 
into Mrs. Paul Marston.” 
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Jessie mado no answer, and after several at- 
tempts to arouse her to some slight degree of 
animation, he left her. 

Hours afterward, when she had gone to her 
own little chamber, the only man-servant at 
Duncroft Farm brought her a nete which ran 
thus : 


“Dearest Jgsstz :—A terrible rumor has 
reached me, but I cannot believe it, until I have 
the confirmation from your own lips. Come oat 
to the stile, where we bave sometimes met—there 
I shall wait for yon in the wild hope that you 
can set my heart at rest. AgToUR.” 


Tears sprang to Jessie’s blue eyes as she read 
this, and hurryisg on her shawl and gipeey bat, 
she stole dowa the back stair-case, and glided 
through a door, which had been carelesely left 
half open. She had crossed the garden, when a 
heavy hand fell upon her shoulder, and her 
grandfather cried sneeringly ; 

“ Going to meet that young Minot, weren’t yo? 
Well, well, I’ve outwitsed ye bosh. I saw him 
lurking abort, and kept watch. Jessie Gray, 
your interviews with him are at an end.” 

Radely he hurried her back to the bouse, and 
thrusting her into her own chamber, locked the 
door upon her, while Arthur Minot, after lvok- 
ing long and vainly for Jessie, rode homeward. 
with a heavy heart. 





Six weeks had gone by, since the events 
which have just been narrated, yet they had 
brought little but gloom to the old house at Dun- 
croft Farm. Richard Dancroft was yet wrapt 
in the mystery which had enskrouded him for 
the last three months ; every night he went out 
on his strange mission, every passing day found 
him paler, and thinner, and fiercer in his mood. 
It was apparent enough that the old man’s secret, 
like the vulture of tho Caucasus, was eating 
away at the heart’s core. His poor wife looked 
wan and wasted, and Jessie, once the light and 
joy of the houschold, came and went, pale and 
listless. A strict watch was kept upon her 
movements, and so she had not seen Arthur 
Minot; but once he had managed to convey to 
her a brief note, which shed some balm on her 
wounded spirit. 

“« Jessie,” he wrote, “I waited for you till 
midnight, by the stile that leads to the rye-field, 
and for the first time since you learned to love 
me, waited in vain. I do not believe you stood 
aloof from your own choice—I no more doubt 
you, than I should an angel in heaven. The 
thought of seeing you the wife of Paul Marston 
is madness. I must save you from such a fate. 
Take courage, dearest—a brighter day will yet 
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dawn for us. 
on the alert,” 

This assurance threw a transient gleam of 
light across the poor girl’s path, but the next 
news with regard to her gallant lover, sent a 
chill through every voin—he had been shot at by 
some unknown foe, while riding through a lonely 
forest, and been carried to a woodman’s hut by 
a traveller who chanced to be near; there he 
stili lay ina high fever and delirious. When 
Jessie heard that, her last hope fled, and she 
moved aboat like an automaton. 

It was on a sultry, September day, that she 
was riding along one of the most romantic of 
the Highland roads. Fleecy clouds sailed like 
white swans over the sky; some of the trees 
were already beginning to grow gay with au- 
tumnal tints; the wayside was all aflame with 
golden and scarlet blossoms, and the merry songs 
of the laborers, who were gathering in the rich 
harvest, rang outon every hand. But scenes 
which had once charmed the young girl, now 
brought no lustre to her eye, no bloom to her 
check. It mattered not to her that she was 
seated in a carriage fit for a duchess, and drawn 
by & pair of superb blood-horses. Reside her 
sat Paul Marston, and she was returning from a 
visit she had been compelled to make—s visit to 
the home destined for her. Marston Hall had 
long been a stately dtructure, but now the rooms 
once so bare, were gorgeous with tall mirrors, 
splendid carpets, rich drapery and glittering 
bijouterie. And yet, to her it was only a prison- 
house, and more and more deeply she loathed it, 
and the idea of a life there with Paul Marston. 
Twilight was coming on, ere she reached Dun- 
exoft Farm. 

. “ To-morrow night, Jessie,” said her betrothed 
husband, as he lifted her from the carriage, “I 
shall take you for better or worse. Only twenty- 
four hours more, and the bride I have so long 
coveted, will be mine,” and bending down, he 
kiseed her in his rough, boorish fashion. 

Jessie shrank from the touch of his lips, and 
with a hasty “good evening,” hurried to her 
reom. Just as she entered it, she heard Mars- 
ton’s carriage wheels rumbling down the steep 
road to the valley. Her bridal dress, rich as 
eostly satin and gossamer lace could make it, lay 
on a chair, but to her excited fancy it seemed to 
take the shape of a shroud. She flung herself 
down on the bed, and buried her face in the soft 
pillow, to shut out the hated paraphernalia, but 
she could not sleep. Hour after honr dragged 
by, and otill she lay wakefal and anxious. It 
was midnight when she heard ao hurried tap at 
her door. She flew to open it. A man stood 


Meanwhile, Arthur Minot will be 
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there, a neighbor, and it needed only one glance 
at his haggard face to tell that he had some 
startling disclosure to make. 

“ Miss Jessie,” said he, ‘‘I dared not speak to 
the old lady frst—” 

“My grandfather—has anything happened to 
him 1” gasped the girl. 

“Yes. Come down into the valley as quick 
a8 you can.” 

It was the work of one moment for Jessie to 
fold a shaw! around her, amd descend the stairs ; 
the next, she was ia the open air, following the 
neighbor as fast as her feet could carry her. 

“Prepare yourself for the worst,” said her 
companion, as they hurried down the path; 
“there has been dreadfel work in the valley.” 

In less than a half-hour they had reached the 
blasted chestnat, under which Meg Marston and 
Duncroft had met weeks before. To the latest 
day of her life Jessie Gray never forgot that 
scene. A dark lantern cast a flickering light 
over @ broken spade, and a small excavation in 
the earth, and an iron casket. Close by lay 
Richard Duncroft, the blood welling in a crim- 
son torrent from a gash in his ferehead. For an 
instant Jgssie’s sight grew dim, and she seemed 
sinking to the ground, bat then she rallied her 
almost exhausted. energies. ; 

“ Take him home,” she faltered; and while 
her companion and a friend he had called to the 
spot before leaving it, made preparations to bear 
him back to the place he had so darkened of late 
with his stern presence, Jessie hurried on to 
break the tidings to her grandmother. Two 
hours later, Richard Dancroft lay bolstered up 
in bed, in his own chamber. His aged wife sat 
near him, and Jessie bent over her grandfather 
with tenderest ministrations, while physicians and 
other attendants gathered around. ‘Then—then 
the old man’s secret was revealed. 

“Rachel and Jessie,” he said with solemn 
earnestness ; “ I’ve been # curse to you for three 
months past. Listen, and I’ll tell you why. 
‘You remember the eccentric little man, who has 
lived in the valley for two or three years. He 
was a returned Australian, but none would have 
dreamed that he was rich. I however gained 
the knowledge. One dark night, as I was cross- 
ing his lands, I saw him bury a heavy iron 
casket, and heard him say, with a short laugh : 
‘Here my gold is safe—this bank wont break.’ 
The next day he left for Enrope, and then a 
temptation arose * in me to make myself 
possessor of his ¢@fazure. I yielded, and from 
that hour was a miserable man. Every night I 
went out to dig, and when I had disinterred the 
casket, I dug a new grave for it. Mog Marston 
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became aware of my secret, and to bribe her to 
silence, I consented to give my poor Jessie to 
her villanous son. Last evening, when he came to 
bring you home, Jessie, I was not here, but I met 
him in the valley. He grew exacting, and de- 
clared that I should give him half of the gold I 
had found, or have my secret made known ; and 
at length he challenged me to mortal combat. 
In darkness we met and fought ; he left me fear- 
fully wounded, and fied. There now—forgive 
me for the wrong I have done you both—God 
forgive me, too. My strength fails—Rachel, 
my wife, pray for the dying man.” Ifis breath 
came in short.and sndden gasps, the blood-shot 
eyes closed—poor, old Richard Duncroft was 
dead. Pan! Marston never dared return to the 
Highlands, and his vile mother followed him to 
his hiding-place. But after Arthur Minot had 
recovered from his illness, he and Jessie were 
married in the rustic church, and when a year 
later the Australian came back to the neighbor- 
hood, Jessie restored the iron casket, and tear- 
fally told him Taz Otp Man’s Soret. 
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CHURCHES OF NEW YORK. 


The various churches in the city of New York 
are thus defined : Fifty Protestant Episcopal ; 
thirty-four Mothodist Episcopal ; forty-one Pres- 
pyeriane twenty-nine Baptist; twenty-three 

atch Reformed; seven Congregationalist ; 
seven Lutheran; sixteen Jewish Synagogues ; 
four Associate Presbyterian; three Associate 
Reformed Presbyterian ; five Reformed Presby- 
terian; two Primitive Christians; twenty-five 
Roman Catholic; four Universalist; two Uni- 
tarian; two Second Advent; two Wesleyan 
Methodist ; three Friends; one Methodist Prot- 
estant; one New Jerusalem ; four African Meth- 
odist and twenty-one miscellaneous.—N. Y. 
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HAPPY MAN. 


The happiest man in the city of Boston has 
an apple and candy stand on North Market 
Street, and has one wooden leg. He has a smile 
and a pleasant word for everybody that passes 
throngh the archway, and never has upon his 
countenance the slightest indication of care or 
anxiety. All the apples and oranges on his stand 
might decay and ran away, to his utter loss, 
without disturbing the complacency of his fea- 
tures. In summer or winter, snow or rain, he 
is always the same, whistling or humming some 
old, bygone tune, never appearing to_realize the 
fact Wh his wooden leg.—Bunker Hill Aurora. 








A PRAYER. 


But should my destiny be quest of wealth, 

Kiod Heaven, 0, Koop my tempted soul in hesith! 

Anvd should’st thou my toll with ng oa store, 

Keep back the madness that wonld seek for more! 
Tuomas Warp. 
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MABEL’S EYES. 





BY MRS. RB. T. RLDREDGE. 





Mabel’s eyes are brighter far 

Than the brightest evening star; 
Mirrored in thelr depths of blue, 
Love-thoughts glisten warm and true; 
Brighter far are Mabel's eyes 

Than the brightest noonday skies. 


‘When she was a bonnie child, 
Laughing. sporting, free and wild, 
Bending down her golden head, 
‘Till it touched the violet's bed, 
Then, I ween, her eyes of blue 
Caught the violet's azure hue. 


Benuteous gems are Mabel’s eyes, 
Bluer than the fair blue skies; 

Bluer than the deep blue sea; 

And it always seems to me, 

That they must have caught their hue 
From the tender violet blue. 


Like two sea-shells pure and white, 
Mabel’s lids will look at night; 

They are beautiful to view, 

Though they screen her eyes of blue; 
All the more at morn we prise 
Mabel's tender, violet eyes. 
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BY DAVID A. HARRISON. 





GapRizLLe DE Councr was the most beau- 
tifal maiden in the whole city of Versailles. To 
say that her hair was a dark, rich brown, long 
and wavy, her eyes a deep blue, shaded by long 
dark eyelashes, a complexion displaying the lily 
and the rose, and a figure tall and gracefal, is 
Not to give any idea of her wondrous beauty—a 
beauty which consisted not in regularity of fea- 
tures and sparkling eyes, but in the expression 
which varied with every thought and feeling. 
Gabrielle was as good as she was beautiful. 
Some time previous to the opening of our story, 
she had plighted her faith to one Bertrand 
Montmorency, a young man, son of a neighbor, 
poor, but proud and of good family. Their 
faith had been plighted upon the eve of Ber- 
trand’s departure for the army—the army which 
left for Austerlitz. 

Gabrielle was the only child of the immensely 
wealthy widow Madame Celeste de Courcy, a 
proud, ambitious, heartless woman. Few char- 
acters are found so weak, as that of Madame de 
Courcy. Unlike her daughter, she was not even 


* Under Napoleon, the prefeots had to make reports of 
the rich heiresses of thelr department, in order to afford 





an opportunity to the favorites to address them. Le- 
graverend has disclosed a namber of abuses, by which 
the prefects invaded private property and the te 


relations of the citizens. 
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good looking ; and her danghter’s beauty was a 
constant source of annoyance aud jealousy to 
her, suve when she thought of it as a means of 
connecting herself with some grand family—a 
dake, count, or even prince. To her, the be- 
trothal of her daughter te her neighbor Mont- 
morency’s son was a secret. She had suspected 
that the young people had an attachment for 
each other, and had immediately resorted to 
such measures as she thought had put an end to 
any such foolish nonsense. 

Madame de Courcy had a formidable rival, 
an opposite neighbor, Madame St. Leon, a very 
beautiful widow, with two handsome daughters, 
Elinor and Isabel. True, the daughters were 
not to be compared, in beauty and acoomplish- 
ments, with Gabrielle; but the mother, herself, 
was beautiful and very agreeable. The two lady 
mothers were outwardly very friendly ; bat cach 
hated the other in her heart. Madame St. Leon 
hated her neighbor because, although not laying 
any claims to beauty, ahe was very wealthy. 
Thus the two women lived, each a spy upon the 
other. 

Madame St. Leon was calling upon her “ dear 
friend Celeste,” as she called her when she was 
feeling particularly ill-natured: At last, after 
an hour spent in small talk, Annette St. Leon 
exclaimed: - 

“T nearly forgot, my dear Celeste, to tell you 
that I heard, from good authority, that Preféct 
Lacune visits the different houses in Versailles 
to-morrow, to make a list of the beautiful girls, 
which he gives to the emperor on the return of 
his army from Austerlits.” 

“ Aha! I am glad to hear that.” 7 

“Yon will of course place yourself upon the 
list,” maliciously said Madame St. Leon, smiling 
and showing her beautiful pearly teeth; “you 
areso handsome!” ‘ 

Madame de Conrcy colored with vexation, 
though‘she answered coldly, while she arranged 
a superb diamond bracelet on her long, thin 
arm: 

“You can do that, Annette—you are 80 
wealthy !”” 

Both ladies looked at each other with an angry 
light in their eyes. But Madame St. Leon was 
not wealthy enough to be willing to quarrel with 
her more fortunate neighbor; 90 she hastened to 
say, in her most winning tones : 

“No, no, Celeste; we are equals. The ad- 
vantages are well divided between us, though 
you have the most available Ig I really envy 
you. We must not look now, so late in life, to 
grace the lists we did in youth ; but I really envy 
you, for you are richer than I, and have only one 
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daughter to leave it to, while I, with less wealth, 
have more danghters.” 

“The beauty and wit of the mother increases 
each dowry by a thousand francs.” 

“You are a wicked fiatterer!” exclaimed An- 
nette St. Leon, laughing gaily and shaking her 
beautifal curls. “But I must away. Au revoir!” 

And she tripped down stairs, glancing at her- 
self in the superb mirror in the hall with a half 
pleased, half spiteful expression. 

“Old crocodile! What a fright she is! I 
should think she’d shut her eyes, when she 
passed this mirror ; I am sure I would, if I were 
sougly. No I wouldn’t either, when hateful as 
the reflection is, it sparkled with diamonds as 
her’s does.” 

‘Thus soliloquising, Madame St. Leon sought 
her own plainer, but still elegant home, where 
her two pretty daughters set waiting to hear 
what had 

After Madame St. Leon left, Gabrielle was 
summoned into her mother’s presence. With 
great triumph, Madame de Courcy told her 
daughter of the profect’s expected visit, and 
commanded her to make herself as elegant as 
possible. 

“Put on your richest dresses, Gabrielle, and I 
am sure your name will head the list.” 

Instead of looking delighted, Gabrielle turned 
deadly pale, and her beautiful head sank de- 
spairingly upon her bosom. Madame de Courcy 
looked astonished and very angry, when at last 
her daughter ventured to say: 

“ Mother, I cannot see the prefect. I will not 
have my name on the list.” 

“ Such language to me, child! You strangely 
forget yourself. You will be ready to see the 
prefect, when he comes.” 

Gabrielle said nothing, but bent her head 
upon her hands—thinking deeply. Suddenly 
she raised her head, and spoke. 

“I will see Monsiear Lacune on ene con 
dition.” 

“ What is that ¢” 

“That I shall be wholly alone—that I shall 
enter the room and speak with him alone, and 
when I have spoken with him, he shall be asked 
no questions concerning me.”” 

“You will, I suppose, implore—will bribe 
him, perhaps, not to place your name upam the 
list ?” 

“No, my name shall be on his list. Before I 
see him, you mmst speak to him, and iaform 
him what shallbe my dowry.” 

Madame de Courey reflected awhile, then con- 
sented to the strange request of her daughter. 

About three o’clock, the next afternoon, Pre- 
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fect Lacune made his appearance—a pompous, 
consequential, and rather bold man. He rubbed 
his hands in glee, when he saw the elegant sa- 
loon, with mirrors to the floor, marble busts, ex- 
quisite paintings, and costly ornaments ; but he 
slightly frowned as Madame de Courcy, dressed 
in her most elegant robes, and blazing with dia- 
monds, glided into the room. A long conversa- 
tion passed between the two, and the prefect’s 
eyes danced, as Madame de Courcy named the 
princely dowry of her daughter; for he knew 
by reputation that the daughter, unlike the 
mother, was beautifal. 4 

“T must see your daughter, madame ; and 
with my own eyes, be able to judge of the beauty 
which turns the heads of all the young men in 
the city.” 

“ You shall see her instantly.” And Madame 
de Courcy left the room. 

In a few minutes the door opened, and Gabri- 
elle de Courcy entered the room. She was 
dressed in a robe of rich dark biue silk, and her 
hair was braided elegantly and twisted round her 
head, like acrown. But great Heaven! what 
is the matter? The figure and step is that of 


‘| Gabrielle; and so are the delicate, rounded 


arms and tiny white hands. But the face—that 
is not Gabrielle’s ! 

The prefect raised his eyes, and beheld before 
him a young girl of a tall, elegant figure, but 
plain face! The complexion was dark, lips 
rather pale, heavy dark eyebrows meeting on the 
nose, and dark circles round theeyes. Can this 
be the beauty of Versailles? He thought there 
must be some mistake; so he questioned the 
lady. 

“T wished to see Mademoiselle Gabrielle de 
Courcy ?” 

“T am that person.” 

“Your pardon; I thought she was the most 
beautiful maiden in Versailles,” bluntly replied 
the prefect. 

“T have heard that term addressed to me. As 
proof of it, I will show you a collection of son- 
nets, madrigals and letters, I have received.” 

“Tt is unnecessary, mademoiselle. I must 
take a lady’s word and my own eyes as sufficient 
proof. Bon jour.’ And with a polite bow, 
Monster Lacune left the room. 

At -the foot of the stairs, contrary to her 
promise, stood Madame de Courcy, who eagerly 
questioned the prefect concerning her daughter’s 
beauty. Anxious to get away, he replied : 

“T think the inhabitants of this good city have 
gone crazy; and J, who have seen so many 
besuties, am filled with wonder.” 

The politic answer filled the heart of Madame 
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de Courcy with joy. As she walked up the 
broad, marble staircase, she built princely cas- 
tles in the air. 





A number of young officers were lounging 
idly in an anteroom of the palace, They were 
talking of the war through which they had 
passed ; and upon the breasts of several flashed 
the cross of the Legion of Honor. 

“Room—room, there!” cried the seneschal. 
«The emperor!” 


The young men doffed their cape and stood | 


awaiting the coming of Napoleon in respectful 
attitude, 

“Aha! all here, see. That is well. Ihave 
in my hands a paper containing a list of all the 
handsome young heiresses in Versailles. Iknew 
not there were so many dowried beauties in the 
city. I will read the names; if any of you have 
a preference for any of them, you may choose— 
intarn. Bertrand, you are fizst, because you 
were the first citizen of Versailles to whom I 
gave the cross. Elinor and Isabel St. Leon— 
small dowries, but beautiful girls; Leonide La- 
cour—the same dowry; Maria Descartes—very 
beautiful ; Eululie Lassalle—very beaatiful, and 
very wealthy; Gabrielle de Courcy—good look- 
ing, and an immense dowry.” 

At the last name, Bertrand turned pale, and 
the others exclaimed : 

“ How, sire? Mademoiselle de Courcy there 
named as only good looking? She is the most 
beautifal girl in all Versailles?’ 

“That is strange. The Prefect Lacune is 
judge of beauty. Be that as it is, you are to 
choose. Bertrand, whom choose you ?” 

“ Mademoiselle de Courcy.” 

“Aha! the splendid dowry catches you— 
does it?” 

“Your pardon, sire. The dowry is little to 
me, when I possess this,” laying his hand on 
the cross of the Legion of Honor. “But I was 
betrothed to Mademoiselle de Courcy before I 
left with the army.” 

“Take her, then, Bertrand; and to-morrow 
you shall return to her.” i 

To each of the other young men,he awarded 

. some honor ; for they were the five bravest offi- 
cers in the army—young, faithful and brave. 
With a courteous bow, Napoleon returned the 
grateful acknowledgments of his young officers, 
then turned and left the saloon. On his return 
to Josephine, he found her quite perplexed. 

“Ah, sire, you are just in time to aid me with 
your clear judgment and generous heart?” 

«« What puzzles you, Josephine ?” 

“While you were gone, a lady, Madame de 





Courcy, craved permission to me. I 
granted the request, and received a“Mtringe vis- 
itor—a woman nearly beside herself with rage, 
because the Prefect Lacune had traduced her 
daughter's beauty. She had seen the list of 
beautiful young heiresses destined for your maj- 
esty, and was incensed because her daughter, 
Gabrielle de Courcy, headed not that list—in- 
deed, worse than that, was described as simply 
good looking. I promised to bring her com- 
plaint before you, sire; but I must add, of my 
own free will, that if the daughter resembles her 
mother, she can’t lay claims to being even good 
looking—much less, beautiful.” 

strange !” exclaimed Napoleon, rubbing 
his chin. ‘Even when I read the list to my of- 
ficers, a general exclamation arose because 
Mademoiselle de Courcy was not styled the 
most beanatifal of all! I must look into this 
matter.” 

-Ringing small hand-bell, an usher appeared, 
whom Napoleon commanded to summon to his 
presence the prefect, Monsieur Lacune. Mean- 
whilo, he paced restlessly up and down the sa- 
loon, stroking his chin with one hand, while the 
other he held behind him. A short space, and 
in great trepidation Monsieur Lacune was shown 
into the august presence. He stood the very 
picture of fawning solicitude, patiently waiting 
to be addressed. His patience was not long 
tried; for in a quick, abrupt tone, Napoleon 
said : 

“ Monsieur Lacune, I wish to have a matter 
explained. You gave me a list containing the 
names of the heiresses of Versailles, and there I 
behold the name of Mademoiselle Gabrielle de 
Courcy, the wealthiest maiden in the city, but 
simply good looking ; how is that?” 

Monsieur Lacune, mistaking the cause of the 
emperor's question, hastened to reply. 

“Your pardon, sire. I know I should not 
have placed her name upon the list, as she had 
no claim to beauty; bat I thought her immense 
wealth would overbalance all else. So I added 
her name ; and, if you were pleased to notice, it 
was the last on the list.” 

“ Yes, yes ; I know that. Youdid right; but 
I wish to know what spell was upon your eyes, 
that Mademoiselle de Courcy appeared so differ- 
ent to you? All the young men of Versailles 
swear she is the most beautiful maiden in all the 
empire; and a short space ago, her mother 
pleaded with the empress that her daughter's 
beauty should have justice done it. How can 
you account for the difference?” 

“Tt is beyond my wit. If yi will pardon 
my presumption, I would suggest that the 
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maiden be brought before you, that you may 
judge for yourself of her charms.” 

“ Bage advice, monsiear, which shall be acted 
upon. Do you remain here till she arrive.” 

Madame de Courcy had hardly reached her 
home, after having sought and obtained an inter- 
view with the empress, when the royal carriage 
drew up to the door. 

“ The emperor wishes the company of Madame 
and Mademoiselle de Courcy. His carriage 
waits.” 

Madame de Courcy donned plumed hat and 
velvet mantle, her heart swelling with pride ; but 
Gabrielle, her heart beating with despair, only 
threw over her head and shoulders a richly 
wrought lace mantle, which eo fell as to conceal 
her features, and with faltering steps, followed 
her mother down stairs to the carriage. As 
Madame de Courcy stepped, with a haughty 
tread, into the imperial carriage, she could not 
refrain from glancing up to the house of her 
hated rival. Good! half shaded by the drapery, 
Madame St. Leon stood curiously gazing forth. 
A prond, exultant wave of the hand, and the 
carriage rolled away from the door. 

Closely following the seneschal, Madame and 
Mademoiselle de Courcy entered the presence of 
their emperor. Napoleon smiled, as they ap- 
proached, and said in his most gracions manner : 

“The emprees has reported to us your com- 
plaint. The prefect and citizens are at variance, 
aud we decided to judge for ourselves of the far- 
famed beauty of Mademoiselle de Courcy. Be 
not ashamed, mademoiselle, that the eyes of your 
emperor and empress rest for once critically 
upon your face. Be pleased to draw aside your 
veil.” 

Gabrielle tremblingly stepped forward; then 
suddenly, as if in despair, pulled aside the veil. 
Neither Napoleon nor Josephine could repress an 
exclamation of surprise and admiration as their 
eyes rested upon the beautiful, pale face of Ga- 
brielle, half shaded as it was by the rich veil. A 
moment only they looked, while the girl blushed 
deeply at being the object of such seratiny. 
Napoleon turned to the trembling prefect. 

“How is this, Monsieur Lacune? I behold 
before me the loveliest maiden mine eyes ever 
looked upon in any land. I can consider you 
as no longer competent to fill your office.” 

“ Sire!’—and Gabrielle knelt at his feet— 
“Monsieur Prefect is blameless. On my head, 
alone, let your anger fall. I disguised myself— 
painted myselfgig look as plainly as possible. 
He judged ri ; for he knew not the sallow 
complexion and straggling eyebrows were fale.” 
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“What were your reasons for thus transfig- 


‘uriag yourself?” 


Gabrielle blushed vividly, and lowered her 
beautiful eyes till the long lashes rested upon the 
glowing cheek, while she made answer in a per 
feetly steady, though low voice : 

“TI was betrothed t& one, poor but of good 
family ; and I thought if no personal induce- 
ments were offered, if I was ranked as plain, 
among 2 long list of beauties, 1 should remain 
unchosen—all would choose beauty and wealth!” 

Napoleon gmiled ; then whispered some order 
to the seneschal, who left the hall. While he 
was gone, Napoleon spoke to the kneeling girl. 

“I blame you for but one thing—that is, want 
of confidence in your emperor. I sm not used 
to break hearts; it pleases me more to unite 
loved ones. I am sorry to say, mademoizelle, 
your echeme failed. Though called plain, there 
was one among my officers who overlooked that.” 

He paused a moment, and Gabrielle’s head 
sank, while a deadly pallor spread over her del- 
icate features. ‘ 

“Yes, one young,handsome and gifted, chooses 
you. Here he comes!” 

Raising his voice slightly, Napoleon said to the 
new comer: 

“Lieutenant Bertrand Montmorency, behold 
the bride you have chosen! Kneel, to receive 
her.” 

A dead weight fell on the heart of the poor 
girl, as Napoleon announced the presence of her 
fatare hushand, and she did not raise her eyes 
till he pronounced the name “ Bertrand Mont- 
morency!” With acry of joy, Gabrielle raised 
her head ; then with parted lips and sparkling 
eyes, she waited Napoleon’s words, while 
Madame de Courcy stood by, grinding her 
teeth with rage. “Only a lieutenant!” 

“Receive your bride from our hands, Ber- 
trand ! end may neither of you forget that Napo- 
leon loves to witness the happiness of others. 
Rise up, General Montmorency ; your new com- 
mission shall be made out to-morrow.” 

The assemblage broke up. Bertrand and his 
lovely bride returned to the house of Madame 
de Courcy, upon whom the new title, “ General,” 
worked a charm. As the lovely Gabrielle 
passed out of the saloon, Josephine looked after 
her, smiling : 

“Mademoiselle entered the room beautiful, 
truly ; but she leaves it perfectly bewildering, in 
her young loveliness. So much has happiness 
done !”” 

“ Yes,” replied Napoleon, looking back aleo. 
“Truly, rightfully, has she been called Tax 
Pape or VERSAILLES.” 
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BY ALICE C. BENTON. 





Ix the ancient burial place of the quaint old 
town of Braintree, or Brantry, as it was once 
spelled, there iss small, dark headstone, over 
which the sunshine and dews have fallen for a 
century and a half; and round which the long 
grass and the wild brier folded as lovingly as 
now, when our great grandfathers were treading 
that consecrated ground, and their fathers had 
not yet descended to their final resting place. 
‘We can scarcely realize, while our feet are wan- 
dering among the ancient graves, that the beings 
who lie there, were once living, sentient actors, 
like ourselves, in the great drama which is not 
yet finished ;—that they had the same hopes, 
wishes, joys and sorrows as ourselves; that they 
played with the same baubles of love, fame, 
ambition, that we do, and that they, like our- 
selves, saw bark after bark go down to the great 
deep, freighted deeply with the experiences of 
human soul. 

But to the headstone. On its dull, slate-stone 
face are inscribed, with much of the tedious 
prolixity of that day, the virtues, and a consid- 
erable portion of the histories of Reuben Morton 
and his wife. An Englishman, born and bred, 
he held the office of schoolmaster, with snch pa- 
tience, moderation and zeal for knowledge, that 
it would seam that the youth of Massachusetts 
—those at least whose means would permit, 
were all students with good and learned Master 
Morton. 

Not only so, but that wise and prodent gentle- 
woman, Mistress Bella Morton, “hath her me- 
morial”’ here also, as being the accomplished in- 
structress of a large number of “ young gentle- 
women, especially many from Boston.” Whether 
her spirit still walks abroad, in the persons of 
the innumerable multitade who walk Weshing-4 
ton Street each day at high noon, is a problem 
which only our psychologic friends, who are 
posted up in such abstruse mysteries, can an- 
swer. Let us hope that gentle Mistress Morton 
has really transmitted some of her valuable 
qualities down even to this generation, more 
lastingly than the tent and satin stitch which ac- 
companied them. 

Reuben Morton was the younger son of a 
noble English family, and was, of course, des- 
tined for that convenient anchorage of all those 
little boats—younger sons—the church. Seri- 
ously inclined from his childhood, he made no 
especial objection, and the thing was already 
decided on; Lord John Bellingham, his father’s 
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early friend, promising him a living in the gift 
of the Bellingham family. 

There was a richer gift in the noble lord’s 
possession, which Reuben Morton saw and cov- 
oted, on the single occasion of his admission into 
Bellingham House; a gift which had been de- 
signed for his own elder brother, Lord George; 
and this was the only daughter of that ancient 


house. 

As soon would the noble owngs have seen the 
ancient stracture fall to the ale @ miserable, 
worthless ruin, withont single stone standing 
upon another, as to see the daughter of his 
heart throw herself away upon a younger son. 
He had planned her marriage with Lord George, 
& coarse, stag-hanting, disagreeable young man, 
who considered his portion sufficient without 
learning, and was almost as ignorant as one of 
his own horses, but possessed of a vast fortune— 
the grand desideratum with Lord John Bell- 
ingham. 

The Lady Arabella thought differently from 
her noble father. She too, in that single inter- 
view, marked distinctly the odds between the 
two brothers, and when Reuben Morton—feeling 
that such a marriage as was projected for her: 
was a degecration—modeetly, yet nobly pressed 
his own suit, the lady listened with unreluctant 
ear. There were reproaches, and rage, and vin- 
dictiveness in store for him who had thus rashly 
brought down two houses upon his devoted 
head. But Arabella was firm, and that was all 
that was wanting to make him happy. 

The small portion which descended to him 
from his grandmother, was hastily demanded, 
and paid promptly; and ata respectable coun- 
try town, not six miles from Bellingham House, 
the wedding was privately performed by a young 
clergyman—his dearest friend. The next hour 
the newly marricd pair were on hoard o ship, 
bidding a tender, and as it proved, a last fare- 
well to the white cliffs of Albion, on their way 
to the refage of discontented or persecuted Eng- 
lishmen—the American colonies. 

Arriving in Boston, the pair set seriously to 
thinking to what practical purpose they could 
turn the slender income, and the rich and varied 
talents they possessed, to meet the exigencies of 
their life in the ungenial clime to which they had 
flown. Titles disappeared here, in the comparative 
wilderness they were now to inhabit; and plain 
Master Morton and Mistress Bella Morton were 
the only names by which they were known. 
Both agreed that nothing was so suited to their 
acquirements as teaching, and es many families 
wished to send their children Sway from Boston, 
already the resort of low roysterers, and the 
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scam of English society, they decided to settle 
in the pleasant town of Braintree, and receive 
pupils from a distance into their own house. 

A modest house, differing bet slightly from an 
English cottage, with a broad wing attached, 
was builf from their small finances, and fur- 
nished with .such plain and unostentatious ar- 
rangements as they could afford. It was situated 
on the brow of a hill, commanding a rich and ex- 
tensive prospect;. wide-spread forests, waving 
corn-fields, and broad bosom of the ocean, 
across which lay the land of their birth. If 
sometimes a sigh floated towards it, the circum- 
stances under which they must have remaimed 
rose before them, and the remembrance of what 
might have been stifled all expression of regret. 
Around them soon gathered « band of smiling 
youth, eager for instruction; and in the cares 
and pleasure of their new occupation, they forgot 
there were such things as lords and ladies. Some- 
times the happy husband would address his 
wife as Lady Arabella, but she chided him tor 
the unwelcome sound, and declared that no 
title could ever please her half so well as that of 
the schoolmaster’s wife. 

Once only, for a few brief months, a baby 
with fair, English complexion, soft blue eyes and 
golden hair, Jay upon her bosom—a son, who in 
the event of one. death, would be presumptive 
heir to the Morton estates; but, as if to stifle the 
wish before it was formed, the gift was recalled. 


“Bat God gives patience—love learns strength, 
‘And faith remembers promise, 

And hope itself can smile at len; 
On other hopes gone from us. 


Once, too, they were surprised and shocked by 
a visit from one, between whom and them they 
had supposed that the waves of the Adantic 
would forever intervene. With characteristic 
indecoram and indelicacy, Lord George, in wan- 
dering about the world to kill time, chanced to 
visit the English colonies in the New World. 
Chance led him to inquire, as he had done else- 
where, for his brother ; and this time the inquiry 
was rewarded by finding one who knew his situ- 
ation, and offered w condact bim to his home ia 
Braintree. 

It was a lovely summer evening, when the 
schoolmaster of Braintree and his wife, freed 
from the duties of a long day, wandered forth to 
catch the fresh ocean breeze, and talk of Eng- 
land. True, they did not often revert to that 
theme, but on that night the waves of memory 
rolled backward, and they conversed in « cheer- 
ful and happy mood, of all the events that had 
chanced to them in parting from their native soil. 
Before them lay road sea which they had 
crogsed together ; at the left, Boston was be- 
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ginning to rear its palaces; around, on every 
side, new towns and villages were slowly spring- 
ing up, not with the railroad speed of our own 
times, but with a steady progress that denoted 
stability of parpose, and augured well for the 
fatare state of the colonies. At their feet, on 
the lowest slope of the hill, lay the burial ground 
where the dust of their child reposed. They 
grew sadder and more solemn, as the san with- 
drew its last fading light, and descended the 
hill to watch for the remainder of the twilight 
beside the little grassy mound. 

As they passed into the enclosure, a man 
accosted them with the inguiry, as to where he 
could find one Reuben Morton. Though nearly 
dusk, both knew the face that presented itself to 
their sight, Both too, recognized the voice, 
harsh and radely speaking; and the roystering, 
swaggering air, which, if disagreeable and re- 
pulsive in the broad parks of Morton Hall, were 
perfectly insafferable amidst the peaceful quie- 
tude of this sequestered place. Unmistakably 
this man was none other than Lord George 
Morton himself. 

Instinctively, Reuben and Bella moved away 
from the little turn stile which formed the en- 
trance to the place of the dead, before the 
question could be answered ; Bella holding fast 
by her husband’s arm, as if already she feared 
the shadow which had fallen across their path. 

“ Tam here, George,” said the schoolmaster, 
not unkindly ; “I cannot be so deceptive, as to 
say I am glad to see you, but if you will return 
home with us, I will show you such hospitality 
as I can.” 

“Faith! a cool reception, Reuben! Lady 
Arabella, have you no warmer welcome to give 
one who should have been your husband, instead 
of this meek, chicken-hearted parson? Where 
do you preach, most reverend sir? Mothinks 
that old church yonder would hold fewer than 
my kennel at home would accommodate.” 

“ Call me not by that name, George Morton,” 
said Bella, coldly. “The proudest name I ever 
coveted, was that of the wife of Reuben Morton, 
the schoolmaster. He is no parson, either, but 
his life is such, that all good men respect him.” 

“Now, by the Lord, do you tell me that one 
of our family has stooped to be a common peda- 
gogue? Are you fooling me, Lady Arabella?” 

“ She speaks truth,” said Reuben, “ and be- 
lieve me, I am pronder far to be that, than I 
should to be Lord George Morton himself. Don’t 
trouble yourself to pity or despise us. We are 


‘well enongh as we are. But let us go to the 


house. We would not seem inhospitable.” 
When lights were brought, they saw with 
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shame how plainly the effects of a reckless and 
dissipated life had worn upon their guest. With 
little, or no appetite, he sat at the bountiful table, 
covered with good and wholesome fare until the 
wine appeared. He drank potation after pota- 
tion, without any apparent effect, except a sleep- 
iness, which he attributed, as he said, to the 
diabolical roads he had travelled over, since he 
landed in these cursed colonies; and he was 
soon desirous of being shown to his bedroom, 
where his servant to whom he had not revealed 
his connection with the host, was profuse in 
lamentations at the scantiness of his accommoda- 
tions. The next day, Lorl George departed 
in utter disgust at the situation and prospects of 
his brother, and scarcely envying him the wife 
which he had taxed him with stealing from him- 
self. This was the only glimpse of their past 

. life that crossed their quiet pathway; and they 
were thankful that it was not repeated—thankful, 
when they heard that there was po reason to 
fear a repetition. 

One by one, as the English newspapers came 
st intervals to their hands, they knew of the 
dropping away of old friends and relatives, until 
all were gone, save Lord George himself, and he 
was now an old man, with only the dregs of that 
life, from which he had long since wasted the 
sparkle. 

At last, when years had whitened the locks of 
the venerable schoolmaster, and faded the roses 
on his Bella’s cheeks—when they were fast 
passing away to the better land, amidst the love 
and respect of the good and virtuous, whose 
opening years they had trained, there came one 
day to the Braintree post-office, a huge letter, 
bearing the English post-mark, and addressed to 
Lord Reuben Morton. There was much specu- 
lation in the coterie that assembled round the 
fire of the little grocery store, in one corner of 
which—smelling marvellously of salt fish, hams, 
pepper and coffee—the letters were weekly de- 
posited, and as often called out by the little 
wrinkled postmaster, who, with spectacled nose, 
presided over that department. 

“ Bless us all! Have we areal lord among 
us 1” was the cry from the loiterers, while each 
was eager to be the bearer, in order to gratify 
his individual curiosity, and retail the news, if 
there should be any, to'the rest of the curious 
group. 

“T shall trust it to nobody,” said the little 
postmaster, swelling with conscious importance. 
**I think—nay, I know that Master Morton will 
wish to consult me in regard to this letter. Zeb- 
edee Stiles, come within here, and attend to de- 
livering the letters,” he continued, addressing @ 
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tall, gawky lad, whom he kept as his assistant. 

In a moment, he was walking up the hill, 
bearing the important despatch, which announced 
that the last barrier between Reuben and the 
title was broken down. Lord George Morton” 
slept with his fathers. 

If the aged schoolmaster had ever desired to 
succeed to the Morton title and estates, it was 
too late for him to feel a singlepulse accelerated 
by the announcement. Wh@the postmaster 
entered, he was lying upon the couch, with that 
patient and serene smile which marks the good 
man’s approach to the better land, while the 
Bella of his youthful love, still beautiful in her 
calm old age, sat beside him, holding one thin 
hand in hers. 

“We shall not long be separated, love,” he 
whispered. His eye glanced at the large packet. 

“ Read it,” he said faintly, to his wife. She 
did so, and as he listened to her tremulous voice, 
he closed his eyes, as if weary of hearing what 
was now of no interest to that parting hour. 

‘When she had finished, she quietly laid aside 
the letter, as if it were bat a common thing, 
and turned to the figure on the couch. Reuben 
Morton had passed away to that land where 
lords and kings are known no more. 

Kind hands placed the stone beside the little 
child, who, had he lived, would have mherited 
these honors; and kind hearts dictated the 
quaint inscription, which speaks so truthfully of 
the aged pair, who were, indeed, not long sepa- 
rated. Opposite the old burial place, and be- 
neath the pillars of the venerable stone church, 
the dust of the Adamsee—father and son—re- 
poses. Meet neighborhood for the revered. 
Schoolmaster of Braintree. 





SELF-RIGHTEOUSNESS. 


It is no uncommon thing for men to flatter 
themselves that God cannot fe displeased with 
them because they have omitted to do a great 
many bad deeds, which they would have dene, 
had they not been restrained by the fear of the 
law or of public opinion. The soundness-of 
such morality is very well exhibited in Lessing’s 
parable of ‘‘The Wolf on his Death-bed.” A 
wolf lay at his last gasp, and was reviewing his 
past life. “It is true,” said he, “that I ama 
sinner, but I hope not one of the greatest. I-have 
done evil, but I have also done muck good. 
Once I remember a bleating lamb that had 
strayed from its flock, came so near me that I 
might easily have throttled it, but I-did it no 
harm.” “I can testify to all that,” said his 
friend, the fox, who was helping him to- prepare 
for death ; ‘I remember perfectly, all the cir- 
cumstances. It was just ‘at that time when you 
were so dreadfully choked with that-bene in your 
throat.”—TZhe Aforalist, 
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Curions Mlatters. 





Singular Story of 6 Shark. 

In an article on the curiosities contained in the Muse- 
um of the United Service Institution in London, the 
‘Times says:—The most singular objects perhaps, are the 
jaws of a large shark, placed side by side with a glass 
case of printed Spanish memoranda, between which, at 
first sight, no connexion seems possible. Their history, 
however, is briefly this: Her Majesty’s ship, Aberga- 
yenny, chased it. Domingo the Nancy, suspected 
slaver, which contrived to escape, though In the excite- 
ment of the chase, she threw overboard her real papers, 
which were swallowed at a gulp by a large shark. That 
same shark, soon recovering its appetite after this light 
diet, was caught by some of the crew of the Abergavenny. 
‘The papers, which he had not troubled himself to mas- 
ticate, were found in this case intact; the Nancy was 
followed to her real destination, and overtaken, selsed 
sud condemned on the evidence of the pictures thus 
Jonah-like recovered. 


A novel Monomaniac. 

A cottage at the head of Newton, Scotland, oceupled 
by two young ladies, has for several days past been be- 
sieged by a green Innet, who, the moment one of the 
inmates leaves the house, attacks her, and does every- 
thing in its power to annoy her, such as darting in her 
face, aud striking her with its wings, all the while chir- 
ruping in its most enraged key. Although several times 
stunned by diving at the windows and doors, it has 
always got away from every attempt to capture it, and 
keeps ita wateh day and nighton a tree at the rear of the 
house, whence its sallies are made at every opportunity. 
No cause can be assigned for this antipathy on the pert 
of the little warbler, as no injury has been done to it, so 
far as is known, by any of those it seems to consider its 
enemies. 


Strange Discovery. 

A party lately made s partial exploration of Spring 
Oeve, near Point Pleasant, Ky., on Green River. An 
entrance to the Cave was effected through a narrow 
passage, about thirty feet long, which opened into an 
egg-shaped room, thirty feet long, and fifteen high. The 
exploring party visited, through various passages, five 
other rooms, in one of which was a small set-off as if 
made by man, and on it were three books and several 
letters, none of which the gentlemen could make out. 
‘They also found in this room silvery looking metal that 
had been run into lumps. In another room they found 
human bones. It is the intention of the gentlemen en- 
gaged in this exploration, to make a more thorough ex- 
amination of this cave. 








Effect of sudden Grief. 

Among others whose acquaintance Montaigne made in 
the bath-room, was the Seigneur d’Andelot, formerly in 
the service of Charles the Fifth, and Governor for him of 
Bt. Quentin. One side of his beard and one eyebrow 
were white; and he related that this change came to 
him in an instant one day as he was sitting at home, 
with his head leaning on his hand, in profound grief at 
the loes of a brother, executed by the Duke of Alba, as 
‘an accomplice of Counts Egmont and Horn. When he 
looked up, and uncovered the part which he had clutched 
in bis agony, the people present thought that flour had 
been sprinkled over him. 





CURIOUS MATTERS. 


To out Glass with s Piece of Iron. 

Draw with a pencil on paper any pattern to which you 
would have the glass conform; place the pattern under 
the glass, holding both together in the left hand (for the 
glass must not rest on any plain surface), then take o 
common spike, or some similar piece of iron, heat the 
point of it to redness and apply it to the edge of the 
glass; draw the iron slowly forward, and the edge of the 
glass will immediately crack; continue moving the iron 
slowly over the glass, tracing the pattern, and the clink 
in the glass will follow at the distance of about half an 
inch in every direction, sccording to the motion of the 
iron. It may sometimes be found requisite, however, 
especially in forming corners, to apply a wet finger to the 
opposite side of the glass. Tumblers and other glasses 
may be cut or divided very fancifully by similar means. 
The iron must be re-heated as often as the crevice in the 
glass ceases to flow. 


A Novel Invention. 

An invention for signalising on railway trains is de- 
scribed, the apparatus consisting of a gutta percha tube, 
extending through the whole length of the train. It is 
formed in sections—a joint for each car—and these are 
fastened together when in use. This tube is connected 
with an alrpump in the front and st the end of the 
train. By a stroke of this pump, the sir is forced 
through the tube to the opporite end of the train, and 
produces a very loud and shrill whistle at the mouth- 
piece attached to the tube in each guard's van, and to 8 
mouth-piece which extends also close to the engineer. 
Printed instructions are placed in the hands of each indi- 
vidual officially connected with the train, which states 
that one whistle means ‘ look out,” two whistles signify 
“caution,” and three whistles denote “ danger.” 





A Queer Bet. 

A new work has recently been published fn Eng- 
land, entitled “‘One Hundred Years Ago,” which, by the 
following extract, shows that at least one person was 
even then sound on the goose question: “My lords of 
Rockingham and Orford made s match against each 
other for five hundred guiness, as to whether five turkeys 
or five geese would in the shortest time perform the 
Journey from Norwich to Londoa. The reault vindicated 
Lord Orford’s sagacity, for, though at first the turkey# 
had it all their own way, the geeze waddled past them at 
night, while they were lazily roosting upon the trees be- 
side the hedge row.” 


Remarkable Bight. 

While the New York and Worcester train was pasting 
Natick recently, a ball of lightning as large as the two fists 
of & man, descended, ran along the telegraph’ wire, and 
exploded with a report as loud as@ cannon. The wire 
was consumed, and the posts within a epace of half a 
mile were shivered from top to bottom. The pasengers 
on the train were greatly alarmed, as the ball of fire was 
all the time in sight, and the explosion seemed as if be- 
neath the cars. 


Vaccination with a Magnetised Needle. 
Professor Rock states that since 1856, hundreds of 
children have been thus vaccinated, with scarcely any 
failurgs occurring. The point of the needle is well sat- 
urated with the magnetic fluid before practising the vae- 
cinations, which are then performed in the usual manner, 
a single magnetization serving for mapy vaccinations. It 
is quite surprisiug to observe the rapidity with which the 
vaccine virus is abeorbed when the needle is thus prepared. 





CURIOUS MATTERS. 


Costly Handkerchiefs. 

The young Countess Marie Dorethee de Castaline has 
Just been united to Prince Frederick de Radaivil, a Prus- 
sian officer. Portions of the lady’s wedding equipment 
have been exposed in Paris, In this collection there were 
@ number of costly handkerchiefs; 80 beautifal are they 
that one would think thby had escaped from the slender 
weavings of fairies, and not from the mortal hands of 
sewing women. I counted inthe window where they 
were displayed no less than sixty handkerchiefs, costing 
from two to three hundred dollars each. On some of 
them the embroidering of the arms of the houses Caste- 
line and Radzivil were Interwoven and surmounted 
by the crown of the prince; all this was in pure gold. 
The threads were metallic, malleable, pure, and so ar 
ranged as not todim in washing. There were seven cash- 
mere shawls, of seven different colors, one was of white, 
embroidered with gold and turquoise. 





Recipe for Renewing the Skin. 

There is a ceetain bean which grows in the East Indies, 
the outer pod of which has a quality very much prized by 
the women of thore countries. On the lessening of 
their beauty of complexion, by sunburn or by the erup- 
tion of any disease, they gather this nut, take the rind 
or pod, and rub it well upon the face. The juice is first 
very corrosive, and the flesh swells and inflames under {t, 
and then turns black, The patient is at this time a hor- 
rible object, and the universal custom is a most studious 
concealment till the process is past. In about two weeks, 
however, the old skin peels off, and the renewed one 
makes its appearance—as rosy, as delicate, and as fair as 
that of an infant. At the cost of five days of suffering 
and fifteen days of secret concealment from all mortal 
sight, the precious boon of a “ bran new skin” can thus 
be secured to fading beauty. 





Ancient Turquoise Mine in New Mexico. 

A late number of the American Journal of Science 
contains an account by William P. Blake of an ancient 
excavation In New Mexico, made by the aborigines in 
search of a stone which they call “Chalchihultl.” This 
excavation is about 800 feet wide, and 200 deep, and is 
20 miles from Santa Fe. It is shown to be very ancient 
by a thick growth of pine trees in the bottom of the pit, 
and by numerous fragments of Indian pottery. The 
etone is green and bluish green, and is identical with 
turquoise in its composition. The Indians still set the 
most extravagant value upon beads and trinkets made 
of it, and obtafn small quantities from thin seams in the 
vicivity of the great pit. The first present sent by 
Montexuma to Cortez, for the Spanish sovereign, con- 
sisted of four chalchihuitl stones, they belog more highly 
prized than gold. 


Action of the Sea. 

In Clew Bay, on the western coast of Ireland, there 
was formerly an island, called Minish, the surface of 
which, in the reign of Charles I., was twelve acres in ex- 
tent, as {s proved by several public documents of that 
period. On being measured in the year 1814, it was 
found to be only 420 feet long, and $0 broad. In 1816, it 
entirely disappeared. The island of Clare, in the imme- 
diate neighborhood, furnishes another example of the 
destructive action of the sea on thore coasts. Bounded 
everywhere by cliffs of Immense height, it is continually 
corroded by the ocean, which has worn deep caverns, 
foto which, when agitated, it throws immense blocks of 
stone, detached from the cliffs, with an appalling no!se. 
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A Bengal Prince. 

Acorrespondent of the New York Commercial Adver- 
tleer says he has lately returned from a visit to the pal- 
aces and grounds of the Rajah of Bushwan. The estate 
of this petty prince, a fine-leoking fellow, thirty-eight 

ears old, gives an annual income of about £4,000,000— 

ver G4 50an hour. His residence is on an estate of 
seventy-five acres of gardens and parks, which is inter- 
spersed with a large number of tanks, one of them be- 
ings full mile around its four sides, with many stone 
stairways leading down to the water, The stud of the 
Rajah contains eight hundred of the best horses that can 
be procured in India, and he has, besides, about thirty 
fine elephants in his stables. He owns, in addition to his 
immense country estate, bazaars and considerable prop- 
erty in Calcutta. Twelve thousand men are employed 
on all his lands—four thousand in the immediate vicinity 
of his palaces. The monthly expenditures for the support 
of all this is only about $4000—and the native labor is 
the cheapest part of it. 





Geological Phenomenon. 

The Ohio River is gradually destroying the sofl on 
which Portsmouth, Ohio, is situated. It firat worked off 
several acres of bottom land up tos steep bank. It has 
now commenced wearing off the bank and encronching 
upon the streets of the city. A writer saya, ‘ six blocks 
containing twelve city lots, that originally fronted on 
Fifth Street, are now washed by the river, which is taking 
them off at the rate of a foot per day. It {s a common 
thing to ree a dozen square yards drop off at once.” One 
street, Fifth, is annihilated, and the river is advancing 
towards Fourth Street. Some large manufactories and 
the depot buildings are in danger of being swept off ing 








few months. At the present rate of progress in four 
montbs the channel of the river will be where the depot 
bufldings now stand. 





A Pleasant Surprise. 

Two gentlemen took the cars at Portland for Boston, 
the other day, and entered into conversation on the 
route. When they reached the depot at Boston, they 
found they were both going to the same street in Charles- 
town. It proved, finally, that they'were destined to the 
same house, and when they arrived there, they were 
introduced to each other as brothers, by the gentleman 
of the house, alsoa brother. Neither of the three had 
met the others for twenty-four years. They were 
Scotchmen. The one at Charlestown had been in this 
country nineteen years; one of the others had just ar 
rived from Egypt, where he had been in the service of 
the pacha for twenty-two years; and the other had spent 
sixteen years in the Kast Indies. 





Singular Arithmetical Fact. 

Any number of figures you may wish to multiply by 
6 will give the same result if divided by 2, a much quick- 
er operation: but you must remember to annex a cipher 
tothe answer when there is no remainder, and when 
there is a remainder, whatever it may be, annex a 5 to 
the answer. Multiply 464 by 5, and the answer will be 
2820; divide the same number by 2, and you have 282, 
and as there is no remainder, you add a cipher. Now, 
take $57, and multiply by 5, the answer is 1785. On di- 
viding this by 2, there is 178 and = remainder; you, 
therefore, place a 5 at the end of the line, and the result 
is again 1735. 


The Florist. 


0, the flowers look upward in every place, 
Through this beautiful world of ours, 

And, dear as a smile on an old friend’s face, 
In the smile of the bright, bright flowers! 


Growing the Camellia by Cuttings. 

‘The Camellia may be grown from cuttings, the single 
red and middlemist being the easiest to strike, and the 
double white and myrtle-leaved the most difficult; but 
the plants procured in this manner are much more beau- 
tifal in their shape, and prolific in their blossoms. The 
cuttings may be put in at any season of the year, when 
the plants are not in s growing state, but the best time 
is when the young wood is becoming ripe; and should 
be performed in the following manner: Cut them amooth- 
ly scross at the jolnt, between the old and new wood, 
and plant them firmly in pots, well drained, of pure 
river sand, covering them with bell glasses, keeping 
them moderately moist, and placing them in the shade. 
In from four to six months, they usually commence 
taking root, at which time they will be materially as- 
sisted in their growth by being placed in a mild hot-bed. 
When it is considered that they have sufficient root, 
which will probably be in about one year, they may be re- 
potted singly, into small pots, giving them the compost 
used for established plants. 





Pergularia. 

‘This flower has perhaps the sweetest fragrance of any 
other plant. The blossoms are green and of no peculiar 
beauty, but they are valuable for their delightfal fra- 
grance, which is chiefly perceptible at night. The Per 
gularia is a stove climber, which should be grown in a 
large pot with holes in the sides, which should be plunged 
into the centre pit of the stove and kept moist. It should 
be kept back every year when It is done flowering; and it 
will shoot out vigorously in spring. This plant fully re- 
pays any trouble expended upon it by the rich fragrance. 





Ledum, 

The Labrador Tea. American low shrubs with pretty 
white flowers. It {s a compact growing Uttle plant, with 
dox-like leaves and clusters of white flowers, which have 
pink tinge on the back of the petals. It is very suit- 
able for beds in a geometric flower garden, or rock-work ; 
but {t requires a slight protection during severe frosts. 





Ononis. 

‘The Rest Harrow. Little herbaceous and shrubby plants, 
some of which are natives of Britain, and which generally 
have yellow or pink flowers. Most kinds should be grown 
in peat, or very sandy loam. Most of the kinds live in the 
open air, with a very slight protection during hard frosts. 


Mignonette, Sweet. 

This is especially mentioned as easily cultivated by 
drills in a garden, and is one of the finest and richest 
flowers in the world from which the honey-bee can ex- 
tract its food. 


Jacoboa Lily. 

Asplendid bulbous-rooted plant, formerly called by 
botanists Amaryllis formosissims, but the name is now 
changed to Sraremu. 


Sherardis. 
Very pretty British weeds, which may be introduced 
with good effect on rockwork. Perfectly hardy. 
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Rockwork. 

Rockwork may be divided into two kinds; that which 
Js intended to imitate natural rocks, and that which is 
merely intended as a nidus for rock-plants. Imitations 
of nature should be formed of large blocks of stone, and 
should for the most part be disposed in imitation of 
some stratification. Rockwork, as @ mere nidus for plants, 
should never be attempted on a large scale, without the 
introduction of large blocks of stone to prevent sinking. 
A mixture of brick, filnt, granite and freestone, together 
with bits of marble and shells, form a pretty mass. 
These bits of stone are piled up in a picturesque manner, 
then fine, rich earth sifted among them. 


Summer flowering Bulbs. 

Now is the time to set eut all summer flowering bulbs, 
such as Ixias and Gladiolus. The ground in which the 
bulbs are to be planted, should be made very fine and 
rich, and not allowed at any time to become hardened. 
Lobelias, Vexbenias, Salviss and Petunias, and other 
balf-hardy annuals that sre in pots, may be planted out. 
‘The hardy annuals sown in March or April, ahould be 
thinned out and transplanted, and the stems of the 
Phloxes and other coarse growing herbaceous plants 
may be cut, taking away about a third part. 





Dahlia. 

These beautifal, showy flowers can be produced the 
first season from the seed. Itis only necessary to sow 
them in a hot-bed early in the season. The best soil for 
‘Dahlias is a compost of equal parts sandand loam, which 
may be enriched with part of an old hot-bed, or decayed 
leaves. The plants should slways be tied to a stout 
stake. 


Grevillea. 

Australian plants with very curious flowers, which 
should be grown in a mixture of equal parts of sand, 
loam and peat. They are inoreased by seeds which ripen 
freely, or by cuttings of the old wood, strack in sand 
under a bell-giass. 


Blitum. 

Annuals of the easlest culture, of no beauty with re- 
spect to the flowers, but remarkable for the showy ap- 
pearance of their spikes of succulent scarlet fruit. The 
common names for the species aro Strawberry and Spinach 
Blite. 


Chilidonium. 

The common Celandine or Swallow-wort, is a hardy pe- 
rennial, with yellow flowers, common on the seacoasband 
in churchyards in many parts of England. It grows in 
any common garden soll, and is readily increased by di- 
vision of the roots. : 
Echites. 

‘Two new species of this plant have been discovered. 
One of these new species has flowers of a beautiful rose 
color, and the other has dark crimson flowers. 








Adesmia. 

Herbaceous planta and shrubs, with yellow pea-ke 
flowers, growing freely in the open air fn any common 
garden soil. The blossoms have a slight fragrance. 


Knautia, 

One species is a very pretty flower, and requiring only 
the usual treatmeat of annuals, and will grow in common 
garden soll, 


THE FLORIST. 


Flower Garden. 

This the wife and daughters will superintend. How 
charming and delightfal for us who entertain our country 
cousins in winter, to return their visits in summer, and 
enjoy with them the charming plants and flowers which 
their skill, industry and good taste have provided. Now 
is the time to get the ground in readiness to receive the 
seeds of the annuals, soon to be planted. Secure as 
good = variety and as choice 8 selection as possible. 
This mode of occupying your time will not only please 
yourself and gratify your friends, but will also improve 
your hearta and minds. 

Crysanthemums. 

On account of early frosts, chrysanthemum plants are 
frequently destroyed just as they show their blossom- 
buds, thus preventing a display of their flowers. They 
should, therefore, be planted in pots, and be transferred 
in the season of thelr flowering, to the parlor or green- 
house. Their splendid appearance in these situations 
during the winter months, is not surpassed by any 
other herbaceous flower—vieing in richness and magnifi- 
cence with the tulip and dahlia, 


Dahblias. 

The variegated sort of dahlias should be grown tn fine 
sandy loam or peat, nearly or wholly destitute of ma- 
nure, according to their specific natures, or they will be 
Mable to run too much, and exhibit self-colored flowers; 
and in the event of any such appearing, they should be 
taken off the plant as soon as ascertained. Three or 
four foot space each way should be allowed between the 
plants, by which their health and strength will be much 
improved. 

Snake Gourd. 

A very curious plant, with white flowers, every petal 
of which appears surrounded with long knotted fringe. 
The leaves and tendrils resemble those of the common 
eucumber; but the fruit is long, and curiously striped, 
#0 as to resemble a snake. Itis of no use, only worth 
cultivating as an object of curiosity. The fruit grows 
twisted and curled like numerous snakes, and to one 
fearing them the sight would be startling. 





Annuals. 
Under favorable circumstances, annuals will produce 


their flower-buds within two months of the pertod of 


sowing the seed; some species, soon after exhibiting their 
brilliant blossoms and ripening their seed, disappear, 
while others afford a succession of flowers for two or 
three menths. Annual plants will grow from one to 
four feet in height, in one uniform soil and situation. 





Ohrysocoma. 
Goldy-Locks. Low, soft-wooded shrubs from the 


eape, with yellow flowers. They thrive well in s mixture 
of loam and peat, and are readily increased by cuttings. 
‘The herbaceous plants formerly included in this genus, 
are now removed to the genera Loriosyris Euthamia and 
Zyzopetalum. 

Showy, orchideous plants, which in their native state 
are found growing on branches of trees, and which 
should be grown on wood in a atove. They are very 
dificult of culture, but the beauty of the blossoms fally 
repays the florist for all time spent. 
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Care of Flowers. 


Tender annual flower seeds may now be sown in hot- 


beds; use ght rich soll, and cover the seeds very lightly ; 
thore sown last month should now be potted off into 
small pots. Dablias may be plunged in the hot-bed to 
forward them, and afterwards potted In large pote, and 
placed in the green-house. Hyacinths narcissus, and 
other bulbs in glasses, should have the water changed 
every week, soft rain-water being the best; and if the 
points of the roots have any dirt attached to them, they 
should be taken out of the glass, and brushed very 
gently with a feather—the glasses, also, should be thor 
oughly washed every two or three weeks. Those who 
wish to flower tuberoses and tigerfiowers very carly, 
should, about the middle of this month, plant them in 
small pots, and place them ina hot-bed.  Calceolarias in 
mall pots should be potted into a larger size, filled with 
8 compost of rotten bones and light loam. 


Culture of Tulips. 


The beauty of the tullp flower draws the attention“ of 


even the most indifferent observer, and, as {t were, makes 
iteelf familiarly known at once, because itis a kind of 
flower which, when taken notice of, is rarely or never 
forgotten. The Dutch have long been famed for their 
splendid collections of this plant, and some of their 
private ones have been valued at some thousands of 
pounds sterling. Those who are desirous of obtaining 
8 good collection of tulips should regard it as the most 
important point at the commencement, to make reli- 
able selection; and having done this, they should be 
Planted in a compost of mellow light earth, or leaf soil 
and well rotted stable manure. 





The Damask Rose. 


The damask rose, native of the Levant, is powerfully 


and agreeably fragrant, and is the kind most used for 
making the attar, or essential oll of roses. The varieties 
are numerous, and exceedingly beautifal. 


In Turkey, 
the rose is regarded asa sacred flower, and millions of 
them are cultivated in some of the gardens of the Mus- 


sulmans; 80 sacred, indeed, do they hold this flower, 


from a belief that it first sprang from the perspiration of 
Mahomet, that they will not permit a leaf to lie upon 
the ground, or to be soiled by the tread of the foot. 
Upon the tombs of all ladies that die unmarried, is 
sculptared one of these fair flowers. 

‘Weeping Roses. 

‘Weeping roses, which are vigorous growing varieties, 
worked five to seven feet high, merely require the gross, 
unripe shoots and those which are over crowded, to be 
taken out, and the others left unpruned. These, for 
the first year or two, should be trained round a small 
fron hoop, placed underneath the head of the plant; in 
a short time, they will form most beautifal pendulous 
trees, requiring little or no pruning. 





Answer to Miss C. D., Dorchester.—The language of 
the Sweet Pea, ts departure. The Variegated Pea signifies 
refusal. Sage is intended to Imply domestic virtue, and 
Spiderwort expresses esteem, not love. The Moss rosebud 
is a confesston of love all the world over. 


Acynos. 
A perennial plant, somewhat resembling Thyme. It 


is pretty and fragrant, growing not above six inches high, 
easy of culture in any common garden soil. 


The Housewife. 


Apples in Syrup for immediate Use. 

Pare and core some hard round apples, anc throw them 
into @ basin of water; as they are done, clarify as much 
loaf sugar as will cover them; put the apples in along 
with the juice and rind of a lemon, and let themesimmer 
till they are auite clear; great care must be taken not to 
vreak them. Place them on the dish they are to appear 
upon at table, and pour the syrup over. 








Bice Pancakes. 

Boil halfa pound of rice in » small quantity of water, 
until quite a jelly; as soon ss it is cold, mix it witha 
pint of cream, eight eggs, a little salt and nutmeg; make 
eight ounces of butter just warm, and stir in with the 
rest, adding to the whole as much butter as will make 
the batter thick enough. They must be fried in as small 

\\8 quantity of lard as possible. 
‘tincture of Roses. 

Put into a bottle the petals of the common rose, and 
pour upon them spirits of wine; cork the bottle, and let 
it stand two or three months. It will then yields per- 
fume little inferior to otto of roses. Common vinegar is 
much improved by a very amall quantity of this mixture 
being added to it. 





To preserve Steel Pens. 

‘Metallic pens may be preserved from rusting by throw- 
ing into the bottle containing the ink s few nails, or 
broken pieces of steel pens, if not varnished. The corro- 
sive action of the acid which the ink contains is expended 
on the iron so introduced, and will not therefore affect 
the pen. 


To make Yeast. 

Take twelve common sized potatocs; boil them; mash 
them while hot; pour in one pint of boiling water; add 
one pint of cold water; put it In # colander; get all 
through you can; then add one teacupful of sugar, one 
tablespoonful of salt; = tescupful of yeast, and sot it to 
tise in a warm place. 





Macaroni dressed sweet. 

Boil two ounces of macaroni ina pint of milk, witha 
bit of lemon peel, and a good bit of cinnamon, till the 
pipes are swelled to thelr utmost size without breaking. 
Lay them on a custard-dish, and pour a custard over 
them hot. Serve cold. 


For cleaning Floor Boards. 

Scrubbing them with a mixture made by dissolving 
unslaked lime in boiling water will have the desired effect. 
‘The proportions are, two table-spoonsful to a quart of 
water. No soap need be used. 





To prevent the smoking of a Lamp. 

Soak the wick in strong vinegar, and dry it well before 
you use it; it will then burn bothe sweet and pleasant, 
and give much satisfaction for the trifling trouble taken 
in preparing it. 





To keep Lettuce. 4 

If the tops of lettuce be cut off when it is becoming too 
old for use, it will grow up again fresh and tender, and 
may thus be kept good through the sammer. 





THE HOUSEWIFE. 


Moss Jelly. 

Soak Carragus, or Irish moss, in cold water a fow min- 
‘ates, to extract the bitter taste; then drain off the water, 
and to half an ounce of moss put a quart of fresh water 
and a stick of cinnamon. Boil till it becomes a thick 
jelly ; then strain it, and season it to the taste with white 
wine and white sugar. This is very nourishing, and re- 
commended highly for consumptive complaints. 

To preserve Eggs. 

‘Take eggs fresh from the nest, place them in s tub, or 
pan, and pour boiling water over them; let them remain 
in it five seconds, take them out, and when perfectly dry 
pack them in boxes of bran; they will keep for months, 
and be perfectly fresh. They must all be perfectly fresh 
at first, for one stale egg will spoil a whole box. 


Hau D’Ange. 

Pound in a mortar fifteen cloves and one pound of cin- 
namon; put the whole into s quart of water, with four 
grains of aniso-seod; let it stand over = charcoal fire 
twenty-four hours; then strain off the liquor and bottle 
it. The perfume is excellent, and will be useful for the 
hands, face and hair, : 





To purify Lemon Juice. ’ 

Add one ounce of pulverized, well burnt charcoal tos 
quart of lemon juice; after standing twelve hours, filter, 
the juice through white blotting-paper; it will keep good 
several years in a cellar, in a bottle, well corked; a thick 
crust will form beneath the cork, and the mucilage will 
fall to the bottom. 


Dried Apple Pie. 

Stew the apples soft; turn them into s pan and mash 
them fine; add half the peel of a lemon cut fine, a little 
grated nutmeg, a sprinkle of salt, molasses or sugar, to 
make them quite sweet. Bake them ina rich paste, 
little over half an hour. This will be quite as good as 
fresh fruit. 


Simple Disinfectant. * 

Cut two or three good sized onfons in halves, and piece 
them on a plate on the floor; they absorb noxious efila- 
via, ete., in the sick-room, in an incredibly ehort space of 
time, and are greatly to be preferred to perfamery for the 
same purpose. They ahould be changed every six hours. 
Ague. 

M. Von Iolsbeek draws attention to a mode of trest- 
ment he has found useful. Infuse an ounce of well rosst- 
ed coffee in three ounces of boiling water, and haviog 
strained the fluid, acidulate it with lemon juice. The 
whole is given at one time, five hours before the paroxysi. 





To cook Yams. 

Place the yam in coki water, and boil till it is tender; 
then peel off the skin, and put it into the oven till it is 
baked a nice brown When going to serve, cut it opeD, 
and, pressing the inside gently, butter it quite hot. 


To prevent Mites.in Cheese. rf 
It is said that a cheese painted over with melted suet, 
60 as toform a thin coat over the outside, never has mites. 
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'To make superior Honey Soap. 

Cut into thin shavings two pounds of common yellow 
or white soap; put it on the fire with just water enough 
to keep it from burning; when quite melted. add a quar- 
ter of a pound of honey, stirring it till it boils; then take 
itoff, and add a few drops of any agreeable perfume: 
pour it into a deep dish to cool, and then cut it into 
squares. It improves by keeping. It will soften and 
whiten the skin. 

Scalds and Burns. 

‘A correspondent has sent us the following remedy: 
‘Mix milk of sulphur and common oll (seal oil is best) to 
the consistency of cream; then with a feather apply it to 
the affected parts as often as possible, until the pain is 
gone. The mixture will forms crust, and must not be 
washed or touched, but allowed to remain until it peels 
off, which it will do without leaving any scar. 





Lord Clive’s Curry. 

Blice six onfons, one green apple, and a clove of garlic; 
stew them ina little good stock until they will pulp, then 
add a teaspoonful of curry-powder, a few table-spoonsfuls 
Of stock, a little salt, and a little cayenne pepper, half a 
salt-epoonful of each; stew in this gravy any kind of 
meat cut into small pieces, adding a piece of butter, the 
size ofa walnut, rolled in flour. 





To make prime Vinegar. 

A correspondent of the Oblo Cultivator vouches for the 
merit of the following receipt for making vinegar: Take 
and mix one quart of molasses, three gallons of (rain) 
water, and one pint of yeast. Tet it ferment and stand 
for four weeks, and you will have the best of vinegar. 





Cure for Swellings. 

Take a proper quantity of vinegar, and add saleratus 
to it, so long as it continues to foam. Apply this wash 
or solution to a swelled limb of a horse, or to a swelled 
bag of a cow; and in ordinary cases, two or three appli- 
cations daily made, will remore the swelling. 





Tincture of Allspice, 

Bruised allepice one ounce and a half; brandy a pint. 
Bteep a fortnight, occasionally shaking, then pour off the 
clear liquor. Excellent for many of the uses of allspice, 
for making 4 bishop, mulling wine, flavoring gravies, 
potted meata, etc. 





To render Linen, eto., incombustible. 

All nen, cotton, muslins, etc., when dipped in a solu- 
tion of the pure vegetable alkali at = gravity of 124 to 
130 (taking water at the gravity of 100), become incom- 
Dbustible. 

Common Cup Cake. 

One cup of butter, two cups of sugar, three cups of 
flour, and four eggs, well besten together, and baked in 
Ppansercups. Bake twenty minutes. 





Charcoal Powder. ° 
This will be found s very good thing to give knives a 
first-rate polish. 
To cleanse Gold. ' 
Wash the article in warm suds made of delicate soap 
and water, with ten or fifteen drops of sal-volatile. 
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Ginger Beer. 

‘To three gallons of water take three pounds of sugar, one 
ounce and a quarter of cream of tartar, two and a quar- 
ter ounces of ginger, and three gills of sots. Mix the in- 
gredients—except the sots—in one gallon and a half of 
boiling water; then thin the sots, add it in, and stir the 
whole well together. After this pour in the remaining 
one gallon end @ half of water. Let it stand twelve 
hour, then pour it into # keg, and in the course of 
twenty-four hours it will be ready for use. 

Cleansing the Hair. 

Nothing but good can be derived from a due attention 
to cleansing the hair. Ofcourse, an immoderate use of 
water is not beneficial. Once a week is perhaps desirable, 
but this will depend upon the individual; persons with 
light, thin, and dry hair will require {t less than those 
with thick, strong hair, or who perspire very freely. 
Nothing is better than soap and water. The soap should 
be mild, and well and plentifully rubbed in the hair. 
Blanc-Mange. 

‘Weigh one ounce of isinglass tos quart of cream, one 
pint-of new milk sweetened to your taste, the isinglass 
having been dissolved over night in boiling water; add 
to it your cream and milk; put all on the fire, and boil 
it fifteen or twenty minutes, stirring it all the time; take 
it off, and strain it through a cloth until itis nearly cold; 
season it with orange-flower water, or peach water, or 
any you may choose; then pour it into moulds. 





To make green Pickles, 

Put your pickles in a pot, and cover them with boiling 
salt and water; put a lid on the top of the pot and let it 
stand until the following morning; then pour off the 
water—boil it again, and cover the pickles as before. Do 
this until your pickles ares good green; then put them 
in plain cold vinegar. with some tumeric init. At the 
end of a fortnight the pickles will be ready for use. 
Dandelion Coffee. 

Gather, and wash the roots, but do not ecrape them; 
cut them up small, and roast them like coffee; pour hot 
water over a portion, and let it boil s few minutes. The 
roota are better gathered in the fall. They may be dried 
and kept for years. 


To remove Mildew. 

‘Take two ounces of chloride of lime, pouron it a quart 
of boiling water, then add three quarts of cold water; 
steep the linen twelve hours, when every spot will be 
extracted. This will be found to quite surpass the but- 
termilk and chalk receipt. 





To make Perry. 

Perry is made in the same way ss cider, only from 
pears, which must be kept dry. The best pears for this 
Purpose are those least fitted for eating. Theredder they 
are, the better. 


Bancid Butter. 

This may be restored by melting itin a water bath, 
with some coarsely powdered animal charcoal (which has 
been thoronghly sifted from dust), and strained through 
flannel. 


A Hint. 
In making coffee, observe that the broader the bottom 
and the smaller the top of the vessel, the better it will be. 





Gnxitors Gable. 





MATOURIN M. BALLOU, Eprror anp Proprizror. 





BEGINNING OF THE VOLUME. 

‘With the present number of Battovu’s Dor- 
Lak Macazine, we begin the eighth volume of 
the work. This offers a good opportunity for any 
one to subscribe anew. We can still supply the 
work'’complete from the commencement of the 
year, and persons sending in their subscriptions 
should mention at what date they desire to have 
the Magazine commence. We have steadily 
labored to improve BaLtovu’s Dotiar Maca- 
zixm each month, until we have reached a 
degree of excellence that leads one and all to 
ask how can so much excellent and original 
matter be furnished for one dollar a year? We 
havo still further improvements in view, and 
shall keep pace with the vast popularity and 
daily increasing circulation of our Magazine. 
Tens of thousands are now bound up in durable 
form each six months, and a valuable and won- 
derfally cheap work is thus obtained and pre- 
served. Show it to your friends, and let them 
see what a fund of enjoyment and instruction 
can be laid beforo their family circle for one dol- 
lara year! We charge but thirty-eight cents per 
volume for binding the work in gilt illumined 
covers, neat, uniform and strong. Send in the 
past volume, to our office, and have it put in 
handsome and durable form, and returned in 
one week. 

ey ea 

An Intex Toast.—An Irishman in France 
was drinking with some company who proposed 
the toast, “‘ The land we live in.” “Ay, with 
all my sowl, me dear,” said he; “here’s poor 
ould Ireland 1” 


————<- + ___ 

Parxtep Facrs.—No woman should paint, 
except she who has lost the power of blushing. 
“0,” said a French woman, “ that I could leam 
to blush, if it cost me a hundred francs a lesson.” 

+20 > —___ 

A ours Answer.— Aint you a disciple of 
Fourier's?” “Not exactly; but father has a 
tenant who goes on the Owen (owing) system.” 


THE CITY OF MEXICO. 

This grand monument of Spanish power upon 
the American continent, built of massive stone, 
stands as firm and enduring to-day as though it 
were the work of the present age. Fortunate 
was it for posterity that the absence of timber in 
the Mexican valley compelled the builders to 
resort to stone, and thus insured the preservation 
of their work from century to century. There 
is little in the present city that is changed from 
ancient times, and that little is not for the better; 
for the present race of Mexicans have few of the 
qualities which distinguished their stern, perse- 
vering, and indefatigable predecessors. Modern 
art can do little for the Aztec city in the way of 
building; but Yankee ingenuity has recently 
been invoked to light its squares and streets with 
gas, and a railroad has been built between the 
city and the neighboring town of Tacubaya, by 
the same agency. The track terminates in the 
street beside the ancient cathedral, upon the fa- 
mous altar-spot of the Aztec war-god; and the 
echoes that once resounded with the yell of im- 
molated victims, and the tramp of an hundred 
thousand worshippers, are now awakened by the 
scream of the locomotive, and the thunder of 
the train. 





Soverzien Remepies.—For the gout, toast 
and water; hooping cough, ipecacuanha; bile, 
exercise; corns, easy shoes; blue devils, em- 
ployment; rheumatism, new flannel and pa- 
tience ; tooth-ache, pluck it out ; debts, retrench- 
ment ; love, matrimony. 





Tir ror Tat.— Do you see how that fel- 
low is cheating you?” said @ spectator to a 
gamester. ‘ Hush!” replied the latter; “don’t 
concern yourself about the matter. I intend to 
pick his pocket as he goes home.” 


rr 


To Mercuanrs.—Where would you consign 
@ cargo of tortoise shell cats? To Cape Horn. 
Where would they be found, if overboard, in a 
storm? On the comb of a wave. 

$$ —_____. 

Worr vo ror Utanx.— Lame men—for. 
when they’re ordered to march, they’ll be sure 
to halt, 


EDITOR’S TABLE. 


MINNESOTA. 

This new State of our Union, destined to be 
the thirty-second on the catalogue, has recently 
been admitted as one of the glorious confed- 
eracy by the Congress of the United States. 
Minnesota is situated upon the upper waters of 
the Mississippi River, west of Wisconsin, and 
north of Iowa. The population there is mostly 
of New England, or other northern origin, and 
has increased by emigration with a rapidity al- 
most unexampled even in the magic history of 
the Great West. The climate is most favorable 
for settlers from this part of the Union, it being 
somewhat milder than upon the Atlantic sea- 
board at the same latitude, and much less vari- 
able. The soil is of unsurpassed fertility for 
the growth of wheat, the supply of valuable tim- 
ber is very abundant, and the water power for 
milling purposes is unsurpassed by that of any 
other State in the Union. These facts are of suf- 
ficient significance to account for the very rapid 
emigration which flows towards that new State, 
and to justify the prediction that Minnesota is 
destined to be one of the most wealthy and 
flourishing of all the Western States. 

Our information from there pictures the natu- 
ral advantages of Minnesota in the most glowing 
terms, and induces the belief that it is one of the 
best portions of the whole West for industrious 
emigrants to settle in. The face of the country 
is diversified with hills and valleys, and the 
seenery is represented to surpass anything which 
wehave in the Atlantic States, for picturesque 
beauty. A striking feature is the great number 
of beautiful lakes with which the State abounds. 
There are hundreds of these lakes, varying in 
size from three to thirty miles in diameter, the 
greater portion of which are surrounded with 
well-wooded and beautiful hills; and the water 
of all that have been explored, is of great depth, 
pure and sweet. The shores of these lovely 
Jakes will ere many years be crowned with beau- 
tiful residences and fertile fields and gardens, 
and the fame of Minnesota will be world-wide as 
the Paradise of the United States. Nor, judging 
by the rapid giowth of the West, which has thus 
far taken place, is it a wild prediction to say that 
our children will yet journey from the Atlantic 
to the lakes of Minnesota, to visit the beautiful 
villas of their friends and relatives in that en- 
chanting region. 

tec 

Tue Ecripsz.— What was the use of the 
eclipse?” asked a younglady. “O, it gave the 
sun time for reflection,” replied a wag. 

—_—__ 2-2 + _____—_. 


Epucationat.— Seven hundred thousand 
children attend school in the New England States. 
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WHISTLING SPIRITS. 

In a letter from New York, published in a re- 
cent number of a Boston spiritual paper, it is 
stated that some remarkable manifestations 
“have recently occurred at the spiritual soirees 
of Mrs. Brown. There, it appears, during the 
past winter, spirits have manifested themselves 
in visible form. Not only have they exhibited 
the hand, and made themselves sensible to the 
touch, but they have stood éut in proper bodily 
shape, 80 as to be obvious to all present, and 
recognized by their friends. But this is not all. 
They have spoken in audible voice, it is said, 
and have condescended, on some occasions, 
even to whistle a tune. Another of the remark- 
able phenomena which have occurred through 
Mrs. Brown’s mediumship, is stated to be the 
production of phosphorus by the spirits. This, 
it is claimed, has been concentrated on the hands 
and arms of the medium, until it dripped from 
her fingers, and was capable of being gathered 
ina roll.” Those of our readers who are me- 
diums, and are disposed to embark in this cheap 
manufacture of phosphorus, should bear in 
mind that it is a very dangerous article, and will 
explode spontaneously after being dried in at- 
mospheric air. Apothecaries keep it submerged 
in water. The phosphorus, therefore,.on being 
stripped from the mediam’s arms, should be im- 
mediately dropped into a vessel of Cochituate. 

+3 . 

To rouna Lap1es.—Beware how you accept 
an invitation from an industrious widow or an 
indefatigable old maid “to spend the day,” es- 
pecially if she should add, “Come early, love, 
and bring your work.” Be assured very soon 
after you arrive, a heap of linen-drapery will be 
piled on the table, and you will be asked “just 
to run up & seam or two,” and then to “fit on 
the boddice like a dear.” When that is done, 
she will apologize for not having anything to 
amuse you. 





Cuiness Morarity.—Every man in China 
must pay up his debts: at the beginning of the 
year, and also at the time of a religious festival, 
about the middle of the year. If unable to 
settle at these times, his business stops until his 
debts are paid. 





Tasterut.—Red hair was once fashionable ; 
not more than sixty years ago a red powder was 
used to give the hair the admired color. 

or 

A minon Miszry.—Toasting cheese, and 

when it is half done, letting it fall into the 


ashes. 
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‘THE COAL WE BURN. 

There is imported into the port of Boston 
about half a million tons of coal per year, for 
the consumption of dwelling-houses, stores. and 
manufactories. Of this quantity about six- 
sevenths is anthracite or hard coal, from Penn- 
sylvania, and the balance is bituminous coal, 
chiefly from Nova Scotia. For the purpose of 
heating apartments the anthracite is used almost 
exclusively, on account of its greater cleanliness 
and economy ; and where proper means are used 
to prevent the noxious gas from mingling with 
the air of the room, and a due supply of moist- 
ure ensured by artificial means, the anthracite 
farnishes a very agreeable and wholesome heat. 
‘Of the prominent varieties of this coal, known as 
red ash and white ash, the former is consid- 
ered the best adapted for open combustion, it be- 
ing softer and more inflammable, and the latter 
for burning in close farnaces, where a steady and 
powerful draft is practicable, and an intense heat 
is desirable. The white ash does not melt and 
ran together, forming clinkers, and choking the 
draft, so readily as the other variety. As to the 
economy of expense, the red is held to be pref- 
erable to the white. Very carefally conducted 
experiments of burning the two kinds in open 
grates, show that the red is one sixth more pro- 
ductive of heat than the white, or in other words, 
that thirty pounds of the former will produce as 
much heat as thirty-six pounds of the latter. 
Consequently red ash is about as cheap at six 
dollars per ton as white ash is at five dollars. 

All coal, whethor-hard or soft, anthracite or 
bituminous, is held by mincralogists and geolo- 
gists to have a common vegetable origin, and to 
present the different appearances which we no- 
tice, in consequence of having been subjected 
to greater or less subterranean pressure and 
heat. The opinion also now obtains that the 
vegetable deposits of which coal has been 
formed, have been changed into coal in the lo- 
calities where they grew, and have not been pre- 
viously washed by floods into vast hollows; 
contrary to the opinions formerly held by natur- 
alists, who hesitated to admit the possibility of 
such an almost infinite vegetable growth as the 
former hypothesis would imply. The enormous 
eras of time which must have been occupied in 
the growth and decay of the measureless mass of 
vegetable matter necessary to form the coal de- 
posits of the globe, can scarcely be conceived 
by man, and the very attempt is appalling to the 
human mind. Is the atheist, in view of such 
revelations of endless creative power, still pre- 
pared to deny the Supreme Intelligence,and resort 
to the impious doctrine of an infinite chance ? 

) 
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Coal is a comparatively recent discovery in 
the United States, while it has been in use in 
England ever since the beginning of the thir 
teenth century. The first anthracite was brought 
to Philadelphia from Pottsville, Pa., in the year 
1812, but merely for the purpose of experiment. 
The use of this coal as fuel does not date back 
more than thirty-five years. The existence of 
bituminous coal on this continent was known to 
the French missionaries, Father Henepin and 
others, who explored the western country in the 
seventeenth century. The coal of Nova Scotia 
has been an article of commerce for only about 
sixty years. Very many of our readers can re- 
member when anthracite was first introduced 
among us as an article of fuel, some thirty years 
ago, and people looked with incredulity upon the 
apparently preposterous attempt to bun the 
black, shiny rocks of Lehigh which were damped 
down before the doors of adventurous purchasers. 
It was no uncommon thing in those days to 98 
heaps of the half-burned coal thrown out in waste 
places, in token that the “ women folks” could 
do nothing with the stuff, and had rejected the 
new fuel in despair. All that is now changed. 
The improvements in stoves, grates, ranges, and 
furnaces, have been such that the anthracite is 
burned up all too fast, and our good housewives 
would as soon think of casting away a bushel of 
Shenango potatoes because they could not boil 
them, as to throw aside a hod of coal becsuse it 
would not barn. 

The principal known anthracite coal fields of 
the country are in Pennsylvania, on the eastern 
slope of the Alleghany mountain range, and 
with the exception of three or four detached ba- 
sins or patches of very limited extent, the Key- 
stone State is the exclusive depository of anthra- 
cite upon this continent. This region of the 
State comprises an area of about four hundred 
square miles, or over half a million of acres. It 
is penetrated in every direction by navigable 
rivers, canals and railroads, and the amount of 
capital invested in mining works and means of 
transportation, exceeds fifty millions of dollars. 
The present annual production of this coal te 
gion is about seven millions of tons, and it is 
increasing at about the rate of fifteen per cent. 
every year. Since the first working of the mines, 
it is estimated that the aggregate product has 
boen upwards of seventy millions of tons. The 
ratio of increase in annual production that it has 
obtained for the last few years, would give for 
the year 1870, the startling product of forty-five 
millions of tons, worth one pundred and eighty 
millions of dollars, The question naturally 
arises whether the supply would be equal to suck 
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a demand, and the answer is, that it would be 
ample for that, or even one ten times as great. 
The quantity of coal in the anthracite coal fields 
of Pennsylvania is sufficient for all human de- 
mands for twenty-five hundred years to come. 
In short, it is inexhaustible. 

Immense as the anthracite deposit may ap- 
pear, it sinks into absolute insignificance when 
contrasted with the bituminous coal fields of our 
country. These extend over a greatly larger 
area, even in the State of Pennsylvania, than 
the anthracite regions ; covering there a workable 
area of some ten thousand square miles. The 
great bituminous coal fields of the United States 
traverse thirteen of the principal States of the 
Union, from Georgia on the southeast, to Iowa 
on the northwest, and cover a workable area of at 
least a hundred thousand square miles in the ag- 
gregate. This field is already worked to a great 
extent in several of the Middle and Western 
States, but can never be exhausted to the end of 
time. Our readers may therefore dismiss all 
apprehensions of the country’s running short of. 
fael while the sun shines or water rans. 





Cootngss.—Nothing is more distinctive of 
the gentleman, than coolness under awkward 
circumstances at table. A fair hostess the other 
day dropped a piece of broiled venison, she was 
handing, so that it fell against the new Cash- 
mere vest of one of her guests. The gentleman 
quickly restored the crockery to the table, and 
repeated the first two lines of the song: 


“Come, rest in this 
‘My own stricken deer,” 


adding that he was happy to acknowledge the 
present from a lady of a breast plate! 





Sauant Lap.—A negro boy being sent by his 
master to borrow a pound of lard from his 
neighbor, thus delivered his message: ‘‘ Missus 
Thompson, massg sen’ me over to borrow or beg 
a pound of hog tallow; he say he got de old 
sow up in de pen, fatten ’em, he gwine to kill 
her day before yesterday, and he come over 
woek ’fore last, and pay all you owe us.” 

1-2 + __—_ 


Wownprrrot Facr.—lIf all the bricks, stones, 
and masonry of Great Britain were gathered 
together, they would not be able to furnish 
materials enough for the great wall of China, 


$< + ____ 

‘Wuat’s 1x 4 Name!—The New York Pic- 
ayune is published by Gan & Co. Of course it 
can’t help going off. 


$n 
Musicar.—It is ostimated that 9000 pianos 
are made every year in the United States. 
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CARRIER PIGEONS. 

The employment of pigeons as couriers is of 
very ancient date. Ovid, some nineteen hun- 
dred years ago, mentions their use ; and Hurtius 
and Brutus corresponded by means of them 
B.C. 43. The ancients took these pigeons with 
them upon long journeys, to supply the defi- 
ciency of posts, if they wanted to send news 
home with uncommon expedition. When they 
thought proper to write to their friends, they re- 
leased one of these birds, with letters fastened to 
its neck; and the bird would never cease its 
flight until it arrived at its nest and young ones. 
The courier pigeons between Aleppo and Bag- 
dad were very celebrated. In the year 1819, 
thirty-two pigeons from Antwerp, in Holland, 
were liberated at London; two of them arrived 
in the former city in five hours, and the remain- 
der on the day following—performing a distance 
of about two hundred and fifty miles. They 
were formerly employed by stock-jobbers and 
speculators in this country, to convey intelligence 
promptly. Of late years, however, the magnetic 
telegraph has made these innocent and faithful 
couriers entirely useless between the great cen- 
tres of intelligence. They might, however, be 
employed to advantage irf sending us early news 
from our army in Utah, and we wonder the gov- 
ernment has not ere this employed carrier pig- 
eons to obtain news from the western expedition, 
instead of waiting for the comparatively slow 
expresses from Utah, which consume some two 
or three weeks in getting to a telegraph point. 

rn 


A Disaprornrment.—A young gentleman 
having made some progress in acquiring a 
knowledge of Italian, addressed a few words to 
an organ-grinder in his purest accent. He was 
astonished at receiving the following response— 
“Ino speak Inglis.” Some folks think any jaw- 
breaking gibberish will pass for Tusk-an. 





Tas Temprraxoz Txst.—The young la- 
dies in Vermont, it is said, still continue to 
kiss the lips of young temperance men, s0 as to 
bé convinced that they have'not been tampering 
with toddy. 

or 

A Pare or Psriis.—A pretty girl and s 
wild horse are liable to do much mischief; for 
the one runs away with a fellow’s body, and the 
other rans away with his heart. 

ea ——_<_— 

Tux varxst Atrocitr.—Why is a gardener 
like a proud farmer? Because he is a haughty 
culturist. 
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THE CLOTHES WE WEAR. 

From the days of Adam and Eve to the pres- 
ent time, no subject has more engrossed the at- 
tention of mankind than the subject of clothes. 
Dress is the universal accompaniment, though 
not the distinctive ark, of civilization. We 
know of many nations which wear clothing in 
abundance, the people of which are yet unciv- 
ilized ; but we know not of one where civilization 
prevails, and the people go in a state of naked- 
ness. The legend of Adam and Eve, who be- 
took themselves to garments of fig leaves upon 
coming to a knowledge of good and evil, is 
typical of the motive which induces man to as- 
sume a covering for his nakedness. This feeling 
ef native modesty is re-enferced by the necessity 
of protection from the climate in some cases, 
and by the natural desire for decoration in all. 
Dress affords a greater scope for ornament than 
nakedness does, and as a matter of course has 
superseded the tattooing and body-painting in 
which our barbarous European progenitors, both 
Gothic and Celtic, indulged in former times, as 
much as the South Sea islanders do now. 

The primary use of dress is as a covering for 
the body ; and in all considerations pertaining 
to it, this purpose must be kept in view. Com- 
bined with this idea of usefulness, is that of com- 
fort to the wearer and beauty of appearance. 
These three, usefulness, comfort and beauty, 
make up the requisites for clothing. When 
these qualities are attained, the perfection of dress 
is the result; and the most gorgeous mantle of 
royal state, as well as the modest blouse of the 
humble artizan, must satisfy these tests or meet 
with condemnation. Good taste in dress is the 
due combination of these qualities in the selec- 
tion and arrangement of apparel. But with 
mankind generally, and especially with the 
female sex, beauty of appearance is the govern- 
ing motive in the selection of dress, and some- 
times to:the disregard of utility and comfort. 
‘When this is the case, extravagant display is the 
result, and our sense of fitness and propriety is 
shocked by that which was foolishly designed to 
please. Hence it is that there are so many peq- 
ple loaded with costly materials, who yet appear 
vulgarly dressed. Their money is squandered 
in preposterous attempts to outshine the jackdaw 
and the peacock, and the only result thereof is 
to make themselves an eyesore to people of taste, 
and a laughing-stock to the rude and unthinking. 

Beauty of appearance, in subordination to 
usefulness and comfort, should ever be properly 
regarded ; for it contributes to the happiness of 
others, and gives to those who study it a favor- 
able access to the consideration of all with whom 
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they come in contact. This love of the beauti- 
fal is implanted within the nature of man; it 
finds its answering manifestations in everything 
of nature, from the lowly violets beneath our 
feet to the starry heavens above us. It should 
also find its kindred manifestation in the appear- 
ance of man. His Maker has created him noble, 
upright, with graceful form and kindling eye, 
and open brow, and face that speaks the soul— 
the highest personification of beauty. Nor 
should this beautiful effect be marred by uncoath 
and discordant vestare. Rather should it be de- 
veloped and heightened by such judicious adap- 
tation of form and color in apparel, as the sense 
of the beautiful in man can suggest, and his 
wisdom execute. In the selection of colors for 
clothing, we should study the effects of harmony 
and judicious contrast, as seen in nature. Vio- 
lent and glaring colors should be avoided ; for 
though they may please the eye for a moment hy 
the excitement they produce, yet they soon 
weary the sense of sight, and become odious by 
familiarity. We should reflect that a garment 
is not to flash upon the eye for a moment, and 
then pass away; but to be a daily object of 
familiar observation, and to become to the be 
holder an index of the wearer, if nota part of 
him in the beholder’s mind. 

Beauty of effect is produced by certain con- 
trasts of color, and ugliness by others. There 
is a law of harmony in our natures as perfect in 
sight asin sound, and this law must be observed 
and followed, would we so combine colors in 
dress as to gratify the eye. The observation of 
nature will guide us aright in the adoption of 
pleasing contrasts, if we are careful to hake the 
complexion itself one of the elements to be con- 
sidered in the combination. A mere adoption 
of the combined hues found together in nature, 
without regard to his own complexion, would 
make a man [ook like a harlequin. Nor, 
merely because a single color by itself is pleas- 
ing, should it be adopted without regard to com- 
plexion. A pale green, for instance, is one of 
the most attractive colors to the eye, but let # 
lady of dark complexion array herself in this 
color, and she becomes a perfect fright, so sickly, 
cadaverous and sallow does she appear by con- 
trast. While on the topic of color, a single 
word may be said as to dyeing the hair and 
beard. Nature colors the hair with reference 0 
the skin, and it will be found by observation 
that the color of the former is but a deepening 
of that of the latter. The result is a pleasing 
harmony between the two, producing a beaati- 
fal effect. Now the hair-dyer entirely disre- 
gards this trait; and hence his counterfeit of 


. 
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nature’s handiwork is awkward and easily 
detected. There is a contradiction between the 
artificial color which he gives to the hair, and 
the person’s natural complexion, which produces 
an unpleasant effect upon the beholder, similar 
to that experienced in looking into the face of 
one who squints. 

The form of garments is second only to color 
in ite influence upon a beautiful appearance. 
Fashion governs this characteristic more than it 
should do, and not often for its good. Certain 
things as to form should be considered as indis- 
pensable, and beyond the sway of imperious 
fashion ; such for instance as graceful and wavy 
outlines, and the absence of all sharp angles. 
In the countries where the rule of despotic fash- 
ion, with its capricious and whimsical changes, 
is least regarded, the forms of garments are 
more beautiful than where the empire of fashion 
is supreme. Contrast in this respect the graceful 
garb of the Spaniard with the sharp cut dress of 
the Englishman. The vesture should be shaped 
to the body without compression, and follow its 
lines in the looser or extending parts. All arti- 
ficial protuberances, like the human horse- 
collar, the padded breast of the military coat, 
the ladies’ bustle, or the pyramidal skirts, should 
be avoided, as disguising the fair proportions 
and graceful lines of nature, and destructive to 
ease, comfort and convenience. With due atten- 
tion to correctness of color and shape of gar- 
ments, all can dress well; for costly materials 
are not necessary to produce a good appearance. 
To look well dressed, a person should dress with 
propriety and neatness, rather than richly, and 
he will then feel at ease in his attire, and produce 
the impression upon those he meets, that he is in 
harmony with “the eternal fitness of things.” 
Dressed thus, the ease which he experiences 
will go very far towards making him look well, 
and thus contribute towards that pleasing ap- 
pearance which is a leading object in the selection 
and adaptation of apparel. 

a 

Back Nompers.—We can still supply Bal- 
tou’s Dollar Monthly from the commencement of 
the present year. We bind the magazine hand- 
somely, with an illumined cover, for thirty-cight 
cents per volume! Two volumes to the year. 





A coop Law.—The ancient Romans hada 
law, kept inviolate, that no man should make a 
public feast except that he had sent food to all 
the poor in his neighborhood. 


ee 

A Trors.—As a general rule, the more 
schoolhouses there are, the fewer prisons there 
will be. 
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COTTON IN AFRICA. 

The English nation have, for a very long 
time, cherished the idea of encouraging the 
growth of cotton in some other country than 
this, with a view to relieving themselves from 
dependence upon the United States for the sup- 
plies requisite to keep their factories in oper- 
ation. The East India acquisitions have been 
pushed more with reference to this idea, than 
any other. But, thus far, they have met with 
little success in procuring long staple cotton 
from Asia, and have been obliged, year after 
year, in times past, as they probably will be in 
time to come, to draw their supplies of this great 
staple from the Southern States of our Union. 
More recently, British enterprise has been di- 
rected towards Africa, to see what can be dong 
there in the way of cotton raising. A Mr. Clegg, 
of Manchester, England, has distinguished him- 
self in this undertaking. Having ascertained 
that the plant could be grown in Africa, he im- 
ported several natives into England for the pur- 
pose of instructing them how to raise it and pre- 
pare it for market, and then sent them back to 
Africa with a supply of seeds and articles neces- 
sary for the culture. 

The result of Mr. Clegg’s enterprise has just 
been exhibited in Liverpool, in the importation 
of seventy-two bales of cotton from Lagos, in 
Africa, the production of his instructed natives. 
‘We do not find in the Liverpool papers any de- 
scription of the cotton, whether it be of the same 
quality as the American or not. Very likely it 
may prove to be like the Asiatic variety, after 
all; but whether it is or not, we think our South- 
ern planters will be able to market their cotton 
in England for a long time to come. Cotton 
plantations in the wilds of Africa cannot be built 
up in a day, nor established without an immense 
expenditure of capital; and in the meantime, 
manufacturers will increase fast enough, here 
and at the South, to make it a question of very 
little importance whether England buys cotton 
of this country or not. While she is nursing her 
African bantling, our own manofacturers will be 
supplying England’s customers, throughout the 
world, with cotton fabrics. 





A Base Tempsr.—lIt is a base temper in 
mankind, that they will not take the smallest 
slight at the hands of those who have done them ® 
the greatest kindness. 





Invustay axp Goon Humor.—An hour's 
industry will do more to beget cheerfulness, sup- 
press evil humor, and retrieve your affairs, than 
a whole month of warning. 
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Foreign Miscellany. 


The Parisians spend more than $2,500,000 a 
year upon their dramatic entertainments. 

The well-known French actor, M. Bernard 
Leon, recently died in Paris, aged 78. 

The stagnation of trade in France has caused 
a sad diminution in the incomes of the railway 
companies. 

It is said that Louis Napoleon has exiled thirty- 
two thousand men. Of these, thirty thousand 
have been pardoned. 

A new Corinth is to be founded on the side of 
the bay. Almost every house in the old town 
was destroyed by the earthquake. 

A Maltese hairdreseer, residing in the Strada 
Mercanti, pablicly burnt a copy of the New 
Testament before his door the other day. 

The annual report of the Post Office states 
that the number.of letters posted in the Russian 
Empire is about 16,400,000. 

Russia is talking about a telegraph line yia 
Siberia and across Bhering’s Straits to this con- 
tinent. The project is gigantic, but Russia is 
capable of great enterprises. 

The Pacha of Egypt has reduced the legal 
rate of interest to one per cent. An hour after 
this edict, there was scarcely a Jew left in 
Egypt. 

The Chinese official census of thirty years 
ago, gives the population of that empire at 
367,532,900! That of Japan is estimated at 
twenty-five to fifty millions. 

A little printing-press has been received at 
Constantinople, from Paris. It has been placed 
in the harem of Ribardi Effendi, and will be 
used exclusively for the benefit of the Turkish 
ladies. 

M. Chevalier declares that in France at the 
present time phosphorus is the most dangerous 
form of poison known, having replaced arsenic, 
which is now so difficult to obtain. He mentions 
forty cases of criminal poisoning by it. 

The London Times says that the average 
duration of a ship-of-war-in a sea-worthy state, 
built of British oak, is only thirteen years of 
active service. It takes seventy acres of ground 
eighty years to produce the timber. 

Norway has a population of about a million 
and aquarter. The inhabitants are nominally 
Protestant. There is not a Roman Catholic 
church or priest in the whole land. Neither a 
Jew nor a Jesuit is allowed by the constitution 
to set foot on the soil. 

The Dutch Custom House officers at Rosen- 
dael, a few days ago, seized a quantity of lace 
to the value of 1200 florins, which a lady com- 
ing by the railway from Antwerp had concealed 
under her crinoline. The anxiety depicted. on 

her countenance is said to have betrayed her. 

A niece of Lord Rosse is preparing for publi- 
cation a most elaborate table of the planetary 
system, dessribing the exact size of the planets, 
their distance from the sun, and the several pe- 
riods of time they take in their various motions, 
with many valuable particulars supplied by her 
learned and scientific relative. 











The Bank of England uses sixty folio volames 
for its accounts, every day of the week. 

Prince Gortschakoff is about to resign the 
governorship of Poland, but is to retain the com- 
mand of the army in that country. 

The Dublin Evening Post states that some 
progress has been made in a subscription for the 
erection of a statue of Oliver Goldsmith in the 
neighborhood of Trinity College. 

The Queen of England recently sent a present 
of six pounds to the wife of 8 poor man who 
hadt three children at one birth. The gift was 
made in conformity with an old custom. 

Dr. Parola, of Turin, has been prescribing 
ergot of rye as a remedy for consumption ; and 
he reports that he has cured sixteen cases out of 
thirty-one of confirmed consumption in an ad- 
vanced stage. 

A late census of the island of Tahiti gives the 
total population (1857) as 5930. During that 
year there were 111 deaths, and 144 births, of 
which 85 were males and 59 females. Mar- 
riages, 50. 

A wonderful feat on the chess-board has been 
accomplished in Paris. The playing of three 
simultaneous games has been done with perfect 
success by M. Harrwitz at the room of the Chess 
Club. About fifty gentlemen were present. 

According to the European journals, the 
grippe, or influenza, has been very fatal in Italy, 
Germany and France. In Turin and Rome, 
the bills of mortality have of late reported three 
fold the usual number of deaths. 


An imperial return asserts that next year 
France will have fifteen iron paddle and screw 
steamers, independent of sailing ships fitted with 
screws, and gunboats, steam transports, and 
floating batteries. 

The London Globe’s Paris correspondent 
states that Lola Montes is understood to have 
concluded an engagement at a cafe chantant, in 
the Champs Elysees, at a salary of 22,000f. for 
the coming season. 

At a funeral in London, lately, the flooring on 
which the funeral guests were standing gave way, 
and ten of them were precipitated into a cellar 
below, and instantly covered with heaps of debris. 
It was with difficulty that they were extricated. 


The new Azof green of the Paris spring fash- 
ions is dyed with such poisonous materials that 
seamstresses who prick their fingers while sewing 
it, lose the use of their hands, and ladies have 
been taken violently ill from wearing shawls of 
this color. The tint is very brilliant. 

Russia is striving to distinguish herself ia 
literature, now-a-days. A new literary journal 
has commenced its career in Moscow, under the 
title of the Atheneum. It is a weekly periodi- 
cal, is to contain accounts and reviews of all the. 
novelties in Russian literature, and is edited by 
Mr. E. Korsh. 

Herr Frath is in London with a new musical 
invention, called a “semeiomelodeon,” a ma- 
chine intended to facilitate the study of music by 
sounding the note of the scale shown to the 
pupil. ‘There is ingenuity in the idea, and it 
brings with it its recommendations and testimo- 
nials—among the latter one from M. Feétis. 
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Record of the Times. 


Stale sausages are said to produce preéisely 
the same effects on the system as mineral poison. 

There are 112 locomotives in use on the Illi- 
nois Central road, of which 21 burn coal. 

Watson & Co., of Springfield, Mass., have 
shipped ten cars to the Pasha of Egypt. 

A pony has been on exhibition in Pennsylva- 
nia, born with only three legs. 

More than half the clocks made in Connecti- 
cut are sent to England. a 

An Insurance Company in Baltimore now 
take risk on rents. 

There are in the city of New York nearly forty 
thousand women who sew for a living. 

The population of all the world is estimated 
at eight hundred and seventy millions of souls. 


In Lower Canada, the agreement of nine jurors 
out of twelve is sulficient in all civil cases. 

There are 122 breweries in the State of Cali- 
fornia, employed almost entirely for. the making 
of lager beer. 

A St. Paul paper says that criminals are no 
more safely caged there than a canary bird in a 
ten acre lot, with the bars down. 

A descent was lately made upon the lottery 
dealers of Pittsburg, and the members of six 
different firms were arrested. 

The first daily newspaper printed in Virginia 
was in 1780, and the subscription price was $40 
per annum. 

According to estimate, the United States has 
increased in wealth full 100,000,000 dollars by 
railroads. 

There are nineteen whaling vessels owned and 
fitted out in the port of Honolulu, 1eckoning 4991 
tons, manned by 483 men, and which cost 
$394,500 to fit out. 

The introduction of cotton manufactures into 
the Texas State Penitentiary has proved very 
satisfactory. The mills turn out from ten to 
twelve thousand yards per week. 

The time occupied in Cincinnati in firing up a 
steam fire-engine, lighting her torches, attaching 
the horses, and getting the machine into the 
street, does not exceed one minute and a half 


[t is reported, via California, that Brigham 
Young some time since gave passports to 850 
disatfected Mormons—men, women and children 
to leave for California. 

Of every 1000 persons, one reaches 100 years 
of life; of every 100, only six reach the age of 
65, and not more than one in 700 lives to 80 
years of age. 

The extent of the publishing business in the 
United States is revealed by the fact that about 
six thousand new books were issued within the 
past thirty-three months, by three hundred and 
eighty-five publishing houses. 

The North Middlesex Agricultural Society 
will hold its fourth annual exhibition at Lowell, 
on the 15th of September. ‘The following two 
days will be devoted to a horse exhibition, at 
which about $300 will be paid in premiams. 
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Last year, the taxes in New York were only 
$8,066,566 22! A pretty round sum to pay! 

The order of Jesuits are building a church 
and college on the outskirts of Washington. 

The crop of grapes in Indiana will be short, 
this year. The ladies took the vines for hoops. 

Potiphar Curtis thinks ladies, before long, will 
be admitted generally to vote at elections. 

Four or five of the Philadelphia fire engine 
companies have resolved to procure steam fire 
engines, at their own expense. 

Rembrandt Peale recently visited Richmond, 
Va., to present his portrait of Chief Justice 
Marshall to the State. if 

The work on the far-famed Hoosac tunnel is 
now vigorously prosecuted from both sides of 
the mountain. 

A family of nephews of James Hogg, the col- 
ebrated “ Ettrick Shepherd,” the boon compan- 
ion of “Kit North,” etc., reside in Broome 
County, N. Y. 

The population of Mexico is about eight mil- 


lions, and the debt about one hundred and 
thirty millions of dollars. Don’t she need a 
guardian ? 


William Bell has sold his farm of seven hun- 
dred and fifty acres, two miles above Owensboro, 
Ky., for $47,500. Ten years since he paid less 
than $9000 for the land. 

At Bellbrook, Illinois, a little son of Mr. 
Etehelberger was throwing parched corn into his 
open mouth, when a grain lodged in his wind- 
Pipe, causing his death in a few moments. 

The oldest clock in America is one in the 
Philadelphia Library, which is nearly two centu- 
ries old. 1t was made in London, keeps good 
time, and it is said to have been owned by Oliver - 
Cromwell. 

A writer ina Salem (Oregon) paper estimates 
the population of Uregon ‘Territory as follows : 
White inhabitants, 75,000; Chinese 5000; col- 
ored people, 300; total, 80,300. Number of 
voters estimated at 15,000. 

The city of New York alone sells three times 
as many “pure imported brandies,” and four 
times as many “ pure imported wines,” annually, 
as all the wine and brandy-producing countries 
export. 

Two new metals, called Homeor, gold, and 
Argentina, silver, have been introduced in New 
York within a short time, in the shape of spoons, 
forks, etc. It is claimed they louk and wear 
as well as gold and silver. They cost a little 
more than the ordinary silver-plated ware. 

Sir Walter Raleigh’s History of the World 
was written during eleven years’ imprisonment, 
and left unfinished ; Voltaire’s Henriade, while 
he was a prisoner in the Bastile; and Bunyan’s 
Pilgrim’s Progress while he also was suffering 
imprisonment. 

A letter from St. Petersburg states that a com- 
pany is about being formed there for developing 
the commercial and industrial resources of the 
Amoor country in Eastern Asia. It will have 
a capital of $1,000,000, and will open steam 
communication between the Amoor River and 
the Pacitic. 
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Merrp-Making, 


Why is love like a canal boat? Because it is 
an internal transport. 

Aman is most properly said to be “ripe for 
anything” when he isa little mellow. - 

Who smoked tho first pipe  Promethens, when 
he stole the fire from heaven to light his clay. 

A friend in the country writes us that he is 
“breaking colts.” All we have to say to him 
ts—eave the pieces. 

Did you ever know a red-haired man who had 
@ very clear notion of where scarlet began, and 
a:dburn terminated ? 

How to Grow a Moustacke—Rub your upper 
lip with currant jelly, and the Aare, as the inev- 
itable accompaniment, will soon follow. 

The best of men are sometimes short. We 
know aclergyman who isn’t above three feet, 
and a deacon who never has a sixpence about him. 

It is a question worthy of careful investiga- 
tion, whether a person whose voice is broken is 
not the more competent to sing “ pieces.” 

The man who was choked, while attempting 
to swallow an inconsistency, has recovered. His 
physician has forbidden bis reading political pa- 
pers henceforth. 

An old settler out West, who was elected 
justice of the peace, couldn’t raise enough to pay 
‘an officer for swearing him in; 80 he stood be- 
fore a looking-glass and qualified himself. 

A fellow was charged with stealing a piece of 
cloth, when the lawyer put in as a plea that the 
individual charged with stealing could not see it, 
for it’s an invisible green. 

Two brothers in Maine, by the name of Rich, 
have been lately married to two sisters by the 
name of Wings, and have removeil to Illinois. 
Thus “riches take to themselves wings.” 

A fellow climhed one of the poles of the mag- 

netic telegraph, at Baltimore, the other day, and 
applied his ear to the wire, in order to hear the 
news, 
Mr. Ferguson thinks it must be dangerous for 
acitizen of Sweden to get sober, as in that coun- 
try a man is deprived of the right to vote who 
gets drunk the third time. 

Thomas Hood died composing—and that, too, 
en humorous poem. He is said to have remarked 
that he was dying out of charity to thé under 
taker who wished to trn a lively Hood. 

A genius from the land of wooden nutmegs 
says he has invented a machine which will, when 
set in motion—but that’s the difficulty—chase a 
hog over a ton-acre lot, catch, yoke and ring him. 

A member of Parliament, about to make his 
first spzech, expressed much apprehension that 
his hearers would think him hardly sufficient 
calibre for the subject. “Pooh,” said a friend, 
“ they will be sure to find you Lore enough.” 

An excited young man, to show his agility, 
recently jumped from an express train, while 

ing at the rate of fifty miles an hour. The 
Bost seen of him, he was going flip-flaps, at the 
rate of seventeen revolutions a minute, while 
the air was chock full of dicky strings, fragments 
of gaiter boots, and torn linen. 








MERRY MAKING. 


What part of a ship is like a farmer? The 
tiller. 

A father called his son into the crowded stage, 
sayifig, “ Ben-jam-in.” 

Why are several persons wrangling like a 
boy’s name? Because it’s a muss (Amos). 

What word is that, which, if you take away 
the first letter, ali will still remain? Ball. 

‘When you see a sraall waist, think how great 
8 waste of health it represents. 

Many young ladies make fools of themselves 
by the looking glass. % 

h A high rent—a hole in the crown of your 
at. 

What day of the year is a command to go 
ahead? March 4th. 

Hearts—little red things that men and women 
play with for money. 

Indemnity for the past—pay up. Security for 
the fature—pay down. 

“You are a little bear, madam.” “Sir?” 
“ About the shoulders, I mean, madam.” 

A lady, describing an ill-tempered man, says, 
“He never smiles but he feels ashamed of it.” 

The best method for a man to reap advantages 
in love matters, is to turn hig hand to the cultiva- 
tion of- waist property. ; 

A man lost his balance in State Stroet, the 
other day. He will thank the finder to leave it: 
at the office of the chief of police. 

Whoever heard of a widow committing suicide 
on account of love? A little experience is very 
wholesome. @ 

Why are potatoes and corn like certain sinners 
of old? Because, having eyes they see not, and 

aving ears they hear not. 

The mistress of a girl’s school honestly de- 
clared, “It is but little they pays me, and it is 
but little I teaches them.” 

“I’m all heart,” said a military officer to his 
comrades. “Pity you're not part pluck,” said 
his superior in command. 

Phibbs says that where he came from there was 
8 boy so sharp, that when his mother went to flog 
him witha cane he always “cut it.” 

Mr. Jenkinson, of Rome, put his spectacles 
on his ear instead of his eyes one day last week, 
and actually walked three miles sideways in the 
rain before he discovered what was the matter. 

A showman is giving entertainments out west, 
tickets of admission six-and-a-quarter cents ; 
but he says that no more corn will be taken at 
the door, as covery member of the company has 
been corned for six weeks. 

“ Talkin’ of law,” says Pompey, “ makes me 
think of what the mortal Cato, who lib most a 
thousand year ago, once said—de law is like a 
groun’ glass winder, that gives light enuff to light 
us poor errin’ mortals in de dark passage of life ; 
but it would puzale de debble himself to see troo 
it? 
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HANDS AND FEET, AND THEIR EXPRESSION. 


Dear reader, give us your hand! Nay, start 
not, fair sir; be not coy, sweet maiden. e are 
no fortune-teller—no chiromancer—no believer 
in the exploded science of palmistry. We leave 
that to gipsey fortune-tellers—swarthy sultanas, 
who promise you a fortune and deprive you of 
your purse in the same breath. ‘e leave to 
them the tracing of the “line of life,” and all 
other ine leries connected with that wild dela- 
sion which supposed that the human palm was a 
map of the future, only requiring the art of an 





CORDIALITY. 


adept to read its hieroglyphics. And so, dear 
reader, when we asked you to give us your hand, 
it was only in token of cordiality—that cordialit 

which is expressed in our first engraving. We 
are about to discourse of hands and their expres- 
sion—for they certainly have an individuality 
and a meaning. In nothing did Copley show 
himself more the great artist that he was, than in 
his careful drawing of the hands of his sitters, 
for he very well knew that the hands had their 
expression as well as the eyes. Apart from its 
intrinsic character, and from its more obvious 
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uses, the hand is master of a comprehensive lan- 
sassy one, too, understood by all the nations. 
‘he open hand renders words of welcome and 
friendliness superfluous; the clenched hand 
breathes the unmistakable spirit of defiance. A 
wave of a distant hand may save from deadly 
peri a warning finger may deter from crime. 
low accurately we describe a penurious person, 
by calling him a close-fisted hunks ; and a gener- 
ous man, b: saying he is open-handed! Brutus 
stung his friend to madness by accusing him of 
having an “itching palm.” We always 


speak of the finger of Fate. How much * 


meaning there was in the long, extended 
fore-finger of John Randolph! How well 
the beautiful hand of Napoleon harmon- 
ized with the classical beauty of his face. 
The wonders of the hand formed the 
theme of a philosophical discourse by the 
learned surgeon, Sir Charles Bell, ti ling 
a volume of the “ Bridgewater Treatises. 

“Nothing is more remarkable,” says Sir 
Charles, ‘‘as forming a part of the pro- 
spective design to prepare an instrument 
fitted for the various uses of the human 
hand, than the manner in which the deli- 
cate and moving apparatus of the palm 
and fingers is guarded. The power with 
which the hand grasps, as when a sailor 
lays hold of the rope to raise his body in 
the rigging, would be too great for the 
texture of mere tendons, nerves and ves- 
sels; they would be cracked were not 
every pact that bears the pressure defend- 
ed with a cushion of fat, as elastic as that 
which is in the foot of the horse and the 
camel. To add to this purely passive 
defence, there is a muscle which rans 
across the palm, and more especially supports 
the cushion on its inner edge; it is this muscle 
which, raising the edge of the palm, adapts it to 
lave water, forming the cup of Diogenes. In 
conclusion, what says Ray? ‘Some animals: 
have horns, some havo hoofs, some teeth, some 
talons, some claws, some spurs and 
hath none of all these, but is weak and feeble, 
and sent unarmed into the world—why, a hand, 
with reason to use it, supplies the use of all 
these!’”? The hand and its appurtenances figure 
largely in history. A glove cast at the feet of an 


beaks ; man. 
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LABOR. 


enemy was the gage of battle—a defiance to mor- 
tal combat. The champion of England, in olden 
time, at the coronation of a sovereign, rode into 
Westminster Abbey armed from head to heel, 
his charger’s hoofs clattering on the flagging of 
the aisle, and there, drawing his mailed gauntlet 
‘from his right hand, flung it down, and dared to 
combat any one who should gainsay the right of 
the sovereign to the throne. His lady’s glove 
was a token dearly prized in the days of chivalry. 
‘The favored knight wore it in his helmet, and, 
thinking all the while of the fair hand that be- 
stowed it, and which was to be the reward of his 
valor, plunged into the melé, and did his devoir 
like a gentleman and soldier. By the old laws 
of England a traitor’s hand was struck off 3 the 
executioner before his head fell upon the block. 
Once upon a time, in the chivalric age of 
France, when the royalty and nobility, 
loveliness and valor, were assembled to 
witness a combat of wild beasts, and when 
a fierce Numidian lion was raging, lord 
of the arena, a fair lady, to test the cour- 
age of her a her silken glove 
from her hand (white kids were not in- 
vented then), and flung it into the fatal 
ring, Instantly the knight sprang down 
into the bloody dust of the circle, re- 
claimed the glove, and restored it to the 
owner. Of course, after that his wooin, 
sped thrivingly, and the hand which ha 
ung the perilous gage was the reward 
of the reckless valor which obeyed the 
challenge. Let us thank our stars that 
we live in days when fair hands are won 
more easily, and ladies’ hearts are not 
ite so cruel.—Our second pair of hands 
illustrates labor. How steadily and forci- 
bly they grasp the plane! how eloquently 
sthey speak of a life of honorable manual 
toil, not necessarily excluding mental 
‘culture, The world is awakening, after 
-8 long dream, to a realization of the dig- 
“nity OF babe, kad iy arcina is noionger 
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looked down upon by his less hard- 
worked brethren. Next we have 
idleness—a painful contrast to the 
preceding. The soft contours, the 
fleshiness of the members, the in- 
dentation of the knuckles, the long 
nails, incompatible with any ser- 
viceable use of the hands, bespeak 
a life of luxurious ease, indepen- 
dently of the rich dressing-gown, 
with its cord and tassel. The owner 
of these hands is evidently formed 
of the “porcelain clay o’ the 
earth;” can’t do a turn to help 
himself; can neither draw a rein 
nor grasp a sword, and accom- 
plishes, at the utmost, a billet-doux 
on perfumed paper. Hotspar'’s 
fop may have had such hands. 
Pass on to the fourth sketch, which 
tells quite a story. Here we have 
manbood and youth—indignant 
manhood, independent javenility ; 
irate fogydom, insolent Young 
America. The warning finger is 
threatening indeed ; but those saucy 
little hands, united by two digits, 
and raised towards an unseen nose, breathe the 
defiance of blackguardism, recognized the world 
over. Where this signal originated we 
tell; what nation—what city—gave birth to th 
silent sign of “chafing” is yet unwritten. But 
we dare say such telegraphic signals were ex- 
changed between the outposts of Sebastopol ; the 
gamins of Paris employ them to influence the 
Pipelets of the porters’ lodges ; the little London 
cockney thus flaunts his fingers “ howdaciously ”” 
in the face of the police. It is generally exe- 
cuted when the young tormentoris at a suflicient 
distance from his insulted elder to give the former 
a fair start when the latter is goaded to distrac- 
tion and plunges into a fruitless pursuit. The 
next sketch illustrates awkwardness. The 


owner of these hands is most unmistakably a 
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clumsy person. The contents of that cup of 
coffee are destined to affect his own knees with 
an anpleasant sensation of excessive warmth, or 
to ruin the lady’s dress who sits next to him. 
From these intractable digits, how often must 
knife and fork and buttered toast fall upon the 
floor! How utterly impossible for them to con- 
vey a Prince’s Bay oyster to the owner’s lips! 
Just fancy them undertaking to carve a tough 
goose ; imagine the horror of their manipulations 
on the dram-sticks, or the impossible joints of 
the sinew wiles. We can fancy those hands 
passing through a lifetime of gaucherie. We 
would rot trust them to commit suicide—some- 
body else would have the benefit of their random 
action, Fancy hair-triggers in such a pair of 

aws in a crammed shooting-gallery! The idea 
is excruciating, and we pass on to the next sub- 
ject—misapplied dexterity. Here we have the 
dexterous tingers of a “ fogle-hunter,” the desig- 
nation, in classic “Romany,” of a gentleman 
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who relieves another gentleman of the care of his 
pocket-handkerchief. These fingers have been 
trained from infancy to that employment. “Of 
a hempen widow the kid forlorn,” in his tender 
years the young “cly-faker ” was taught by elder 
| thieves in the classic purlieus of St. , to 
take handkerchiefs and watches from an artificial 
figure, without disturbing one of the straws of 
which it was composed. When his education 
was completed, he Jaanched into the streets 
of London, to iy conebuion on the luckless 
s cro’ hfares. 





ASSEN, through thoro! 

‘hy hake and Botany Bay, if not the 
tome the agreeable pe of our | 
gered gentleman. t sketch 8 
of oe aa utters ’ be a 
or heen , ie baer anid. gatron 
of ilk s nm 
of by . How Dr Watts could have ed 


in the of the prize-ring, we cannot conceive, 
But though the good doctor tells us that “hands 
were never made to scratch each other's eyes,” 








he does not in express terms condemn those who 
“hit straight out from the shoulder.” One of 
the most Wecanad chapters of Huzlitt’s Essays is 
devoted to an enthusiastic description of the 
fight between Hicks the gasman and Bill Neate. 
Byron was proud of his pugilistic prowess under 
the tuition of Jackson. Haulitt’s enthnsiasm in 
behalf of what has been apologetically termed 
the ‘noble science of self-defence” is a curious 


instance of his perversity. A sigie 
from the “Fight” wil Hiusérate is :-—“ The 
wonder was the half-minitite time. If there had 
been a minute or more allowed between cach 
round, it would have been ible how they 
should degrees recover et and resolu- 
tion ; but to see two men ed to the ground, 
smeared with gore, s  Senseless, the breath 
beaten out of their s, and then, before you 
recover from the shock, to see them rise up with 
new strength and’courage, stand ready to receive 
or infliet mortal offence, and rush upon each oth- 
er ‘like two clouds over the Cas- 
pian ;” this is the most astonishin 
of all—this. is the high and heroic 
state of man!” We should rather 
call it the low and bestial state of 
brates. But let us pass on to our 
next sketch, which illustrates ra- 
pacity, They may be the hands 
of a usurer raking in his cent. per 
cent., or the gambler clutching at 
the golden fortune that lies upon 
the green cloth—the sentiment is 
the same in either case You see 
the rapacious soul in the very tips 
of the fingers. Fingers, quotha? 
Nay, they are claws—the talons of 
the vulture—the human vulture, 
fiereer and more inexorable than 
the bird of prey. The kite onl 
seizes what his appetite demands 
and his stomach can digest; but 
the miser grasps what cannot en- 
rich him, though it impoverishes 
the world. What tenacity there is 
in those claws !—what a habit of 
contraction is displayed in those 
muscles! You see that their re- 
laxation is impossible. Those te- 
nacious fingers can never open wide; they are 
tentacula, tony for griping. If that table were 
strewn with gold dust, not a particle would es- 
cape the demoniac raking of those elaws. The 
owner is laying down the law, enumerating his. 
arguments, or marking bis points by the several 
d . Or we may suppose him Mr. Mahoney, 
oning up the numbers of that “illigant’”” 
party the night before: “ There was five of us; 
the two Mulligans was one, O’Brady was two, 
Conolly was and myself was four. No, 
that’s not it! There’s myself was one, Conolly 
was two, O’Brady was three, and the two Mulli- 
was four, Upon my sowl, there was: only 
four, after all, and me thinking there was five ! 
And now let us relate, as apposite to our 
theme, an anecdote which we may style ihe | 


STORY OF A HAND: 
Soon after. the French Sang the d 
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AWKWARDNESS. 


people df the city to a French fete given by the 
army in the newly-conquered capital. Notwith- 
standing the splendor of the gala, the Spaniards 
were by no means gay; their ladies danced but 
little, and most of the guests confined themselves 
to the card-tables. The gardens of the palace 
were s0 splendidly illuminated that the ladies 
could walk there with as much security as in 
broad daylight. The festival was imperially gor- 
geous, and no expense was spared in order to 
ive the Spaniards a lofty idea of the emperor, if 
they would only jadge him by his lieutenants. 

n ve near palace, between one and 
two o’clock in the morning, several French offi- 
cers were discussing the chances of the war, and 
the discouraging auguries of the futare to be 
drawn from the cold and menacing attitude of 
the Spaniards who were present at 
this splendid festival. 

“T tell you what, gentlemen,” said 

a Frenchman, whose dress indicated 
the surgeon-in-chief of some column 
of the army, “yesterday I formally 
requested my recall from Prince Mu- 
rat. Without being exactly afraid of 
leaving my bones in the peninsula, I 
prefer to go and dress the wounds 
made by our good neighbors the Ger- 
mans—their weapons do not go so 
deep into the torso as the Castilian 
poignards. Then the fear of Spain 
is a sort of superstition with me. In 
my boyhood, I read in Spanish books 
a heap of sombre adventures, and a 
thousand stories of this country, which 
rejudiced me strongly against it. 
ell, since our entrance into Madrid, 
though Iam no hero of romance, I 
have been involved in an adventure 
which might serve as the basis of such 
a romance as Mrs. Radcliffe writes. 
I feel impelled to listen to my presen- 
timents, and to-morrow I strike my 
tent and decamp. Murat will cer- 


‘ainly not refuse me my congé, for, 
thanks to the services we surgeons 
render, we can always command 
favor.” 

“ By Jove, you’ve excited my curi- 
osity, my boy,” said an old republi- 
can colonel, with a pull at his hea 
mustaches, “and now you're bouni 
in honor to satisfy it! Let’s hear 
your story—anything to enliven us!” 

“My story is not calculated to en- 
liven your spirits,” answered the sur- 
geon, gloomily. 

“Well, whether it’s sad or merry, 
let’s hear it.” 

The surgeon seemed to hesitate. 

“Ts there a lady in the case ?” ask- 
ed a young husear. 

“There is.” 

“Then, my dear fellow, it must be 
interesting.” 

“ Out with it,” cried the old colonel, 
“without more ado!” 

The surgeon looked cautiously 
about him, as if to scan the faces of 
those who surrounded him, and, hav- 
ing assured himself that there was no 
Spaniard in the vicinity, said ; 

“Well, since then we are all Frenchmen, com- 
rades, I’ll tell you what happoned tome. About 
ten days ago I attended a masqsernde ball given 
by some of our wild fellows, who did not under- 
stand or comprehend the danger of such a sort 
of entertainment among a people where assassi- 
nation is more popular than duelling, and where 
the mask and domino would be more likely to 
screen a deadly foe than to hide the form of 4 
friendly reveller. If the commander-in-chief had 
been apprized of this affair beforehand, he would 
have suppressed it instantly; but he only knew 
of it after it was all over, and as no ic occur 
rence had arisen from it, he contented himself with 
reprimanding the etereup of the masquerade, 
and forbidding such entertainments in fature. 
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“ Well, I went to this ball, and for 
a while had a very dull time—masque- 
rades always seemed to me the stupid- 
est affairs in the world. I felt dispir- 
ited, and a presentiment of evil weighed 
upon my heart like lead; soI stood 

from the noisy revellers, leaning 
with folded arms against a pillar, and 
philosophizing on the recklessness of 
our countrymen, who would dance on 
the surface of a mine, even if they 
knew that the last gallopade would 
end in explosion and ruin. I cannot 
say how long I was, plunged in this 
reverie—the moving figures of the 
crowd passing before my eyes like the 
changes of a kaleidoscope—when a 
light hand was laid upon my shoulder. 

“The hand that was laid upon my 
shoulder was an exquisitely delicate 
one, and the only imperfection I per- 
ceived—a small mole that stained its 
satin surface—could scarcely be found 
fault with, as like a beauty-spot upon 
a fair complexion, it enhanced the ex- 
a and Parisian purity of the skin. 

m the hand I glanced to the figure ; 
but that, as well as the face, was concealed from 
view. The foot and ankle, however, that were 
ae tail exposed, were so exquisite- 

ly modelled that'they would have delighted the 

eye of a sculptor, and to the connoisseur of fe- 
male charm, afforded proof that the mysterious 
lady must be exceedingly beautiful, since such 
exquisite hands and feet are usually in harmoni- 
ous keeping with the whole person. 

« 1, gentlemen, that little hand, laid so 
lightly on my arm, but so thrilling my whole 
frame by its gentle pressure, trembled excessive- 
ly, as if the fair incognita were the prey to the 
most violent emotion; and, indeed, there was a 
nervous tremulousness in my voice when she ac- 
costed me by my name. expressed my sur- 

rise at her knowing me ; but, instead of replying 


in the usual badinage of a woman who secks to 
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intriguer a gentleman on one of these occasions, 
she begged me earnestly to escort her out of the 
press, and to take her into one of the side rooms, 
where she could be entirely alone and unobserved. 
I need not say that I hastened to comply with 
her wishes. Sheasked me many questions about 
Paris, using the Spanish language, so that I 
found difficulty in framing my replies, for I was 
not much of a Spanish scholar. 

“Cannot madame speak French ? I asked. 

“Indifferently well,’ was the reply, in an ac- 
cent that would have done honor to the Fau- 
bourg St. Germain. 

“She then went on to talk in that language, 
her spirits seeming to revive, until her conversa- 
tion rivalled in gayety that of the merriest masker 
on the floor. 

«Pardon, madame,’ I said, in one of the 
pauses of the conversation, ‘but 
your accent, and your acquaintance 
with localities and nice shades of 
French character and manners, con- 
vince me that Iam addressing a 
countrywoman.’ 

«© Yon are not mistaken in your 
supposition,’ replied the unknown. 

“«« And I presume you are of the 
family of one of our officers ?” 

“Alas, no!’ 

“At least you will follow the 
army, if it returns to Paris. 
Frenchwoman can hardly like this 
triste country.’ 

“«T abhor it—yet I shall end my 
days here.’ 

‘«That is very strange.’ 

“¢T could tell you svange things, 
but my lips are sealed. 1 am only 
here to-night at the peril of my life, 
but I cannot explain to you the 
sition in which Iam placed. The 
pleasure of once more minglin; 
with my dear countrymen, an 
bearing Tudings of la belle France, 
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has compelled me to do what marching up to an 
enemy’s battery is mere child’s play.’ 

«There was an earnestness in her manner that 
assured me she was not merely seeking to mys- 
tify me. She paused, and I hastened to say: 

“<Tf I can be of any service to madame, I 
pray that she will command me in any manner, 
and at all times.’ 

**T thank you a thousand times. From what 
I have heard of you before, and from you to- 
night,’ she was pleased to say, ‘I trust you en- 
tirely. Do you observe this ring upon my finger?’ 








“She placed that little white hand I had so | 


admired eonfidingly in mine, and I raised it re- 
spectfally so that the light of a lustre might fall 
full upon it. The ring she alluded to was a 
cameo, and on it a figure of Venus rising from 
the sea was exquisitely engraved. 

“*Should you know this ring’ again?” she 
asked. ‘ 

««« Wherever I saw it.’ 

«But in the dark?” 

“That was a singular question, and 
puzzled me. 

«*« Stay,’ said the unknown. ‘ Close 
your eyes until I bid you open them. 

Now press your finger on the figure, 
and try to remember the impression, 
so that by feeling yon could recognize 
the ring even in the dark, as the blind 
distinguish objects.’ 

“‘T did as she requested. 

“*« Well,’ said she, in a merry, laugh- 
mg tone, ‘do you think you can dis- 
pense with your eyes upon emergency?” 

«*T think so—at any rate, I should 
recognize the hand, for it is a peerless 
one.” 

“*T was not angling for compli- 
ments, he answered, in a tone be- 
tween jest and,earnest. ‘It is not a 
giegon of the hand, but of the ring. 

2 you think you could recognize the 








latter ? 
Mey think I could.’ 

“«Enough—I must perforce remain 
satisfied with that doubtful assurance.’ 

““*May I open my eyes now ? 

«Count twenty dcliberately, and then you 
may.’ 

“T obeyed her in this, as in all her capricious 
directions, but when I looked again, the enchan- 
tress was gone. After that the ball was doubly 
dreary to me, and I hastened home to my quar- 
ters, but my head was filled with the singular pas- 
sages I have related to you, and my brain racked 
with conjectures as to the identity of the hewitch- 
ing incognita. The next day I walked about as 
one inadream. My professional duties disgust- 
ed me—the crash of arms and the roll of drums 
maddened me. I stole away into such solitude 
as I could find, and there indulged in dreams of 
the unknown beauty of the masquerade. 

“Six days ago I was returning quietly to my 
lodgings about eleven o’clock at night, after hav- 
ing left General Latour, whose hotel is but a few 
steps from mine. Suddenly, at the corner of a 
little street, two unknown persons, or rather two 
demons, threw themselves upon me, and wrapped 
my head and armsinacloak. Of course I shout- 
ed at the top of my lungs, but the cloth stifled 
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| my cries, and I was thrust into’a ¢arriage with 
the most rapid dexterity. The carriage was then 
| driven off ata rapid rate. I made an effort to 
| free myself from the cloak that shrouded me,and 
| ed, finding myself seated with only one 
| companion, and that a female. Twas pre 

| to cry out for help, when’a soft hand was placed 

| upon my lips, and a soft voice whispered in my 

ear: 

| “*Beware! no harm is’ intended you. And 
now, sir, since I have you in my power, please to 
place your finger on the ring.’ . 

“T did so, and thought I recognized that worn 
by the fair incognita at the masquerade. 

«What !’ I exclaimed, ‘are you the beanteous 
being I met at the masquerade, and who taught 
me this test?” 

“*T am that lady’s waiting-maid,’ replied the 
girl, ‘and Iam about to conduct you to my mis- 
tress.” mn 

“A thousand thanks.’ 
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| “*Do not be so ready with your thanks. You 
| can only see my lady at the risk of your life. If 
) you decline the hazard, say so frankly, and I am 
' ordered to permit you to return to your quarters.’ 
| I would risk a thousand lives to see her 
| once more!” I exclaimed. 
“«It is well,’ replied the soubrette. ‘My mis- 
tress expected no less of your gallantry. But 
are you armed? If not, here is a two-edged 
: poignard you can take., If any one challenges 
you in the place whither we are going, strike 
; home—strike deep, as the Spaniard strikes,’ 
| *T thank you,’ I replied, though slightly 
, shuddering at the fierceness of my companion, 
“but I have my sabre and pisos. 

“Are you sure that the blade plays free in 
the scabbard ?” 

“Quite sare.’ 

“* Are the priming and loading fresh in your 
pistols ?” 

“*T loaded and primed them before I left my 
quarters this evening.’ 

“*Good again. ‘One thing more you must 
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do. You must consent to wear this mask. Nay, 
itis for your own protection” 

“TE put on a black velvet mask which she 
hande, 

“¢One thing more.’ 

“* Speak.’ 

“**See that your sabre does not rattle when I 
bid you follow me. And now be prudent as well 
as brave.” 

“At last the carriage stopped, and we got out. 
It was pitch dark. I heard the noise of a key 
inserted in the lock of a gate. The chamber- 
maid soon led me through the gravelled alleys 
of a large garden up to a certain place, where we 
stopped. I could now distinguish the dark mass 
of a large building looming up directly before us. 

** Silence, now,’ she whispered in my car, 
“and keep a strict watch over yourself.. Don’t 
lose a single one of my signals; I cannot speak 
without danger to both of us, and your life is 
now at stake. My lady is inaroom on the 
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ground floor; but to reach her apartment, we 
™ust pass throuh the room, and beside the bed, 
ofa sleeping man, who has armed men at his 
disposal, and who would not hesitate to kill us 
like dogs. Walk lightly, and follow me closely, 
for fear of stumbling against any of the furniture, 
or setting foot outside tho carpet which I have 
arranged te muffle our steps.’ 

“ This was an adventure, comrades ; but I was 
resolved to follow it through, if it cost me my 
life. A door was opened, and I found mysclf in 
a8 large and lofty room, dimly lighted by a smok- 
ing lamp. The window was open, but it was se- 
cured by heavy bars of iron. Ona bed lgy an 
old man plunged into a profound sleep. Thence 
we sed into another room, where sat a young 
woman, lovelier than the most beautiful creations 
of art, though seen to disadvantage from the ter- 
rible emotion to which she was a prey. She wel- 
comed me with a sad smile, and begged me to 
sit down beside her. 

“You see,’ she whispered, ‘how much confi- 


| 
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dence I place in you—and alas, to how much 
peril my selfishness is willing to expose you!’ 

“Speak not of that,’ I replied, ‘but tell me 
how I can serve you honorably.’ 

“She blushed at the emphasis I placed on the 
last word, and said: 

“Sir, I am a prisoner here !’ 

«¢Then the person, through whose chamber I 
passed—’ 

“*Has no legal right to control my actions,’ 
she replied. ‘He is not my husband, though I 
am his affianced bride—and never will I be his 
wife, unless I am dr by force to the altar. 
Yet even of that he is capable. Tam surrounded 
here by his mercenaries; and I am an orphan— 
alone in the world 

“She interrupted her story to dry the tears 
that dimmed her beautiful star-like eyes, and to 
recover her composure. After a time she went 
on in a calmer voice, and informed me that she 
was the daughter of a Frenchwoman, settled in 

Madea, who had—from what I gath- 
ered, though she hinted at this very 
delicately—treated her with great se- 
verity, and who had commanded her 
to marry a rich old man to cancel cer- 
tain pecuniary obligations, the pay- 
ment of which in money would ruin 
her. The mother died in the honse in 
which we then were. Immediately the 
young French girl bade the creditor 
take her property, and release her from 
the hated contract. This he refused, 
and: had ever since kept her a strict 
prisoner, threatening every moment to 
order a servile priest to celebrate the 
marriage. 

Now,’ said she, ‘I have no male 
friend in Madrid only you, whose ac- 
quaintance I formed by chance. Will 
you aid me to fly to-night?” 

“« Will It The moment that I place 
you in security, will be the proudest, 
the happiest of my life!’ I knelt at 
her feet, and covered the beautiful 
white hand, which she abandoned 
ly to me, with passionate kisses. When 
J rose to my feet, I felt as if I could 
cut my way through a legion. 

“«But how are we to manage your flight?’ I 
asked. 

“«'Pwo horses are even now waiting saddled 
at the garden-gate,’ she replied. ‘ They are fleet 
Andalusians, and will bear us whither you will. 
The man who assumes to control my destiny bas 
taken a sleeping-draught, and will not awake till 
Lam in safety.’ 

“These words’ were no sooner out of her 
mouth, than she turned deadly palo, and uttered 
a stifled scream. 

“« Perjured woman, thou liest!’ cried a stern 
voice; and turning, I beheld at the door of the 
next chamber, the master of the house, attired in 
a dressing-gown, with a drawn sword in his hand. 
‘And you,’ he added, addressing me, ‘unmask, 
and show your traitor-face !’ 

“Not for your life!’ replied the unknown la- 
dy, recovering. ‘It is my command. Fly, I 
conjure you! He dare not injure me, but ‘you 
he will sacrifice to his 2 

“I saw, indeed, that I could not profit the dear 
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lady by remaining; and, moreover, at a shrill 
whistle from the old Spaniard, I heard footsteps 
hastening to the room, and half a dozen armed 
ruffians soon appeared to support their master. 
With my drawn sabre in one hand, and a pistol 
in the other, Irushed upon them, and cutting 
right and left, forced my way out, but closely 
pursued. At the garden gate I threw myself on 
one of the horses, thinking to ride to the nearest 

ost, Summon assistance, and return to the house. 

ut the animal was unmanageable, and ran away 
with me. When I attempted to rein him in, the 
reins parted in my hand ; they had been cut, as I 
since ascertained. Whither the frantic horse 
carried me I know not; but at last, in gusting & 
desperate bound, he sli on the flagging, an 
fell and it was some Ped before a 
fromrthe stunning effects of my own 
fall. When I did so, finally, after 
wandering for hours, I found my way 
home ; but I have since vainly sought 
for the place I visited that night. The 
beautiful lady is lost to me forever, 
and I fear is ere this the bride of the 
old ruffian.”” 

At this moment the surgeon turned 
palo; all eyes were fixed on his, and 
followed their direction. The French- 
men then saw a Spaniard wrapped in 
a cloak, whose eyes were blazing ina 
tuft of orange trees. The officers had 
hardly turned their eyes on him, when. 
the man, though old, disappeared with 
the lightness of a sylph. A captain 
sprang in pursuit of him. 

“Ah, my friends,” cried the sur- 
geon, “that basilisk glance has frozen 
me. Ihear my death-knell. Receive 
my adieux, and bury me here.” 

“ Are you mad?” said the colonel. 
“Falcon has gone on his track, and 
will soon overhaul the spy.” 

“Well,” cried the officers, as they 
saw the captain returning, breathless. 
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“I don’t know what to 
make of it,” replied Faleon. 
“He must have vanished 
through the walls. As don’t 
think he is a conjurer, he 
must be intimately acquaint- 
ed with the passages and 
turnings of the house, and so 
escaped readily.” 

“Tam lost!’ said the sur- 

n, in a gloomy tone. 
ee Keep calm,” replied the 
officers. ‘We will wateh 
with you till your departure, 
and pass this evening with 
you, to begin with.” 

In fact, three young offi- 
cers, who had lost theirmoney 
at play, escorted the surgeon 
to This lodgings, and offered 
to remain with him. The 
second day after the surgeon 
had obtained his leave to re- 
turn to France, ans made all 
his preparations for starti 
wih a ady, to whom Murat 

ave a strong escort. He 
was gust finishing dinner in company with his 
friends, when his servant canie to inform him 
that a young woman wished to speak with him. 
The surgeon and the three officers immediately 
went down stairs in company, fearing some 
snare, It was the chambermaid, who had been 
his companion in the carriage on that memorable 
night. She had only time to say to the surgeon, 
“Take care!” and then fell dead, Having dis- 
covered that she had been poisoned, this girl had 
hoped to arrive in time to save the surgeon. 

“By heavens!” cried Captain Faleon; “only 
a Spanish girl could trot through the streets after 
a dose of prussic acid.” 

The surgeon was very sad. To drive away 
the singular presentiments which disturbed him, 
he resumed his seat at the table, and drank im- 





PATENT AND GRAINED LEATHER. 


AND THEIR EXPRESSION. 


moderately, as did his companions. 
All of them, half intoxicated, went to 
bed early. : 

In the middle of the night the sur- 
geon was awakened by a sharp noise 
caused by the curtain-rings of his bed 
being violently drawn back on the 
brass rod that sustained them. He 
sat up, & prey to that mechanical 
trepidation which seizes us at the mo- 
mentof such an awakening. He saw 
standing before him an old Spaniard, 
who cast the same burning leok on 
him he had done when they first met. 
The surgeon cried, “Help, friends, 
help!” : 

'o this of distress, the Span- 
iard answerel by « bitter smile, 
1 oPinm grows for everybody,” said 

2. 


Having said this, he drew from his 
cloak the recently amputated hand of 
a woman, and showed it to the sur- 
pean, pointing out the mark which he 

d eo impradently described to his 
friends. 

“Is it the same?” he asked, hoarse- 
yy. By the light of a lantern resting on the bed, 

© surgeon recognized the beautiful hand, and 
was overwhelmed by the agony of his grief. 

The stranger required no other reply, but, sat- 
isfied with the identity of his victim, plunged his 
dagger into his heart, and fled. 

* *£ *€ # & * 

Many years afterwards a widow lady witha 
Spanish name, exceedingly beautiful, but pale, 
and bearing in her face traces of deep suffering, 
attributed to the loss of her husband, came to re- 
side at Touraine, in France. It was soon dis- 
covered that her right hand was useless, and that 
in fact she had lost her natural hand, and its 
place had been supplied by an artificial one. 

One evening at @ party, a gentleman, who had 
formed her acquaintance, ventured to ask her 
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FLIGHT. 


in a casual manner how she had lost her hand. 

“In the Spanish war of independence,” she 
replied, coldly. And that was all that could 
ever be elicited from the lips of the nameless 
heroine of our narrative. 





So much for hands, and their expression—the 
remaining pictures in this number show how 
much there may be in feet, the basis of our hu- 
man superstructure. The base of a column is 
quite as important as the capital, and the feet, as 
our sketches show, are not without expression. 
The first sketch, representing several light fan- 
tastic toes, as Richard Sniveller would say, re- 
turning from a ball, illustrates one of the chances 
to which human life is subject—penance after 
Pleasure—disappointment after jo . It is rainy, 

slushy and muddy ; the last cab has 
disappeared, and the dainty satins 
and varnished leathers that have 
lately tripped over the polished 
floor, must now tread the muddy 
streets in their forced pilgrimage. 
The second pair is also narrative 
in its demonstration. The spurred 
heel betrays the soldier, the atti- 
tude, an offer of heart and hand, 
and “love for life,” while the small- 
er feet that twinkle in the picture 
express coyness, that will soon be 
overcome ardor. The next 
sketch affords a striking contrast— 
wealth and poverty, aristocratic lux- 
ury and plebeian misery, varnished 
and grained leather, the elegant 
boot and the fragmentary brogan. 
The next picture shows life and 
animation. It is a chase. Old 
shoes inst official boots! Of 
course the owner of those shoos 
has “took what isn’t his’n.” The 
avenging law, in the shape of those 
Bombastes boota, pursues them. 
Who can doubt the result of the 
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A PROBLEM. 


pursuit? Gildersleeve himself couid not run in 
such geer. Vainly up one street and down an- 
other that pair will shuffle, while the hulloa of 
“stop thief!’ from the officer is taken up by ev- 
ery ragged boy, many of them not immaculate, 
multiplied and reverberated by the echoes, and 
falling on the ear of the niguire with an appalling 
weight. Vainly may he shaffle, double and wind. 
He cannot shake off his grim pursuer. The 
next drawing shows his fate. Compulsory re- 
pose clogs the activity of those graceful soles. 
A ball and chain fast anchor some mercurial fa- 
gitive. Justice is satisfied. The next presents 
us with a problem, which it is not, however, 
difficult to solve. The owner of those Uriah 
Heop-like feet in the right-hand comer is shrink- 
ing rom some cause or other. What canse is it? 
There is a largo foot on the left, 

pa where a ita fellow foot? 

gaged, of course, in applyi 

sundry visitations of shoe leathe 
er to the person of the owner of 
the shrinking ot Kicking is 
@ very expensive luxury, when 
direcred Dt s human ‘bein and 
not an inanimate foot-ball. Its 
cost varies, but it may be safely 
said that a poor man cannot in- 
dulge in it. Yet even ladies 
have been known to affect this 
extravagance. While on the 
subject of feet, we may remind 
our readers of what Diedrich 
Knickerbocker said of the 
watchmen’s feet in the good old 
days of Manhattan :—“A brisk 
trade for furs,” says that vera- 
cious historian, ‘‘ was soon op- 
ened. The Dutch traders were 
scrupulously honest in all their 
dealings, and purchased by 
weight, establishing as an inva- 
riable rule of avoirdupois, that 
the hand of a Dutchman weigh- 


ed one pound, and his foot two 
pounds. Itis true, the simpte In- 
dians were often puzzled by the 
great disproportion between balk 
and weight, for let them place 
a bundle of furs, never so large, 
in one scale, and a Dutchman 
put his hand-or foot in the other, 
the bundle was sure to kick the 
beam; never was a package of 
furs known to weigh more than 
two pounds in market of 
Communipaw! This isa singu- 
lar fact, but I have it direct from 
my great grandfather, who had 
risen to considerable importance 
in the colony, being promoted to 
the office of weigh-master, on ac- 
count of the uncommon heavi- 
ness of his foot.” The staff and 
swathed feet of the next engrav- 
ing show the owner to‘be a con- 
scientious pilgrim, not like Pin- 
dar’s, who, when ordered to do 
penance with in his shoes, 
“took the liberty to have them 
boiled.” The next pair of feet 


| beiongs evidenily to a son of the Emerald Isle. 


He is giving vent to the exuberance of his spirits 
by capering on the sod. What causes his delight 
we can only conjecture; somebody may have 
trod on his coat and given him the prospect of a 
shindy—or some other piece of good luck may 
have suddenly befallen bim. “Last scene of 
all,” the march to battle. Four pairs of brogans 
are travelling the path that “leads to plory or the 
grave,” the elevation of their soles indicating the 
excitement of their spirits. ‘ March on, march 
on, ye brave!” You are taking steps to acquire 
fame. In double-quick time you will arrive at 
the goal. Alas, some of those brogans will never 
retrace their steps! Peace to their soles! When 
the account is footed up, they will only be units 
in the sum total of glory. 


<a 
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THE WHIPPOORWILL. 

While enjoying a comfortable chair 
upon the piazza last night, and re- 
flecting upon the events of the day, 
our thoughts were disturhed by the 
far-off strain of a whippoorwill. It 
was the first we had heard this season, 
and its sad music awakened a train 
of reflections. While the air of sprin, 
is tilled with the songs of a thousan 
warblers by day, by night is heard 
the mournful chant of the whippoor- 
will. Buried deep in the groves of a 
southern land, and nestling quietly 
beneath a tropical sun, this lover of 
warmth and comfort chases away the 
long winter months; and when the 
meridian sun again breaks the ice and 
dissolves the snow, when the green 
grass once more shoots up, and the 
trens leave in their aswal order, away, 
away he flies, and the old haunts of 
his birdish love know him once again. 
The bright glare of day seems to have 
no charm for him; unlike other feath- 
ered songsters, he prefers to sing at 
night. When all is silent, save the 
low chirps of the katydid, and an occasional 
hoot of the owl, the little melancholy bird of the 
night comes forth from his hidden nook, and 
seating himself upon a bough, rocked .by the 
evening wind, he begins his plaintive chant, 
“Whippoorwill.” This is soon caught up and 
echoed back by another of his tribe, and another 
will take up the strain, and thus it will be carried 
from throat to throat, until the forest air vibrates 
with the melancholy song. This serenade con- 
tinues long after all other winged and creeping 
things are asleep; and not until the first streaks 
of sunlight tint the tree-tops, do they cease their 
night wail, and retire to thetr hidden and leafy 
recesses. There they rest in security and quiet 
until the twilight chirp of the katydid calls them 
forth again. 





| 
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DELIGHT. 


The whippoorwill is about the size of a robin ; 
has a long tail, and its color is a lightish brown 
—rather a pretty bird than otherwise. It is 
sometimes called “bird of the night,” from its 
peculiar habit of being hidden all day, when 
other birds are out, and coming forth at night. 

Many years ago we romémber visiting the 
ruins of an old churchyard; the graves were 
mostly flattened by timo, and the few grave- 
stones it boasted were monidered with age. It 
was just after twilight, and all was still and se- 
rene in that old burial-place, save a plaintive 
note from a whippoorwill. Following the direc- 
tion of the sound, it brought us to a little grave, 
with a small stone at the head; it bore this 
simple inscription, “ Our Willie.” Retreatin; 
again to a little distance, and waiting for a so! 
from the little songster, we were 

resently gratified by wociing a 
Tutte bird perched apon a low 
limb of an oak, whic! yw im- 
mediately at the boy’s head, 
open his throat, and emit the 
slow, mournful notes which had 
jast our attention. 
The summer wind played in 
the long grass, and stirred the 
leaves of the oak, and, while 
the twilight shaded more and 
more into night, the loving little 
whippoorwill sung louder and 
more loud over the little lonely 
boy; and we thought, as we 
turned homeward, wo had never 
heard a more touching or sol- 
emn requiem.— Wilmington (N. 
C.) Herald. 


Some have wondered that dis- 
putes about opinions should so 
often end in personalities ; but 
the fact is, that such disputes 
begin with personalities, for our 
opinions are a part of ourselves. 
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THE OHICKENVILLE GHOST: 
—oR,— 
WHICHIS THE WITCH. 


BY JOHN ROSS DIX. a 








Tuexe never had been such excitement in 
Chickenville, since Chickenville obtained the 
distinguished honors of a local habitation, and 
aname on the eounty map. The “oldest in- 
habitant” had never known anything like it. 
Nothing else was talked of. If a crowd of three 
persons gathered in the one street of Chicken- 
ville, i¢ was sure to be the sole topic of conver- 
sation. Old women lifted up their eyes and 
hands in wonderment and horror, when ¢¢ was 
alluded to; and if children chanced ‘to hear it 
spoken of, they would ran shrieking to their 
mothers, and hide their faces in their laps. 


And the cause of all this was——?—a Guosr,. 


AND A WITCH! : 

“ Bless my heart!” the fair reader may possi- 
bly exclaim, “do you really mean to assert, that 
in this enlightened age, these days of daguerre- 
otypes, submarine cables and railroads, people 
are foolish enough to believe in such things? 
Pho! sir, you must be joking.” 

Not a bit of it, madame, as you yourself will 
admit, when you have heard my story, which is 
im every respect a true one. 





After service on Sunday morning, the Reverend 
Selah Context had given notice that the Chicken- 
ville sewing circle would be held on the following 
Thursday evening, at the house of Mrs. Coosy- 
peg, the wife of the village doctor; and accord- 
ingly, at the hour appointed, some dozen ladies 
assembled in the parlor of that respected matron. 
The only gentleman present was the doctor, who 
in virtue of his position as host, was permitted to 
join the circle. He had another claim to the 
privilege, for he was quite an old school practi- 
tioner, and had attended in his professional ca- 
pacity, most of the individuals present, and, to 
tell the honest trath, was very much of an “old 
woman” himself, 

‘The tea-things having been removed, the work- 
baskets were set on the table; and now the clat- 
ter of cups and saucers and the jingling of tea- 
spoons gave way to talk, an accomplishment in 
which, I have observed, ladies who frequent sew- 
ing circles are thoroughly posted up. 

“It’s very remarkable,” said Mrs. Pipchin, 
the attorney’s lady, “extremely remarkable ; I 
can’t at all make it ont.” 

“Deeply mysterious,” chimed in Miss Rawker, 
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atall, ancient maiden lady of fifty, with eyes 
like boiled gooseberries, s flaxen “false front,” 
and a sour facial expression, as though’ she al- 
ways washed her face in vinegar, and lived per- 
petually on pickles. 

“O, it’s so romantic! How I should like to 
see a real ghost,” simpered little Miss Milkit, 


.a young lady of the sentimental school, who 


wrote sweet verses for the Chickenville Banner, 
and adored Tupper. 

“That’s a very presumptuous wish, my dear,” 
said Mrs. Coosypeg, kindly, and she added, 
“is quite certain there is something beyond 
common in this affair. What do you think, 
Coosypeg, my love?” 

The gentleman thus addressed was a pompous 
little man, with florid cheeks, a red nose, litde 
blue eyes, a bald head and double chin, which 
latter was half buried in an abyss of white neck- 
cloth. He wore a blue coat with brass buttons, 
buff vest, ala Daniel Webster, and his queer 
little legs were encased in glossy black pants. 
On hearing his wife’s question, he immediately 
and involuntarily essumed a professional dignity, 
gave great, significant “hem,” and said : 

“What do I think, Mrs. Coosypeg? Why, 
(he was a great admirer of Shakspeare, and al- 
ways quoted, or rather mis-quoted from his 
works, whenever possible), why, I consider that 
there are more things in heaven and earth, Mrs. 
Coosypeg and ladies, than we know anything at 
all about. That’s my simple opinion, madam,” 
and with another prodigious “hem,” he sank 
back in his chair. 

At this moment, Mr. Pipchin the attorney en- 
tered the room, it being the custom at such 
times for the husbands, brothers, and “lovyers 80 
gay” of the ladies, to join them after tea. The 
opinion of this gentleman was at once asked, 
but before recording his answer, it will perhaps 
be as well to give the reader some idea of the re- 
markable circumstances to which the ladies have 
just alluded, and which had caused such intense 
excitement in the village of Chickenville. 

Just at the entrance to the village, in small 
but neat cottage, resided Mra. Ramsay, a widow, 
who, at the death of her husband, was left in 
very straitened circumstances. She had bat one 
child—a daughter, now some eighteen years of 
age. Chylena Ramsay was beautifal as heroines 
(for she is my heroine, reader,) generally are, ex- 
cepting those of Charlotte Bronte; but her 
health was extremely delicate, and all the medi- 
caments of Doctor Coosypeg had failed to re- 
lieve her. Every one predicted consamption, 
and indeed her pale brow and hectic cheek might 
well have favored such a supposition. To eke 
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out her mother’s scanty iacome, Chylena made 
water-color drawings, which she sold in the neigh- 
boring town,.did plain work, and occasionally 
gave lessons in music; but all these means of 
procuring money were too precarious. So, one 
day she travelled to Boston, sought for employ- 
ment, obtained some which she thought would 
serve at least to keep the wolf from the door, and 
returned home with a heart much relieved. Bat 
it was noticed soon after this, that her health be- 
came still more delicate, her cheek yet paler; 
and on Sunday as she went to church, it was 
evident that her step was less elastic. Thus 
matters for some time went on. Now, it is not 
at all to be wondered at, that so pretty and ami- 
able « girl as Chylena Ramsay should have had 
a lover—indeed, it would have been strange if 
she had not. It happened then, that a young 
man named Ralph Burney, had fallen deeply 
and desperately in love with the widow’s daugh- 
ter, and his love was warmly reciprocated, but 
in the present precarious state of her daughter’s 
health, Mrs. Ramsay peremptorily refused her 
consent to their marriage. 

“ You see,” she would say, “ Chylena is grow- 
ing weaker and weaker every day, and it would 
be the height of folly under such circumstances 
to unite your fortunes in matrimony. If any- 
thing happened to her, the pang of parting would 
be only the greater were you married. No, no— 
wait a little while longer, and then, if Chylena 
improves in health, be assured I will interpose no 
farther objection.” 

This was reasonable enough; but when did 
ever an ardent lover listen to reason? Ralph 
had no faith in the opinion of old Coosypeg, that 
Chylena’s case was hopeless, and he determined 
to seek other means than his physic, to aid in her 
restoration to health. He was a sharp-sighted 
young man, and fancied that he had discovered 
what her ailment was. He therefore laid his 
plans accordingly. 

Ralph and Chylena, after enjoying an hour of 
each other’s society, parted, Ralph declaring his 
intention of going to Boston in search of some 
remedy for Chylena—who, on her part, promised 
to adopt any measures he might recommend. 





Of course, Chickenville boasted its store—a 
place where every article was kept, excepting the 
particular one required ; and, of course also, this 
Store which was kept bya big, burly fellow, 
named Barnabas W. Badgit, was the loafing- 
point of the village. In its centre was a huge, 
dirty stove, around which, some seated on casks, 
some on benches, some on the counter, and others 


leaning against the iron pillars that supported 
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the roof, were to be seen from morning to night 
—chewing—smoking or whittling, a number of 
those who either had nothing to do, or wouldn’t 
do anything. In the evenings a few of the indus- 
trious neighbors would lounge in, after their 
day’s work was done, and then the affairs of the 
nation were canvassed, and gossip and scandal 
ruled the hour. One evening, when a knot of 
idlers were assembled, the conversation took the 
following turn : 

“You don’t believe in ghosts and witches, 
Hiram?” (It was the village shoemaker who 
spoke). ‘Why, then, you don’t believe in 
scriptur’—that’s all.” 

“ How do you make that out?” inquired Hi- 
ram Sparkles, the blacksmith, who was the party 
addressed. 

“Why, look a’ here; warn’t there the witch 
of Endor, and the ghost of Samuel?” An- 
swer me that.” 

“T didn’t say there wasn’t. But you don’t 
mean to say that Widow Ramsay’s daughter is 
a witch, do you?” 

“Wal, I dunno as to that—if there was witches 
in scriptur’ times, and witches in Salem ever so 
long since, why shouldn’t there be now? Didn’t 
witches in the old days do things as nobuddy 
could, and don’t Chyl’ Ramsay beat every other 
woman and gal in the village at work, as all the 
village knows—and she out of health, too? And 
hadn’t the Salem witches what they called their 
familiar spirits—in other words, imps of the devil, 
in the shape of black cats or dogs, or sammato’ 
that sort? And didn’t I listen,” he added tri- 
umphantly, “to the most onchristian sounds as 
ever was heerd, as I went by Widow Ramsay’s 
cottage the other night after eleven o’clock, and 
Chylena Ramsay singing in some diabolical 
language, and every now and then laughing and 
talking? What d’ye say to that ?” 

“ But did you see a ghost or anything like one?” 
asked Barnabas W. Badgit, the store-keeper. 

“Yes, and felt it too.” 

At this idea of feeling a ghost, a general guffaw 
expanded the jaws of every one present. The 
shoemaker, however, was nothing daunted by 
this explosion. 

“ Darned if that aint a good un,” squeaked 
out little Twistem, the tailor of Chickenville ; 
“now I always thort that ghosts was mere 
shadders, so tu speak—fellers as could whisk 
through key-holes, or go through the eye of one 
of my needles, for the matter of that. I’ve read 
of some of 'em that you could see through and 
through, as if they were made of glass; but 
you’re the first I ever heerd of, that felt a ghost— 
ha—ha—ha # 
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“ Ho—ho—ho !” was the response of the crowd. 

“Yer, salt,” reiterated the man of leather. 

“No doubt,” remarked Sam Sly, the wag of 
the village. “ Ghosts are spirits, and spirits are 
souls, aint they ?”” 

A general assent to this proposition was given 
by the company. 

“ Well, then,” continued Sam, “ there’s noth- 
ing very extraordinary in a shoemaker’s feeling 
@ ghost that I am aware of—doesn’t he handle 
soles every day ?” 

At this surprising stroke of wit, the loafers 
round the store went incontinently into roars of 
laughter, and Mr. Samuel Sly, highly gratified 
with the hit he had made, reposed on his laurels, 
in other words, he lighted a fresh “tong nine.” 

“Wal, you may snigger if you choose,” ob- 
served the shoemaker, doggedly, “but it was a 
real ghost that I fels, and I'll tell you how ’twas.” 

All ears, and eyes, and mouths were now 
opened to their fullest extent, and theshoemaker 
proceeded : 

“You see I was going home from the tavern 
@ few nights since, about eleven o’clock, or may 
be, a little arter, when, as 1 passed Widow Rum-4 
say’s house, I noticed a light in the sitting-room. 
The blind was down, so I couldn't see inside, but 
I heerd' the all firedest noise that ever was. I 
knew ’twarn’t katydids nor crickets — for thar 
@int none about now—and the only thing I could 
compare it to, was forty thousand death- watches, 
all ticking at once.” 

Hore the speaker paused, and looked round to 
see what effect was prodaced on his audience. 

“Goon,” said the storekeeper, whose huge 
form was bent over the counter, and whose face 
exhibited a decidedly incredulous grin. 

“Wal,” continued the shoemaker —“ Wal, 
says I to myself, thar’s suthin’ mysterious here, 
and no two ways aboutit. So I crept softly 
towards the window, but jast befure I reached it 
I saw a great, bluck figure on the blind, which 
appeared only for a minute, and then vanished. 
After waiting a few minutes longer, I vent under 
the window-sill and listened ; but I hadn’t beea 
there two minutes befure something gave mea 
blow on the side of my head that made me see 
stars, and in an inotaut after, 1 was sent like a 
football, bang into the middle of the road. When 
Irecovered myeelt, and looked at the parlor win- 
dow again, all was dark as pitch, and there was I, 
as lonely as Junah when he lay in the whale’s 
stummick.” 

At the conclusion of this exciting narrative, 
sundry and divers attempts at explunation were 
made by the various purties present—some as- 
serting that the shoemaker must have taken 
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rather too much toddy at the tavern—an accu- 
sation which he most indignantly denied; and 
others treating the matter as a mere fabrication. 
At length, the time for closing the store arrived, 
and one by one the recent loungers departed to 
ponder over the strange story of the man of 
leather. 

We must now return to the dwelling of Mrs. 
Coosypeg, which, it will be remembered, we 
left jast as Mr. Pipchin, the attorney of Chick- 
enville, was about to give his opinion on the 
strange occurrences which werd shaking the vil- 
lage to its centre. Mr. Pipchin was a tall, thio, 
hard-featured personage. He had a high, nar- 
row forehead, ploughed deeply with transverse 
linos, sallow cheeks, an aquiline nose, over the 
bridge of which the skin stretched so tightly, it 
mach resembled old parchment; this nose was 
flanked by two whiskers of the matton-chop for- 
mation, and his head was covered with short, 
stubby, iron gray hair, that appeared more like 
bristles than anything else. He had & cautious 
way of spexking, always taking care never to 
commit himself, but when he hud made up his 
mind, and did speak decidedly, he was remark- 
ably «dictatorial; and the way in which his small 
gray eyes flushed beneath their shaggy and beet- 
ling brows was absolutely fearful to behold ! 

*« Ladies,” said Mr. Pipchin, in reply to the 
request for his opinion; “ladies, in view of 
being consulted on this singular subject, I have 
thought it well to refer to the best authorities—I 
have—I may say —diligently perused all the 
text-bouks on the subject. The singular noises 
which have been heard in a certain part of this 
village claimed my first consideration. I have 
read with great attention the cuse of Scratching 
Fanny—” 

‘Who ?” exclaimed half a dozen ladies at once. 

“ Scratching Fanny — ladies —her case is a 
great precedent. She was the heroine of the 
celebrated ‘Cock Lane Ghost,’ which puzzled 
all Lundon some ninety years ago.. Eveg Doc- 
tor Samuel Juhnson himself believed in the 
ghost, and went into the vaultsof Cripplegate 
church to exorcise it—but after all, it turned oat 
that a young girl, named Fanny, who was con- 
fined to her bed, produced the mysterious scratch- 
ing noises with her toe-nails on a board concealed 
in the couch. And a very good thing Scratch- 
ing Fanny made of it, until the trick was dis- 
covered.” 

“O, the deceitful little bussy!”’ said Miss 
Rawker. 

“ How romantic,” observed Mise Milkis. 

“ I¢’s extremely remarkable,” mutered Mrs. 


Pipehin. 
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“ Well, ladies,” Mr. Pipchin went on to say— 
Y perused with great care Sir Walter Scott’s 
work on “Demonology and Witchcraft.” I 
read David Brewster's “‘ Natural Magic,” Pro- 
fessor Hare’s works, Judge Edmond’s Book on 
Spiritualism, Mrs. Crowe’s “ Night side of Na- 
tare,” the account of the apparition of Mrs. Veal, 
which you know is prefixed to “ Drelincourt’ on 
Death,” Andrew Jackson Davis’s writings, the 
Memoirs of Matthew Hopkins the Witch-finder, 
and the History of Salem Witchcraft—all these 
profound productions I have studied in hope to 
throw some light on the mystery in our midst; 
have sent, too, for the great work by Reichenbach, 
on the “ Odic Force,” which I shall consult with 
the same attention that I have paid to the other 
high authorities I have cited.” 

When Mr. Pipchin had concluded this formid- 
able list of authorities on mystical matters, the 
ladies gazed at hin®with admiration and amaze- 
ment, and like the school children in Goldsmith's 
“ Deserted Village,” wondered : 

** How ome small head could carry all he knew.” 


For a few moments all were too much aston- 
ished to speak, but at length Mrs. Coosypeg 
plucked up sufficient eourage to inquire: “ And 
to what conclusion have you come, Mr. Pipchin, 
if I may be so bold as to ask ?” 

“ Madam,” replied that gentleman, “the views 
of the authorities I have consulted are so con- 
flicting that I have been unable to form any 
opinion at all. As to the witchcraft part of the 
business, there certainly seems to be a precedent 
im the case of Joan of Arc, but as the courts 
rale differently respecting that remarkable young 
woman, I shall take time to consider.” And 
Mr. Pipchin knitted his brows, and looked the 
incarnation of legal dignity. 

Just at this moment the door opened, and 
Phebe the pretty maid-servant entered with a 
be»ket, which she said had been sent with Miss 
Ramsay's compliments. Now it should be 
mentioned in this place and ought perhaps to, 
have been stated before, that Miss Chylena was 
member of the sewing circle, though being the 
only one of the society who was young and pretty, 
she was by no means popular. She was known 
to have a beau, also, and that was an awfal crime 
in the eyes of Miss Rawker especially, who took 
all manner of means to harass and annoy her. 
One way of indalging her spleen was, although 
she knew Miss Ramsay to be in delicate health, 
to allot to the latter young lady the largest 
quantity of work, and of the coarsest and most 
laborious kind, too. There were'fines imposed 
on those who failed to send in their completed 
task at the proper time, and it eo happened that 
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at the last meeting Miss Rawker had forwarded 
to Chylena, in the hope of mulcting her, not only 
more than double the amount of work — but 
work, which, from its nature, could not, save by 
miracle, be performed by even half a duzen pairs 
of busy hands—much less one. What then, was 
the surprise and mortification of Mies Rawker to 
find that Chylena had sent home all the work, 
beautifully done, by the time specified for its 
completion ? 

“ Well, I never!” exclaimed Miss Rawker. 

“It’s very remarkable!” said Mrs. Pipchin. 

“0, it’s so romantic?’ simpered Miss Milkit. 

“Ivs witchcraft—downright witchcraft,” ob- 
served Mrs. Coosypeg, who was the most su- 
perstitious of the party. “To think that that 
chit of a girl should do more work with her 
skinny fingers, than all of us put together. It’s 
too bad! and that’s all about it; the old fellow 
mast help her, that's a fact.” 

“I don’t know what to make of it,” gravely 
remarked old Coosypeg ; ‘‘here had I been doc- 
toring her for months, and she got no better, 
when she declined all farther atoendance; and 
to-day I saw her looking healthy and rosy as 
ever. I know she has had no other ductor, and 
Ican’t make it out, there’s something wrong 
somewhere.” : 

And with grave looks from some, doubtful 
shakes of the head from others, and all perfectly 
puzzled, the sewing circle broke up, each member 
of it making up her mind to fathom the mystery 
if it lay within the powers and penetration of 
woman 80 to do. 





What a beautiful morning it was; a clear, 
crisp, October morning. The fuliage was rapid- 
ly aseuming autumnal tints, the sun shone mildly 
through the golden haze, and birdy sang merrily 
on the branches. Every thing spoke of happi- 
ness and luve—and so it should have been, for 
it was the marriage morning of Chylena Ram- 
say and Ralph Burney. I need not detain the 
reader, while I tell how lovely the bride louked, 
how bloom had returned to ker cheek, and 
elasticity to her step; how proudly Ralph led 
her to the village church, and how gratitied Mrs. 
Ramsay seemed; how spitetully Mics Rawker 
sneered as she beheld the ceremony pesformed ; 
how old Dr. Coosypeg wondered at the almost 
miraculous restoration of Chylena to health and 
vigor; how Miss Milait thought it very unro- 
mantic that Chylena should get married befure 
her; how Mr. Pipchin marvelled, aud how Mrs, 
Ditto thought the proceedings “ very remarkuble 
indeed ’—I say I shall not stop to refer in detail 
to all these matters. Instead of doing 60, 1 need 
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only record that when the ceremony was over, 
Ralph invited all his friends and neighbors to a 
little feast on the lawn before his own cottage, 
and that they one and all (Miss Rawker, whose 
curiosity conquered her chagrin, included), ac- 
cepted it. The tables were furnished with all 
the usual delicacies, and in the centre, covered 
with a white cloth, was, what most present sup- 
posed to be some rare dish that was meant to be 
asurprise. When the cake, pies, fruit and the 
like were disposed of, Ralph rose, and after 
thanking the company for their attendance, said : 

“T have now to unveil a little mystery, which 
has for some time past puzzled all present.” 

It was wonderful to see the pricking up of ears, 
and glistening of eyes, on this announcement 
being made. The ladies of the sewing circle 
were especially eager to hear what was to come 
next. Ralph proceeded : 

“My wife has been taken for a witch, and I 
have been mistaken for a ghost! Iam happy to 
say that the real witch is now present; she is 
under that white cloth.” 

The white cloth instantly became the focus- 
point for all eyes; had those eyes been burning- 
glasses it would have been turned into tinder 
in no time. 

“My wife, as all of you know, was long in 
ill health ; her exertions to support herself and 
8 widowed mother damaged her constitution, 
and she daily grew worse. I determined to pre- 
scribe for her myself, and availed myself of the 
services of a WITCH, and am happy to say the 
lady soon recovered. Look at her now, and tell 
me whether you ever saw a prettier piece of 
witchcraft. Well, my friends, it happened one 
night—I may tell all now—whilet Chylena, the 
witoH and myself were together (the wiTcH 
busy at her incantations), that I heard a step 
outside the window. Stepping out through the 
back door, I walked round to the post, and there 
I saw an impertinent fellow attempting to peep 
into the room. Before he was aware of it, Igave 
him a sound box on the ear, and with the toe of 
my boot sent him into the middle of the road.” 

“« That was the shoemaker!” shouted a dozen 
voices, amidst “ unextinguishable laughter.” 
When it had finished, Ralph proceeded : 

“And my shadow on the blind was the ghost! 
and now for the witcx !” 

The cloth was lifted, and there revealed to all 
eyes, was a beautiful Grover & Baxer’s Sew- 
ine Macaine! 

“There, the secret is out!” added Ralph. “ My 
wife was killing herself by perpetual needle-work, 
so I went to Boston and purchased that invalu- 
able implement. It saved her time, her health 
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and strength, and has saved me a good little wife, 
and its click, click, click, shall always enliven 
my home. By its means she was enabled to send 
in that large amount of work to the sewing circle, 
and through its agency my wife will be no house- 
hold drudge, but what heaven intended a good 
wife to be, not a slave to her needle, but a friend 
and a companion. That machine with its little 
iron arm, will secure her leisure and rest, 80 that 
when I return home from my daily toil, I shall 
be received by one whose work is also done.” 





TOUCHING INCIDENT. 


Some gontiomen passin; h the beautifal 
village of Renton, in the Vale of Leven, Dum- 
bartonshire, about nine o’clock at night, had 
their attention directed toa dark object in the 
church-yard. On going in to as what it 
was, they found a boy of tender years lying flat 
on his face, and apparently sound asleep overs 
recently made grave. Thinking this not a very 
safe bed for him, they shook him up, and asked 
how he came to be there? He said he was 
afraid to go home, as his sister, with whom he 
resided, had threatened to beat him. “ And 
where does your sister live?” asked one of the 
party: “In Dambarton,” was the answer. “In 

ambarton—nearly four miles off! And how 
came you to wander so far away from home ?” 
“I just cam,” sobbed the poor little fellow, “ be- 
cause my mither’s grave washere.” His mother 
had been buried there a short time before, and 
his seeking a refuge at her grave in his sorrow, 
was a beautiful touch of nature in a child, who 
could scarcely have yet learned to realize the 
true character of that separation which knows of 
no re union on earth. hither had he instinct- 
ively wandered to sob out his sorrows, and to 
moisten with tears the grave of one who had 
hitherto been his natural protector, for he had 
evidently cried himself to sleep.—North British 


Mail. 





THE ARABIAN HORSE. 


General Daumas, having addressed a letter to 
Abd el-Kader, requesting to know his opinion on 
the origin of the Arab horse, received in reply, 
the following valuable piece of information : 
“Know, then, that amongst us it is admitted 
that God created the horse out of the winds, as 
he eroeted sadam out of ee dae This cannot 

ispated. y prophets have proclaimed 
that when God woal cnaie the horse, he said to 
the south wind: “I would bring forth out of 
thee a creature; be thou therefore, condensed.” 
Then comes the angel Gabriel, and taking a 
handful of the matter, presented it to God, who 
formed therewith a brown bay horse, and said, “I 
name thee Horse, and create thee Arab, and give 
thee a bay color. I attach blessing to the fore- 
lock which falls between thine eyes; thou shalt 
be lord of all the animals. Thon shalt fly with- 
out wings, and from thy back shall proceed 
renee xen he mn : him with a star on the 
fo sign of glory and blessing.” — 
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‘THE MOTHER’S FUNERAL. 


BY B. D. JOHNSON. 


Arrpyed in garniture of woe, 
With footsteps tremulous and slow, 


About the streets the mourners go! 


List to the low, funereal bell, 
Mufled and scarcely audible 
It tolls, alas! @ mother’s knell! 


Around the sable troop appear 
‘Tears upon manhood’s cheek severe, 
And brows up-knit with mortal fear. 


And there are low, unbidden sighs 
From women, whose meek, drooping eyes 
Darten us with a sad surmise. 


Armyed in garniture of woe, 
With footsteps feeble, faint and slow, 
Into the place of graves they go! 
Over dust they trend with choking breath, 
Man’s history writ their feet beneath, 

. In but two chapters—Birth and Death! 


“ Ashes to ashes—dust to dust!” 
Grave, hold our treasure, till the just 
Sear upward from their beds of dust! 


Arrayed in garniture of woe, 
With footsteps lingering and slow, 
From out the Golgotha they go! 

‘They tread the threshold which of yore 
(She trod who ne’er shall pass it more, 
And grief sfresh unlocks its store. 

‘The unpressed hed—the vacant chalr— 
The picture on the wall is there; 

‘The shade remains—the form is—twhere? 


‘The little children grieve to seo 
Their father’s lonely misery, 
And crowd in wonder round his knee. 


Boough! why further seek to show 
How grief’s unfailing fountains flow, 
‘And antedate, perchance our woe? 





THE OLD HOUSE. 


BY B. H. BENNETT. 








“Wo is moving into the old house?” in- 
quired Mrs. Fulton of her husband, as they sat 
in their pleasant parlor one cold, March morn- 
ing, four years ago. 

An old acquaintance of yours; bat/one you 
have not seen for many years.” 

“An old acquaintance of mine!” ex¢laimed 
Mrs. Fulton, rising from the table and going to 
the window. “Do tell me who it is, James?” 

Harry Dudley's widow, Mary?” 

« James!” Mrs. Fulton crossed the room and 
stood beside her husband, with a pale check, and 
trambling lip ; “James, you do not surely mean 
t0 sell mé that Mrs. Dudley has ‘so fallen—she 
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whom I last saw in her splendid city mansion, 
with her carriage and servants, her magnificent 
rooms, and her elegant nursery—surely, surely, 
you ave not in earnest ?”” 

‘In sad and sober earnest, Mary. Smith told 
me all about them yesterday, and I meant to 
have spoken to you of them before. When 
Harry died, which you know we heard was quite 
unexpectedly, the greater part of his property 
was involved, and after all the debts were paid, 
Mrs. Dudley found herself with a very small 
income, and five little children to support. It 
seems they have been very unfortunate, for of 
these five, three are dead, and the eldest ‘boy, 
John, has not been heard of for two years or 
more. The youngest is a beautiful girl, but 
Smith says, a great sufferer, afflicted with lame- 
ness, I believe. You see what changes a few 
years make, Mary. | It only seems like yesterday 
that you used to fret because we could not afford 
to live as the Dudleys did, and now you have all 
you want in this world, while she, poor thing, 
has come from bad to worse, until the old house 
over the way, her little furniture, and a very 
trifling income, is all her possession. But there, 
don’t ery, my wife, you have the means and the 
will to assist them, if assistance they will accept, 
and I will gladly do anything in my power to 
benefit poor Harry Dudley’s widow and orphan. 
Our own child may need a friend some day/” 

Need I say, after repeating this conversation, 
that Mr, Fulton and his wife'were people whom 
prosperity had failed to render proud and cold- 
hearted? And many in the town of C—— 
blessed the day that brought them from a distant 
State to dwell among us, C—— had been their 
home for sixteen years—here their only child was 
born, and here they had prospered and grown 
rich—and so dear had it become to Mrs. Fulton, 
that she seldom bestowed a thought on her ehild- 
hood’s home, unless reminded by some incidens 
like the subject of their conversation. 

But her ‘husband’s story brought to miad 
many long-forgotten events of her young days, 
and long she sat that morning, recalling the past, 
and all in it that related to her widowed. friend.. 
She remembered now the happy school girl,. 
whose reputation as an only daughter and heir- 
ess had won the consideration of their teachers, 
and the enmity of less fortunate companions. | 

She remembered too the’ idolized betrothed 
of the rich and handsome Dudley, on whom the- 
knowledge that she was in reality poor, produced 
no effect, save joy that he could’ place her in the 
station she deserved ; and then, last of all, eame 


the recollection of the fondly loved, and exultin 


wife and mother, who with stich joyful pride had 
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taken her young guest away from-the gay throng 
that crowded her splendid parlors, to show her 
what she styled her treasures. 

With feelings of shame and self-reproach, Mrs. 
Fulton remembered how enviously she had 
looked on the richly-attired and beantifal mother 
bending over her sleeping cherubs, then with 
gentle hand drawing the curtains around each 
little bed, and with a whispered blessing on her 
darlings, once more seeking the crowd below. 

Where now was all the splendor that had given 
rise to so much jealousy?/ Where now were the 
beauteous babes over whom the mother leaned 
with such fullness of love? Gone, gone, all 
gone. Widowed, in poverty, of her treasures 
one poor, afflicted one alone remained to share 
her sorrows; little wonder was it that she who 
had murmuringly wished her friend’s lot had 
been her own, now offered up a silent but fervent 
thanksgiving that her prayer had not been 
granted. 

But deeply as Mrs. Fulton felt for her friend, 
there were many in the world more to be pitied 
than Harry Dudley’s. widow. True she had 
fallen from an enyiable station, she was poor, 
and suffering under many heavy afilictions, not 
the least of which was the dread uncertainty as 
to the fate of her son; but Mrs. Dudley pos- 
sessed a strong mind and a buoyant spirit, that 
rose above trials and sorrows suflicient to have 
erushed another to the earth. In her sorest nee, 
in her darkest hour, she yet could say, with a 
hopefal smile, “ it is for the best.” 

One after another she had laid her babes in the’ 
grave, and though her tears fell fast, and the pale 
cheek and trembling lip told the bitter sorrow 
that was preying on her heart, not a murmur 
escaped the stricken mother, and to those who 
murmured with her she said, “They are better 
off, my fatherless babes,” 

But the loss of those three innocents, hard as 
it was to bear, was easy in comparison to the 
wearing sorrow occasioned by the unknown fate 
of her first born ; he on whom she had depended 
as the prop and stay of her old age, on whom, 
in fact, she had centered more loye than she 
herself was aware of, was gone, and his fate was 
a mystery. 

She vevely spoke of him, never to strangers ; 
but his portrait was never out of her sight; 
and for hours she would gaze, on the sea, 
lost in sad thonghts, while the deep sighs that 
burst from her bosom told a piteous tale. For 
Margaret’s sake, Mrs. Dudley hid her grief as 
carefully as possible, and in attending to her 
_afflicted child, she no donbt found comfort, or at 
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The ald beuse, to which we have before allud- 
ed, was admirably suited to their wants and 
means, being a square, ancient-looking building, 
adapted more for comfort than splendor, with 
very pleasant rooms, a good prospect, and s 
large garden. When furnished with neatness 
and good taste, it presented quite an inviting 
appearance; and Margaret, rejoicing at her 
emancipation from the hated city, was never 
tired of expatiating on the delights they would 
enjoy in the new home. 

The good people of C—— lost no time in 
calling on the strangers ; and offers of friendship 
and trifling offices of kindness were showered on 
them, until Mrs. Dudley felt as if a good provi- 
dence had surely guided her steps among us. 

Mrs. Fulton was one of the first to enter the 
doors of the old house, and the broken friend- 
ship was renewed, and bound by closer bonds 
than ever. She saw them almost daily, and her 
presence was looked for, and welcomed as some- 
thing pleasant and cheering. There they cat day 
after day, the mother and daughter, with books or 
needlework, quietly passing the hours ; and Mrs. 
Fulton, herself lively and active, deplored the 
cruel necessity that compelled beautiful Marga- 
ret Dudley to remain a prisoner in that little 
quiet parlor, when the sun was shining s0 
brightly, and the mild, warm atmosphere told of 
the near approach of spring. 

“Can nothing be done for her?” she asked 
her husband, when one evening they had returned 
from a visit at the old house over the way. 
“ Cannot we do anything forher? Mrs. Dudley 
says their physician thought her case anything 
but hopeless.” 

“T think myself there is much room for hope, 
but then the expense would be enormous. Mar- 
garet saya she cannot consent to go away from 
her mother, and to insure success she ought to 
be under the constant care of a skilful surgeon, 
who to remain here must of course leave his 
whole business for a time, which scarcely any 
one would do, and if he did, would expect a 
return far beyond their means to make. It is a 
very sad case, and one I have often thought over, 
but I can come to no satisfactory conclusion.” 

. “Ie it not a son of your old friend, Jadge 
Flemming, that Cousin Walter speaks so highly 
of in his last letter ¥”” 

“ Yes, but what of that?” 

“ Could he not be induced to come, think you 
If he possesses the skill Walter says he does, he 
‘would be just the one to attend Margaret.” 

“My dear Mary, Lewis Flemming has more 
-business than he can attend to at home, and you 





‘least, alleviation for her sorrow. 


sknow money would be no inducement to him.” 
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“But suppose we invite Walter to come and.| Maggie, and that half an hour after, when she 


see us ; tell him the circumstances, and ask him 
to bring his friend with him? If he merits the 
praise Walter bestows, he will not refuse.” 

“It will require some nice diplomacy, Mary, 
for the Flemmings are rather difficult people to 
deal with, rich and proud, but withal, excellent 
et heart. If any one can manage it, Walter 
can, and you might as well try at once; he can 
but refuse.” : d 

But Lewis Flemming did not refuse; and he 
not only gave his friend permission to write, but 
himself penned a courteous letter to Mrs. Fulton, 
in which he assured her that his visit would be 
doubly satisfactory if he could be the means of 
restoring her young friend to health. 





“Ts there any hope, doctor?’ Mrs. Dudley 
was dreadfally agitated; her usual firmness was 
evidently giving way, and she trembled violently 
ae she asked the question. 

“Every hope, my dear madam,” said the 
young physician, kindly. “ Nay, you may say 
acertainty; but Miss Dudley will have to un- 
dergo severe pain, and the cure cannot be effected 
for some time.” 

“Doctor!” Lewis Flemming started. He 
was passing one of the doors of Mr. Fulton’s 
conservatory, and he might well mistake the 
beautiful vision for the “angel of the flowers.” 
“Yam sorry I frightened you, doctor; but I 
have been waiting here so long—I wanted to see 
you first-—I—I—” 

Dr. Flemming was by this time aware that his 
companion was no spirit, but a veritable human, 
besutifal as a fairy, but nevertheless, an inhabi- 
tant of earth. Moreover, having a very kind 
heart, in spite of his pride and riches, he very 
earnestly entreated the lovely girl to be calm, 
and tell him what had so agitated her ; but find- 
ing that she was suffering from painful excite- 
ment of some kind, he very quietly led her into 
the conservatory, seated her beside him on one 
of the flower benches, and patiently waited until 
she was able to explain herself. 

Her tears stopped in a few minutes, and re- 
moving her hands from her fuce, she told him 
she was Bolla Fulton, that she loved Margaret 
Dudley very much, that she had waited there all 
the afternoon to ask him if Margaret would get 
well. Here her tears seemed likely to flow 
afresh, but the doctot smiled so pleasantly that 
she took courage, and waited quietly for his 
answer. 

TI don’t know all ho said; but I do know that 
he called her “‘ my dear child” twice; that she 
was quite satisfied with his account of dear 


entered the room where he was sitting with her 
parents, and they thinking it was the first time 
their guest had seen their daughter, were about 
to introduce them, the doctor smiled his peculiar 
pleasant smile, and claimed acquaintance with 
Miss Falton. 

That night, when Cousin Walter visited the 
doctor’s room previous to entering his own, he 
found that gentleman buried in a profound 
study, apparently oblivious of all earthly mat- 
ters. After some little conversation about the 
new patient, in which said Walter appeared 
deeply interested, they both relapsed into reverie, 
which was at last broken by the doctor observing 
that he never saw a more angelic face in his life. 

“ What is she like *” eagerly inquired Walter. 

“I should not think you wogld have to ask 
me,” laughed the doctor, looking at his friend 
in astonishment. 

“O, I cannot trast Mary’s description. Ac- 
cording to her account she must be'perfection.” 

“But cannot you trust your own eyes ?” 

“T have never seen her. Who do you mean ?” 
asked Walter, beginning to suspect that they 
were playing at cross purposes. 

“0, you mean Miss Dudley,” said the doctor, 
with an attempt to hide his confusion. 

“And you mean my little cousin. Well, never 
mind, give me a description of the beautifal 
Margaret, and I wont say another word about 
the blunder.” si 

“TI cannot do her justice, I am afraid. To 
me she seemed a very lovely, interesting girl, 
with black hair and brown ‘yes, a fair, marble- 
like complexion, anda beantifalhend. I should 
think she possessed great fortitude, for when I 
told her she would have intense pains to bear, 
she closed her eyes for an instant, as if afraid, 
then looking at me as if resolved, she quietly 
said, ‘I can bear it;’ and there was something in 
that look that told me she could. But stop, 
Walter, don’t go away yet. Why, what possesses 
him to rash out of the room in that fashion? I 
used to think I anderstood Walter better than 
any man living, but he becomes a greater puzzle 
to me every day.” 

Lewis Flemming was not the only one to 
whom Cousin Walter was a puzzle. Mrs. Ful- 
ton had long formed a nice little plot in which 
her wealthy cousin and her beautiful daughter 
were to play the principal parts, but somehow 
affairs did not progress to her satisfaction, and 
their visit drew to a close without any symptoms 
on his part that his beautiful young cousin had 
made any very deep impression on his heart. 
True, he was unusually serious at times, and 
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frequently held long conversations with Bells, bu 
the closest scrutiny -failed to detect more than 
brotherly regard in his conduct. 

With equal dissatisfaction did Mrs. Fulton 
remark that her child’s high spirits had deserted 
her; that she very seldom laughed, never sung 
her favorite merry songs; and seemed to have 
grown much older in a very short time. 

The family were at breakfast on the morning 
that their departure was spoken of, and on 
Walter's remarking that they should start on the 
third day, Bella spilled the coffee she was car- 
rying to her lips, and evinced so much confusion 
that Mrs. Falton whispered to her that she had 
better go and change the injured dress. Walter 
and her father laughed at her ; while Lewis fixed 
his dark eyes for an instant on her blashing 
face, then lookgd very earnestly into his coffee 
cup, and left his breakfast half finished. 

Later in the day, when the visit to Margaret 
was paid, and Walter left very contentedly read- 
ing alond to her, the doctor surprised Bella 
Fulton in her father’s library, and having pre- 
“vented her first impulse from being carried out, 
soon had her in deep conversation. There was 
a great charm for Lewis Flemming in the artless 
girl’s fearless simplicity, and he thought with a 
shudder of the time that might come when she 
would be as cold, as superficial, as fashionable as 
those whom he had met in the society of his 
native city. . 

“What a delightful task to teach this beauti- 
ful girl to love, to win her innocent, trasting 
heart, to render one’s self necessary to her very 
existence, and then to spend a life time with 
such a companion. Too gentle and loving to 
be exacting and overbearing, too truthful not to 
warn those she loves of danger in their path.” 
Thus soliloquized Lewis Flemming, and pos- 
sibly his companion surmised what was occupy- 
ing his thoughts, for she blushed and turned 
away from his searching look. 

“Bella!” The doctor hed dropped the 
formal Miss that usually prefixed her name. 
“ Bella, I have had a pleasant visit here, and 
not-a little am I indebted to your kindness for 
the same. May I hope that when I am gone you 
will not forget me; that you will sometimes re- 
member our pleasant conversations, and read the 
books I have asked you too, for my sake?” 

“T never forget my friends; I am very glad 
you have enjoyed yourself, and I will certainly 
try toimprove. I have been 4 spoiled child all 
my life, Mr. Flemming, and because I did not 
love study, mama allowed me to play in the 
garden, and run singing about the house all the 
time Iought to have been inthe school room. I 
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know I am very ignorant, and Cousin Walter 
despises me for it, but I mean to do better for 
the fature, and show him some day that I am not 
80 great a dunce as he seems to think me.” 

“ My dear child, your cousin has a very high 
opinion of you; and I am sure you never could 
imagine that I thought you ignorant. I only 
recommended some reading that I thought you 
had overlooked, and which I knew you would 
feel interested in.” 

“Please don't say anything more about it. I 
am quite certain I have a grest deal to learn; for 
when Cousin Sophia was here last time from 
New York, I heard her tell mama that she 
ought to be ashamed of me; that I was as igno- 
rant as a little Hottentot, and she hoped I would 
not come to the city until she was married and 
away.” 

“ That was very flattering to you, certainly; 
but was Cousin Sophia very accomplished t” 

“O, very; she used to sing nothing but Ital- 
ian songs to papa; and she talked nothing but 
German with Mr. Van Brocken ; and she always 
corrected young Duncey’s Greek translations. 
But here comes Cousin Walter, and I must run 
away. O, I wish I knew as much as Cousin 
Sophia, and then he would not laugh at me.” 

“And Iam very thankfal you don’t,” mar- 
mured the doctor, as she disappeared from the 
room. “ But there, what a fool I am, it is Wal- 
ter she loves, and I have been dreaming all 
manner of impossibilities. I suppose I am 
doomed to old bachelorhood, and must resign 
myself to fate.” 

And so, rather unhappy and dissatisfied, the 
friends went from C——~. Lewis with the con- 
viction that the girlish, beautifal Bella loved his 
friend; Walter no less certain that Margaret 
Dudley was deeply attached to the kind and 
handsome doctor. Neither did those who staid 
behind feel quite easy as to the result of the 
visit. 

True, Margaret Dudley had passed the most 
trying parts of her cure with firmness and cour 
age, and was now likely to enjoy the beauties of 
summer as she had not done for several years. 
Bat Mrs. Dudley, while she rejoiced at her 
child’s recovery, sighed when she saw the new 
light that burned in Margarct’s brown eyes, and 
felt that her daughter for the first time had a 
secret she was unwilling to impart to her. Like 
‘Walter, she believed that her child cherished a 
secret passion for Lewis Flemming, and rightly 
judging that he entertained none other than a 
friendly regard for his fair patient, she trembled 
at the consequences to her delicate and sensitive 
daanghter, 
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Mrs. Fulton truly joined with her friend in 
rejoicing over the benefits derived from her 
plans ; but at the same time her heart whispered 
that those plans had signally failed, as far as her 
own interest was concerned. Mrs. Fulton was 


aabitious for her child, as most fond mothers: 


are ; but she had an instinctive dread of letting 
her open-hearted husband know what she had 
been plotting about, and consequently there 
seemed something like a secret weighing on her 
mind; and having been in the habit of telling 
her James every little thought heretofore, such a 
secret was hard to bear, and Mrs. Fulton felt 
decidedly ill at ease. © 

Poor little Bella, unconscious of what had 
changed her, felt sad and dispirited; the house 
seemed lonely, and even her interest in dear 
Maggie’s recovery failed to arouse her from the 
apathetic indifference that had taken the place of 
her accustomed gayety. It added a deeper pang 
to Mrs. Fulton’s self-reproach every time she 
looked on the changed countenance of her dar- 
ling; and nalike Mrs. Dadley, she was in con- 
stant fear lest Bella would some day tell her the 
dread secret she plainly saw was preying on her 
health and spirits. And so for one, two, three 
months, our friends remained in error; anxious 
and fearful lest their error should be confirmed, 
yet nat courageous enough to seek explanations. 

Margaret Dudley was able once more to 
breathe the fresh air in her pleasant garden, and 
though yet lame when the June roses were in 
bloom, she was sufficiently recovered to spend 
hours in the open sir; where with the assistance 
of many willing hands, she amused herself by 
making the old house a perfect paradise of beau- 
ty. Drooping vines were lifted up, and made to 
adorn instead of disfigure; the graceful samachs 
and acacias were trimmed and supported ; old 
flowers were removed, and new ones planted, 
until strangers stopped to gaze at the accumulated 
loveliness, and wonder who was so happy as to 
dwell in such bower. 

- daly came, and with it the news that Cousin 
Walter and Lewis Flemming were about to start 
for Europe, the health of the former not being 
very good, atd the latter having wearied of his 
Ignely bachelor home. Farewell letters came to 
O——; but litle mention was made of the in- 
mates of the old house, and Mrs. Fulton felt 
surprised that Walter should have so readily 


forgotten people in whom he appeared eo much - 
"| her credit for. : 


interested. . 

Margaret also, whé as a privileged friend, 
listened to the contents of his epistle, felt disap- 
Pointed, though long schooled to suffer, and 
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mourned over the destruction of hopes she had 
fondly cherished. Her sorrow, however, gave 
way to surprise on receiving a package of beau- 
tifal Books, and a kind note containing a friendly 
farewell, and some hints that were perfectly 
enigmatical to her. What could he mean by 
regretting that he had ever visited C——, and 
hinting at wishes that could never be gratified ¢ 
As it was evident he had not expected her to 
answer his letter, she had no means of finding 
out what he meant, and was obliged to content 
herself with the reflection that someday he would 
return, and then perhaps all wonld be explained. 

“Tf he loves me,” and Margaret more than 
suspected the truth, “if he loves me, time will 
make no change, and we may yet be happy.” 

But it was weary waiting, especially when she 
felt that he was under some mistake in respect to 
her feelings for another; and Margaret Dudley, 
spite her philosophical patience, was far from 
happy. 

Bella Falton felt keenly the disappointment, 
of not seeing her friends, ere they went away; 
bat she kept Lewis Fleming’s letter to her 
father, and pursued her self-imposed stadies with 
redoubled energy. 

That summer was an unusually gay one in 
C——, and numerous families, who could not or 
would not go altogether away from the neigh- 
boring city, sought pleasant homes in our bean- 
tifal town, where the luxury of fresh-air ses- 
bathing could be procured at less expense, and 
with less sacrifice of comfort. 

In consequence of this inflax of visitors, pic- 
nics flourished, and raral festivals were the rage 
in C—— thst summer. Beaux, who had never 
contescended to look on anything buat broad- 
cloth, lounged about in brown Holland and nan- 
keen; and belles, who in the city would have 
been shocked at anything less than a twenty- 
dollar het, was seen in our streets in gingham 
sun-bonnets. Ido not mean to say that they 
had not also costly India muaslins, Paris gloves, 
and expensive jewelry; but. the sun-bonnets 
were undeniably raral, and gave the wearers an 
idea that they wero picturesquely rustic. - 

Bella Fulton, as the sole heiress of her father’s 
large fortane, was an object of considerable at- 
traction to many of the city fashionables, and 
was flattered and caressed enough to have turned 
the head of any other girl. But childish and 
inexperienced as she seemed, there was more 
sense in that little head than most people gave 

eee Po 


‘True, she talked and laughed with young 


anes, 


‘gentlemen, until their mothers shook their heads 


and “feared she was a sad little flirt,” and.even 


126 


THE OLD HOUSE 


her own mother felt uneasy; but Mr. Fulton | Miss Augusta raised her scented handkerchief 


said: 

“Let the child enjoy herself; she has not the 
least inclination to be sentimental, and I am 
glad to see. she has recovered her spiri's.” 

And £0 she went to picnics, and sailing-parties 
and riding-parties, and young ladies looked en- 
viously at ber and wondered she could “laugh 
80 loud,” and thought “‘all those long curls 
must be horribly troublesome, besides looking so 
babyish,” forgetting to state that they would 
have given half their trinkets to have just such 
beautifal troublesome curls. 

But Bella never stopped to think that anybody 
enivied her, or called her a little flirt, or told their 
young gentleman friends that she was “nothing 
buta doll;” not she. She enjoyed the passing 
pleasures with an earnestness that was unknown 
to her more worldly and pleasure-sated friends, 
and which excited the astonishment of the ladies 
and the admiration of the gentlemen. 

“What fair lady do you escort this after- 
noon?” inquired Miss Julia Scoffield of her 
brother Charles, as they sat together in the par- 
lor of the hotel where they and a large party of 
friends boarded. 

“Miss Fulton, of course,” was the answer. 

“I don’t see any ‘of course’ about it; but if 
she is going with you, do entreat her to put those 
long yellow ringlets outof sight. The child looks 
8 perfect fright with her hair hanging about her 
eyes in that wild fashion.” 

“ Out of temper—eh, Julia?” laughed young 
Scoffield, as he finished tying up 4 bouquet of 
beantifnl roses he had been very carefully ar- 
ranging for the last half hour. ‘ Youare not the 
only one who would like to hide Bella Fulton’s 
long curls and her bright eyes, too, for that 
matter.” 7 

“What is the matter, Frank? You seem out 
of temper,” said Mrs. Stevens to her son, as he 
threw himeclf on the sofa of the room where the 
family were sitting. 

Mr. Stevens and his daughters looked up, and 
one of the latter exclaimed : 

“O, Frank is only put out because Charley 
Scoffield was before him, and secured Bell Ful- 
ton for the afternoon ride.” 

Miss Augusta Stevens raised her head lan- 
guidly from the sofa pillow, and looked with a 
sort of faint wonder at her brother. 

“What can you see in that little rustic, 
Frank? She is so perfectly unrestrained in her 
manner, that Iam in misery all the time she is 
near me. In fact, she is more than my nerves 
can bear.” 


and inhaled the perfume with an air that would 
have made Bella laugh, had she been present. 

“I fancy there are more than you in C—— 
who are ‘in misery’ when she is present,” rather 
maliciously laughed Helen Stevens, who, being 
“engaged,” did not fear the young girl’s be- 
witching beauty. 

“ She seems too much inclined to be a flirt to 
please me,” said the mother, who sympathized 
with her son’s disappointment and felt angry 
with the cause of it. 

“Not a bit of it, mother. She does not care 
for any one particularly, and tries to treat them 
all alike. She is as artless as a child, and enters 
into anything with the eagerness of a child. She 
does not know the meaning of the word flirt.” 

“You may well call her a child, Helen,” said 
Miss Augusta. ‘‘I went there, the other day, 
and found her going into ecstacies over a new 
dress that had jast arrived from the city. You 
would have thought that she had never had a 
dress in her life before. I was fairly sickened ; 
such a fuss, and such kissing her mother, and all 
abont « blue muslin dress.” 

Miss Augusta curled her lip with an expres- 
sion of deep scorn, and appeared not to hear her 
father’s speech about its “‘ being quite a treat to 
find somesody now-a-days who acted naturally, 
and knew what gratitude was.” 

But our beaux and belles might have spared 
themselves anxiety on this particular day, for we 
were not allowed the privilege of seeing Miss 
Bella Fulton in her “hat and habit,” that young 
lady being deeply engaged in consoling and 
comforting Mrs. Dudley and her daughter; and 
even Charley Scoffield could not be angry with 
her, when she so earnestly begged pardon for 
disappointing him and fastened one of his beau- 
tifal rose-buds in her hair. 

Letters had arrived that morning from Cousin 
Walter; and after describing the voyage and 
sensations on beholding “Old England,” and 
many other items, he proceeded to inform them 
that he had met with somebody who he more 
than half suspected would turn out to be Mrs. 
Dudley’s missing son. 

“We found him at the hospital,” he wrote, 
“whither Lewis would have me go with him; 
and truly I shall never regret the violence done 
to my feelings, if my visit should be the means 
of restoring dear Margaret her brother. But at 
present, I scarcely know whether to give you 
permission to tell them or not, so slight is the 
hope Lewis has that he will recover, and also be- 
cause there is yeta doubt that he is the right 
person. ‘Call me Jolin, he answered, when I 
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entreated him to tell me his name; ‘I have no 
right to disgrace another.’ He is fearfully de- 
sponding, and as far as I ean learn, has been 
very wild, very unfortunate, and is now ashamed 
and discouraged. If any one can do him good, 
Lewis can ; and as we have removed him to our 
own rooms, he is with him day and night. He 
is very like Margaret, and I believe it was that 
that first attracted our attention to him.” 

It needed all Bella Falton’s persuasions to in- 
duce her mother to show this letter to Mrs. Dud- 
ley; and when she saw the effect of it, she 
almost repented having done so. The poor 
mother’s excitement was so great, as to make her 
quite ill ; and all her comfort appeared to be in 
reading again and again the words of hope, 
pressing the insensible paper to her lips, and 
Pi mately exclaiming—‘“ My son! my son!” 

it was soon decided that both Margaret and 
her mother ehould write, sending the letters to 
Walter's care; but it was long before Bella 
could induce the former to put u line into her 
letter for Walter’s self, and then nothing but the 
argument “ it is the least you can do, Maggie, 
to thank him, when he feels so interested about 
you,” would have conquered her scruples. But 
had Margaret Dadley sean with what delight that 
little line was read, and how fervently it was 
kissed, she would not have repented so heartily 
having consented to humor Bella. 

But who could refase the little beauty any. 
thing? Certainly not her pareate—even when 
she asked them to invite Mrs. Dadiey and Mar- 
garet to. spend the winter with them in the city. 

“They will be so dull when we are gone, you 
know, mama; and then the old house, pretty as 
it is in summer, is but a lonely winter residence, 
and I shall miss Maggie so—wont you ask them?” 

And Mrs. Falton looked at her husband, who 
smiled and nodded. And 00 it was settled ; and 
Bella kissed her parents for thanks, but let her 
mother give the invitation. 

Is was long before another letter arrived, and 
when it did, there was little more to tell. The 
stramger had still refased to tell his name, but 
looked so longingly at the letters, that they had 
given them to him. Lewis and Walter had both 
been ill with the same fever that had eo stricken 
dowa their young protege. They intended 
going on the continent fer a few months, for the 
benefit of all, and :hen they were coming home. 

A winter evening in the city. A beautifully 
farnished chamber, in a magnificent house. Two 
young girls dressing for a ball, under the euper- 
intendence of a richly-attired lady, and with the 
assistance of a skilful maid. 
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I think we ought to recognize those beautifal 
curls, which, under Mademoiselle Laurie’s care- 
ful training, have a careless richness in their pro- 
fasion, even more lovely than when they excited 
the envy of less fortunate dameels at C——. 
And Bella Fulton herself is the same as ever— 
atrifle more sedate, perhaps, but that may be 
from associating with “that grave damsel, Miss 
Dudley,” as some fun-loving young dandy has 
denominated “dear Maggie;” but Bella Fulton 
is as joyous and light-hearted as even her fond 
father could wish, and excites as much admira- 
tion as even her doting mother could expect. 
She looks peculiarly beautifal on this evening,” 
and is in a high state of excitement at the pros- 
pect before her. 

“O, mama! to think of your keeping it so 

secret, and getting these splendid dresses for us, 
without saying a word to me about it!” And 
she lifted up a cloud of white gauzy Fabric and 
lace, delicate and beaatifal enough for a fairy to 
wear. 
But time was flying, and at last they wete 
ready—the satin slippers, the spotless gloves, the 
lace handkerchiefs, the last white buds placed in 
Margaret’s dark braids, and the finishing knet 
tied in Betla’s snowy sash. 

“We look like two brides—don’t we, mama? 
—all in white; only that brides don’t generally 
havo short sleeves.” 

Mra. Fulton scanned the dresses critically, arid 
at last pronounced them perfect ; and just then, 
one of the maids opened the door, and announced - 
the carriage ready and “ Mr. Fulton wanted the 
ladies to come down; he had something to tell 
them.” 

“ Papa has gota letter from Walter, I know!” 
exclaimed Bella, flying to the door; then seeing 
that her friend stood pale and hesitating, she 
came back, and throwing her arm round Mar- 
garet’s waist, begged her to be calm and come 
down with her. 

On entering the parlor, they beheld Mre. Dnd- 
ley seated on the sofa, with a young man beside 
her, his arm round her, and her han clasped in 
his. Mr. Fulton stood before the fire, and two 
other gentlemen sat in the shadow of the dark 
damask curtains. : 

Margaret had entered in advance of her friend ; 
no sooner did she cast her eyes on the stranger, 
than with a scream she tushed forward, and in 
an instant was in her brother’s arms. Bella, 
completely overcome with astonishment, stood 
speechless by the door; and net until Walter 
had seized one hand, and Lewis the other, did 
she find her voige to welcome them. 

Mr. Fulton here said something abont the care 


128°. 


riage; but Margaret did sot wish to leave ber 
brother, and only when the young man promised 
to go with them, would Bella comsent to accom- 
pany her mother. 

“Thave no scruples about going, as my old 
friend Mrs. A——- will have a warm welcome 
for me, even if Ido look like a traveller. So 
come along, Walter—we shall be the lions of the 
evening |” 

Dr. Fleming did not dance, but he had the 
more time to watch Miss Fulton’s graceful figare 
moving in the quadrille, and when it was over, 
he gladly made room for her between her mother 

They were in an animated conversation, when 


@ gentleman requested her to walts—a request. 


she did not comply with. 

“Are you not fond of dancing?” asked 
Lewis, surprised ‘at her refusal. 

“Very.” 

“Then why refase such a very eligible part- 
ner?” he inquired, half jestingly, half curions. 

“T never waltz. Papa said once it was not 
what he liked, and I have never done it in pub- 
lic, I have sometimes at home with my 
cousins.” 

The doctor said no more, but there was some- 
thing in his look that more than rewarded her 
for her self-denial. 

But Lewis found that he coald not keep Bella 
to himself; and as partner after partner claimed 
her hand, he left Mrs. Fulton in conversation 
with a friend, and went to seek his host. 

“ Come over here arid look at the belle of the 
evening,” said Mrs. A——, as she led him into 
one of the deep windows. ‘Is she not lovely? 
Not quite so animated to-night, as usual; but 
that is not to be wondered at—her most devoted 
attendant has gone to Washington on business. 
A very handsome couple will Mr. Scoffield and 
Miss Fuiton make.” 

Mrs. A—— was a little inclined to gossip. 
Lewis Fiemming félt a eold chill creep over him, 
as he listened ‘to her words. Had he learned 
that she was indifferent to Walter, only to find 
her the betrothed of another? 

“ Are they engaged 1” he asked, a3 calmly as 
he could. 

“Not openly; but then he pays her such at- 
tention, and Mr. Fulton appears to think so 
highly of him, that few doabit it will be a match 
when she is old enough to marry. You know 
she is buta child yet.” 

That night, Lewis raminated long on what he 
had heard. 

Can it be poasible,” he asked himself, “ that 
I was deceived 1—that her weloome meant no 
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more than a friendly greeting! Surely my van- 
ity has not so cruelly misled me. But another 
day shall decide my fate.” 

And firm in his resolution, Dr. 
sought an interview with Mr. Fulton on the fol- 
lowing morning; and after it was ended, and 
while that gentleman went to communicate the 
news to his wife, he went in search of his lady- 
love. 

In the library he found Walter and Margaret, 
both looking deeply interested in what they were. 
talking about; and the door having opened. 
noiselessly, as all well-behaved doors onghs to 
do, they did not bear the intruder, who withdrew 
feeling as if he had been gnilty of he hardly 
knew what. 

His next effort was more successful, for in the 
sitting-room he found Bella, looking very pretty 
and pensive, in. a blue morning,dress and a 
brown study. There waa a conscious start and 
blush, that gave her suitor a wonderful increase 
of courage and enabled him to state his errand 
in a mach more favorable manner than he could 
have dono, had she received him with a heartier 
greeting. 

It would take too much time to repeat all that 
passed ; so my readers must be contented when 
I tell them thet Lewis Flemming, from that 
morning, felt no jealous fears of younger and 
more fashionable men, for he learned in that 
conversation that his beaatiful betrothed had 
loved him long ere he dared avow his passion. 

Walter, too, was happy in the knowledge of 
Margaret’s long-concealed preference ; and Mrs. 
Dudley no longer had to complain of secrets be- 
ing kept from her, as the happy lovers made ao 
mystery about their engagemeat. 

Mrs. Fulton felt some little astonishment in 
learning whom Bella had chosen, and expresséd 
her fears lest the difference. in their ages should 
interfere with their happiness, 

“Seventeen and thirty are @ long distance 
apart, my dear James. I should have been bet- 
ter pleased, if she had chosen Walter.’ 

“Far better as it is, Maxy. Bella’s inexpe- 
Tience needs a guide. Lewis loves a gentle dis- 
position such as I am happy to say our child has 
become, under our judicious training. I have 
my hope that at the end of twenty years, Dr. 
Flemming will look back with as much cause for 
rejoicing as I have.” 

A little flattery is very useful, sometimes. 
Mrs. Fulton said nothing more againss her 
daughter’s choice ; ani when the business part 
of the arrangements was settled, they felt a litle 
pardonable pride at the wealth of which her 
child would become mistress. 
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As for Bella herself, she never gave a thought 
to het lover’s property, or consequence in the 
world ; and all the request she ever made was, 
that they might have a summer residence in 
C—— “near mama and Walter and Maggie.” 

Bat first the fair young bride must be pre- 
seated to her husband’s stately mother and stylish 
sistérs, who though rather scandalized, at first, 
at Lewis's childlike wife, ended by yielding her 
the love that none could withhold. Costly and 
beautifal were the: presents they bestowed on 
their new relative, and well repaid did they feel 
by Bella’s warmly expressed gratitude. 

After Margaret’s marriage, Mrs. Dudley con- 
tinued to dwell in the old house with her son, 
whose delicate health and low spirits made a 
quiet residence desirable. To Mr. Fulton, the 
youag man was invaluable gs 2 penmen, and his 
services were liberally rewarded by the generous 
merchaut. Margaret spends a great portion of 
her time at her old home, and Mrs. Dudley has 
become so mach attached to the little Walter, 
that the young couple have serious thoughts of 
going to reside with her altogether. 

Bella Flemming scarcely looks a day older 
than she did at her marriage, and Lewis insists 
on her wearing her hair in curls as she did when 
he firet saw her. They are very happy, and 
even Mrs. Fulton is obliged to confess that, in 
spite of the difference in their ages, they blend 
admirably. Lewis knows thst his litle wife 
loves to dress well, and he delights to surprise 
her with magnificent presents of apparel and 
jewelry, and she says he has the best taste in the 
world. Their house is the perfection of elegance 
and comfort, and they enjoy the manifold bless- 
ings that have been bestowed on them with 
thankfalness, ever mindful of the wants of those 
whose lot has not-been east in such flowery paths. 





OHINESE MAP OF THE WORLD. 
Among the articles brought from China by the 
French commission, from that country, isa map 
of the world, presented to the commissioners by 
the head mandarin of Canton. The Chimeso 
has arranged the world quite in his 
own way. With him there are no isthmusses, no 
peninsulas; the isthmus of Suez is replaced by 
& thagnificent arm of the sea, which detaches it- 
self from the Mediterranean to fall into the Red 
Sea. Wesee nothing of the isthmas of Panama, 
and the two seas of that aide are connected in the 
sameway. There are neither Pyrenees nor Alps, 
and ly are the vast mountains of America 
indicased. On the other hand, however, China 
is liberally dealt with by the geographer, for on 
this point, it occupies not Jess than three quar 

ters of the whole globe.—New York Albion. 





One cf the most unwelcome truths is to show 
up wickedness in high places. 
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A CUNNING TRICK. 


Dr. Wallcott, the celebrated Peter Pindar, 
was an eccentric character, and had a great 
many queer notions of his own. A good story 
is told by dne of his cotemporaries of the man- 
ner in which he once tricked his publisher. The 
latter, wishing to buy the copytig t of his works, 
offered him by letter a life annuity of £200. 
The doctor, learning that the publisher was very 
anxious to buy, demanded £300. In reply, the 
latter appointed a aay on which he would call on 
the doctor and talk the matterover. At the day 
assigned the doctor révsived him in entire 
dishabille, even to the nightcap, and having ag- 
gravated the sickly look of a naturally cadaver- 
ous faee, by purposely abstaining from the use of 
a razor for somé days, he Had all the appearance 
of a candidate for quick consumption. Added 
to this the crafty author assimed a hollow and 
most sepulchral cough, such as would excite the 
pity of even a sheriff's officer, and would make 
arich man’s heir crazy with joy. The publish- 
er, however, refased to give more than £200, 
Bt of cough, which prodaced an offer of 2260. 

it of coughing, an offer of . 
The doctor ly refused, and was 
seized almost with another even more 
fright and longer protected sttack, that nearly 
suffocated him—when the: publisher, thinking it 
impossible that such # man could live long, 
raised his offer, and closed with him at £300. 
The old rogue lived some twenty-five or thirty 
years afterwards.—Literary Recorder. 


, THE PIANO, 


Mustcal instrments, in which the tones were’ 
produced by keys, acting upon stretched strings, 
are of considerable antiquity; but the piano- 
forte, properly so called, is an invention of the 
last century. ‘Phe instrament that immediately 
preceded it, was the harpsichord, in which the 
wire was twitched by a small tongue of crow- 
quill, attached to an apparatus called a jack, 
moved by the key. At length, in an auspicious 
hour for the interests of music, the idea arose 
that, by causing the key to strike the string, in- 
stead of pulling it, the tone might be considerably 
improved, an e general capabilities of the 
instrament oneree shiended nie peeraitlgg cs 
opened an entirely now to the player, 
giving him the power of ex; » in addition . 
to that of execution; for, by varying the touch, 
& greater or less degree of force could be given 
to the blow on the string—whereby the effegt of © 
jane and forte might be at pleasure. 

‘his was the great feature of the new invention, 
and gave to the improved instrument the name 
of piano-forte. Who was the inventor does not 
appear certain. The merit has been ascribed by 
turns to the Germans, the ItaMans, and the- 
English ; and the date of the invention is alsa 
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COME, GENTLE DOVE. 








Come, gentle dove, my soul! is sad, 
My joys are all a-wing; 

And I would crave the melody 
‘That you alone can sing. 

Thy song, 0, ~entle one, though sad, 
Hath o'er my soul the power 

To warm its withering chords with life, 
Or calm its frensied hour. 


*Tis heaven indeed, to hear that voice, 
Whoee golden murmurs roll 

Through every vein, en ecstacy 
Of rapture en the soul; 

As wild and free its warblings flow, 
An earnest of that bliss 

We all may cull ia purer climes, 
‘When weary worn of this. 


‘Thy apirit-harp forevermore 

Is “ sounding on my brain,” 
And it will chime forever there, 

Till you shall come again. 
Forever and forevermore 

Is “ sounding on my brain,” 
An angel song of melody 

That calls you back again. 
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CATCHING A LOVER. 
A STORY OF VIRGINIA. 





BY JOHN RO8S DIX. 





I was years ago traveHing in the stage between 
Baltimore and Richmond—there were no rail- 
roads then—when at one of the stopping places 
the coach door was opened, and an elderly gen- 
tleman and his daughter entered. I was by no 
means sorry for this, as I had hitherto been the 
only inside passenger, and night was drawing on. 
The gentleman was evidently one of the “old 
Dominion” school—his daughter one of the 
loveliest creatures I ever beheld. Little wonder 
then, {hot in the prospect of « long ride over a 
bad and dreary road, that I hailed the appear- 
ance of both with satisfaction. - 

It was yet sufficiently light for me to see the 
face. of my fair companion. She was about 
some sixteen years of age, but far more inter- 
esting than misses usually are at that dubious 
period ; a carly headed, rosy creature, arch find 
good-natured, with a pair of eyes which were 
absolately unique. Their color was extremely 
fall and deep ; the outline that of a prolonged 
oval; and usually seeming half shut, and shaded 
with dark eyelashes, they gave a sly or pensive 
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“expression to the curl of a red upper lip, but if 


aroused by surprise or mirth, they spread out 
beneath her arching brows with such a bright- 
ness of blue as was quite dazsling. They were 
eyes to sit and gaze upon, as you gase upon the 
sky for hours. 

She was travelling under her father’s escort to 
Richmond, and being, as I said, without other 
passengers, I was soon on good terms with both. 
As it grew dark, the shyness of the little ward 
gave way to the vivacity of ber spirits, and as 
papa already gave symptoms of drowsiness she 
gradually addressed herself to me in that vein 
of communicativeness which flows so beautifully 
from young lips. 

I listened as though I had been a friend of 
ten years’ standing, while she prattled on of her 
school-friende—of hey visits to New York, Bos- 
ton, Philadelphia, and the like, so that in a very 


') short time I knew most of her little history. 


When it grew chill at night, I folded my gray 
travelling cloak around her, and observed almost 
with fondness, her little head begin to nod, and 
her narrative to falter, antil at length, quite 
wearied, she fell into a slumber so deep, that it 
was not disturbed, when, at the first jolt that 
occurred I laid her head on my shoulder, and 
passing my arm around her, kept it in that po- 
sition. I was terribly uneasy lest the old gen- 
tleman should wake up and see how cosily I 
had managed matters ; but luckily he snored on 
in blissfal unconsciousness. 

T could never sleep in « stage. Moreovermy 
imagination was in great force; s0 a8 we lum- 
bered along, I amused myself with various rev- 
eries concerning the destiny of the pretty crea- 
ture then slambering on my bosom. Sometimes 
a fanciful idea arose that our intercourse so re- 
cently begun, and so soon to terminate, might 
be resumed on a future day; and I busied my- 
self with imagining the lively girl expanded 
into the loveliness of womanhood, and again 
crossing my path by some accident such as had 
already brought us together. 

When day broke, the girl looked so beautifal 
and quiet nestling in my cloak, that I could not 
abstain from impressing a morning salute upon 
her brow; so lightly, however, as not to disturb 
her slumber, for she did not awake until the 
coach stopped at the hotel door, in Richmond. 

I felt quite sad at parting with my charge, and, 
as Llifted her down the clamsy steps, I asked 
her to tell me her name, and not to forget me. 
She told me that she was called Madaline Paget, 
and that she had a good memory; but I little 
expected when I bade her farewell, that I should 
ever see her again. 


BLIND MAN’S BUFF. 


Trifling as was this adventure, I was, at my 
then age of nineteen, so fall of the dreamy vis- 
fons of youth, and so great a stranger to the 
better part of her sex, that during my short so- 
journ at the South, and long after my return to 
Boston, the picture of those rich black curls 
waving on my shoulder, and the pair of blue 
eyes that opened on mine whea she awoke in 
the stage-coach, perpetually recurred to my im- 
agination. How angry I was at my stupidity in 
neglecting to ask her the precise address of her 
Virginian home. Indeed, I tormented all I met 
from that State, with whom I had any acquain- 
tance, with inquiries concerning the name of 
Paget, until silenced by the ridicule they ex- 
cited. The dissipation and business of life did 
not banish the maiden from my memory, and 
when I again travelled towards the South, at 
leisure moments I would ask myself—‘“I won- 
der what ever became of that pretty Madaline? 
By this time she must be a perfect woman, and 

* I doubt not a fair one. I should like to know if 
she recollects her companion of the stage-coach ?” 

A delightfal summer ramble had terminated 
atthe White Sulphur Sptings. On the after- 
nooa of a day too sultry for walking, I was de- 
eceniding on horseback, a mountain by an un- 
frequented road which led to the margin of a 
little pictureeque lake. The elonds began to 
gather heavily, and I urged my lazy beast, in 
the hopes of regaining my quarters before the 
storm should break. But hack horses are im- 
practicable animals generally, and the one I had 
hired at the livery stable, was one of the laziest 
of his tribe, and upon a smart crack of the whip, 
came to a fall stop at the angle of the road, and 
began to indalge himself in various pranks, to 
the great alarm of a young lady who was seated 
quietly sketching at the corner I had just tamed. 
Suddenly she looked up, and opened to their 
fall extent a pair of laughing blue eyes, which 
I felt certain I had looked at before. Yet, of 
their splendidly beautiful owner I had no recol- 
lection. At once—a thonght—an inspiration it 
must have beon, recalled my former companion 
of the stage-coach. I was sure it must be her. 
As I detest ceremony in investigations of this 
kind, I at once dismounted, took off my hat, 
and escorted the fair artist. 

“Pardon me, miss, but it strikes mo, that I 
have had the pleasure of seeing you before. 
Forgive me for having interrupted you.” 

She colored, and bowed slightly, and then 
looking around, called— 

“Daniel!” 

I knew the voice. 

“Tf that be your servant, miss, I fear he is 
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scarcely within call. It must have been the 
white-headed old negro whom I passed a quarter 
of a mile from here.” 

She gathered up her pencils, and appeared 
perplexed. As this moment, a few heavy drops 
of rain and a far-off muttering of thunder 
came on very opportunely for me. I assumed 8 
most humble and respectful mien : 

“Will you honor my quadruped by suffering 
him to bear you home, before the storm de- 
seends 1” 

She blushed agein, and seemed to hesitate, 
but a lond clap of thunder alded my eloquence 
materially, and the preparation of a few mo- 
ments beheld her seated on my horse, wrapped 
in the very cloak which had kept her warm 
three years before; and me trotting along at 
the animal’s bridle, or occasionally seizing the 
apology of a steep descent, or a rough patch of 
road, for supporting her in the saddle. Soon 
the rain came down furiously, and I delivered 
my fair charge into the care of an anxious look- 
ing old gentleman, who was watching for her in 
the verandah of the hotel, and in whom I at 
once recognized the papa of the stage-coach. 
From her I received a host of pretty thanks, 
and from him what I valued far more, the per- 
mission to call on the morrow, and inquire 
whether she had taken any injury from the ex- 
posure. 

“Daniel,” said I, to the old, woolly-headed 
servant, whom I met hurrying to the hotel, “how 
long has Captain Paget been at the Springs t” 

“Bout six weeks, sar.” 

“And ia Mrs. Paget here also 1” 

“No, sar. She’s dead, sar. Nobody with the 
cap’n but Miss Madaline, sar.” 

I slipped » dollar into his hand, and told him 
to hurry home and dry himself. As the old 
fellow shambled off, he said, slyly : 

“The eap’n’s very rich, sar—very rich—plenty 
of money, sar—ah, ah!” 

Here was fall and pleasant information. My 
conjectare was assured. Mo troublesome mama 
or brother—father was old, and well off in the 
world. Nothing could be more delightful. I 
returned to my quarters in the highest spirits, 
and in a rich stream of Utopian visions, en- 
gaged my apartments in the town for “two 
months, certain.” 

My call on the following dey was kindly re- 
ceived’; and perhaps because he was in want of 
amusement, Captain Paget certainly rather en- 
couraged than acquiesced in the approach I 
made to become an Aabitue under his roof. I 
thought it best, however, to cautiously abstain 
from recalling to his memory our former meet 


182 


ing: But with the fair Madaline I wes.not's0 
serapalous; and as soon as we beeame tolerably 
good friends, and I was permitted to escort her 
te views which papa could not reach, I took an 
opportunity of approaching the subject, though 
cautiously at first. 

The moment, however, I touched upon it, the 
expression in Miss Paget's eye, or perhaps 4 
little heightening of color, convinced me that 
she hed not forgotten the cireumstances of our 
previous meeting; and I ventured to speak of 
it, amd of the many recollections it had left, with- 
out reserve. Why I had hitherto neglected to 
make the iaquiry, I should fail in attempting to 
explain, those alone, who have been fascinated 
as I them was, will understand the reason. 
Henceforward, we becante as old friends, and I 
need not add, constant companions. 

I never spoke to her of love, although my 
heart becaine almost oppressed with its sweet- 
ness. I wonder how I was enabled to keep si- 
lence, for there was sometting in Madaline’s 
maanner, which whispered at times as if she 
would heve forgiven my presemptien, had I 
broken it. 

Bat antemn wes now nearly past, and I was 
compelled. to retarn to the North. At parting, 
the old captain gave me's kind invitation to his 
maansion, when I should again visit Virginia, 
and when, in his presence, I essayed to bid fare- 
well to his daughter, my self-possession 80 neatly 
Jef me, that I could barely say, “ geod-by.” 

‘That last day was a miserable one, and when 
evening came, I could not restrain my desire to 
say one kind word to Madeline before leaving 
the place. It was im vain that reason hinted 
the folly of indulging the persuit that in my 
then ciecurastancee, seemed to be hopeless. Be- 
fore-the sun had quiteset, E was standing once 
more at a gate, from which, when open, looked 
down on the valley below. Would she come? 
I was sure of it. I stepped aside for 2 moment. 
She slowly approached, and stood for a few mo- 
mmenta gazing on the scene. I etole to her side, 
and whispered “ Madaline.” 

At Gest, I feared she would faint, so pale did 
she become ; but the color directly returned to 
her complexion, until cheek, brow and neck wore 
glowing with acrimson flush. She held out her 
hand smiling, but with her eyes fall of tears. 

“I could not bear to leave you, my sweet 
friend, witheut taking a kinder farewell thdz the 
fow cold words spoken this moming.” 

“She looked downward, and I could see hor 
lip quiver, but no words came. 

* Is will be a long, long time before I see you 
agnin; will you let me thank you forthove happy 





months, or will you add one other treasure to 


all your: gifts of gentleness and eondescension ? 


Will you repeat that sweet promise you gave 
me asa child? Bay that you will not forget 
me, beautiful Meadaline Paget.” 

“Did I break that promise?” she replied in 
8 low voice, 

“ Ab, but you are now to enter the world, 
where you will be sought, and caressed, and 
loved ; but no one will love you there so fondly 
as an old friend, dear Madaline.” 

She made no answer, but wept. 

At that moment, the voices of Captain Paget 
was heard calling her by name. She slightly 
pressed my hand, in which I stil! held hers, and 
whispered hurriedly, “ good-by.” 

Had Mephistophiles himself then stood at my 
elbow, I could not have abstained from kissing 
the lips that uttered those kind, musical words. 
She straggled, escaped from my embrace, ead 
ran to the house. 

For two long years I remained practising my 
profession in Boston. Need I say what was the 
pole-star of my endeavors? Those dear words: 
“T will not forget you,” were forever in my ear, 
and supported me in moments of anxiety end 
disappointment, of which, God knows I bad my 
full share. Bat I kept my resolution to avoid 
Medaline Paget’s presence, until I could sppesr 
before her in the character of a decided suitor, 
yet how dearly did it cost me. How could! 
expect thet her memory, to’ which I had pre 
ferred no direct'claim, would survive the ploss- 
ures of absence, silence, and the sssiduities of 
others? 

In the winter of 18—, I returned to Virgisia. 
My difficulties were at length smoothed away. 1 
had not heard of Captain Paget and his dangh- 
ter since their departare from the Bpriegt. 
Chance happily directed me to an old friend ia 
the neighborhood of Richmond, from whom I 
obtainediat the sanse time an invitation to pees the 
week from Christmas to New Year’s day under his 
roof, and the welcome intelligence that Captsin 
Paget wes his seighbor and intimate acquail- 
tances. 

I arrived at my friend Hartley’s on Christmas 
Eve. 

“You are come at the right moment,” ssid 
he. “The party from Captain Paget’s host, 
join our merry-making to-morrow, and you will 
have good opportunity for renowing your 
Springs acquaintance.” 

Between fear and expectation I had no sep 
that night. And my excitement continued. 4 
few words to Hartley, indeed, woald have pat 
an enil'to my suspense; but I had resolved t 
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conceal every indication of peculiar interest, 
until I had learned how Madaline would receive 
me. I was actually trembling when I entered 
the drawing-room half an hour before the early 
dinner, but still the face I sought for was not 
there. 

A carriage drove up to the door, and Captain 
and Miss Paget were announced. I started for- 
ward—a thousand faries! The old gentleman 
‘was, indeed, the sama; but instead of the beau- 
tifal girl I expected, there appeared an aged, 
thin lady, with all the vinegar look of a maiden 
sister. Captain Paget greeted me heartily. I 
forbore to inquire at the moment for his daugh- 
ter. Ithad, indeed, been useless, for he was 
hardly seated before ‘‘ where is Miss Madaline ?” 
rained upon him from all sides, 

“ Poor Madaline! I was afraid- to bring her 
out on 80 cold a day, even to a Christmas revel— 
‘she has been so delicate of late.” 

Here he looked at the villanous old tartar, in 

laee cap and spectacles, who nodded assent. I 
eould have shot them both. 
_ I need not describe the dinner. As soon as it 
‘was over, I slipped away as quick as I possibly 
could, without being noticed, seized the firet hat 
I could find in the hall, and ran down the avenue 
as fast as the frozen snow woald allow me. 

“ Show me Captain Paget’s house,” said I, to 
a lad I met. 

“It’s the big white house, yonder across the 
fields.” : 

In three minutes I was standing on the piazsa 
of the mansion. Pausing to take breath, I re- 
eonnoitered the house, before ringing the bell ; 20 
softly stealing round, I reached a window which 
was brightly illuminated from within. The 
curtain was partly drawn aside. It was a long 
room, fitted up with thick, oaken panels, alter- 
nating with family portraits. The chief light 
proceeded from a vast log, which lay glowing 
and flickering in the wide chimney. The place 
was fall of boys and girls, from seven to twelve 
years old, one little fairy-like creature being 
engaged in binding up the eyes of a young lady 
(the only grown up person of the party) who 
was seated upon a stool, with her back turned 
towards the window, amidst shouts of merry 
laughter. I drew closer, and as she rose to be- 
gin the game, I knew by the little white hands 
‘extended to catch the fugitives, the elegant form, 
the rich, black locks, and the dimpled chin, al- 
though the eyes were covered, the person of sweet 
Madaline Paget. 

From an involuntary impulse, I tried the elasp 
of the window ; it opened, and there I stood with- 
inthe curtain, gazing with tremulous delight 





and éagerness on my béautiful mistress. Mer- 

tily the game went on, the little folks skipping 

about, taking especial delight in teasing her by- 
every means in their power. At last, she came 

ranning towards my hidiag place ! 

“Tm sare,” she said, “there’s some rogue 
hiding here, who shall not escape quite so easily 
as he did the last time.” 

I cannot describe how this random speech 
affected me, but I internally blessed the omen, 
and coming forward as she approached, quietly 
possessed myself of her two hands, and pressed 
them to my lips. Startled, if not alarmed, by 
a touch so unexpected, ahe gave a sudden cry, 
exclaiming : bs 

“ Papa, is it not you!” and freeing one ot 
her hands, hurriedly removed the bandage from 
her forehead. It was a serious moment for me, 
and the little people looked as alarmed as if 
Satan himself had stepped from behind the cur- 
tain. 

On recognizing me, Madaline shricked, 
changed color, tried to speak, and burst into 
tears. I supported her to the sofa, and knelt at 
her side. 

“Forgive me, dear Madaline. I little thanght 
Ishould alezm you so much; bat hear my ¢x- 
cuse.” And then I explained to her how I eame 
to be there, and craved pardon. 

“Ido not know,” she said, blashing deeply, 
whether I ought to listen to you at all or no. 
You deserve that I should send you away at 
once.” 

“You would not be eo unkind, did-you knew 
how I have longed to cast myself on your mercy.” 

“ Well, I forgive you.” 

I was in the seventh heaven. Adreitly setting 
the children to play by themselves, I zetarned to 
Madaline, and told my tale, explaining as well 
as I could my past silence, asked for her pardon 
and her fair hand. She was naturally too sin- 
cere to tyrannise over me at such a moment, and 
when, after an ardent ¢xpostulation and emtroaty, 
I raised her from the sofa, and alily leading her 
under a branch of misletoe, covered her eyes, 
lips and brow with kisses —she had already 
breathed the sweet word that made her mino 
forever. 

I was married soon afterwards, and. never 
since have failed at Christmas time to join in a 
game of blind man’s buff, and to kiss my wife 
under the branch of misletoe. 

re 

Anybody who should stady human nature 

much, would find that iis one of the most dan- 


gerous amusements to bring people together to 
talk who have but listle to say. 
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AN ARABIAN SONG. 





BY JAMES HOGG. 





Mect me at even, my own true love, 
Meet meat even, my honey, my dove, 
Where the moonbeam revesling, 
The cool fountain stealing, 
Away and away, 
Through flow’rets £0 gay, 
Singing its silver roundelay. 


Love is the fountain of life and bliss, 
Love is the valley of joyfulness ; 

‘A garden of roses, 

‘Where rapture reposes,— 

A temple of light 

All heavenly bright; 
O, virtuous love is the soul’s delight! 





THE VICTOR OF THE TOURNAMENT. 
BY HARRIET A. DAVISON. 


‘Tue day for the grand tournament by Louis 
‘XII. of France, arrived ; appointed to please his 
beautiful and youthful bride, Anne of Bretagne. 
‘The galleries running round the lists were filled 
‘with the beauty and nobility of the kingdom. 
Conspicuous sat the queen, surrounded by her 
circle of lovely maids of honor, among which, 
far the most beautiful was Lady Marguerite, only 
daughter of Ernest, Count of Chatillon. 

With a beating heart Marguerite of Chatillon 
watched the opening of the tournament. Un- 
til within six months Marguerite had lived in 
the retirement of the convent. What a change ! 
six-months ago the inhabitant of a retired con- 
vent, now the centre of admiring eyes, for this 
day she sat'the chosen Queen of Beauty and 
Love—from her hands must the victor receive 
the-well-won prize, the chaplet of honor. 

‘The heralds, enforcing silence read the laws 
of the tourney, which having done, they moved 
back to their places. A flourish of trumpets 
and two large processions entered the lists of 
either side and formed themselves into two lines, 

equal numbers in each, directly opposite to each 
other with their respective leader in front of each 
line. It was aglorious sight to look at, as the 
knights sat proudly on their horses, gayly and 
‘fitly caparisoned, their lances mpright, armor 
streaming with ribbons, and love tokens glitter- 
ing in the bright, warm noonday sun. Again 
the trumpets sounded, and. the herald in a yoice 
of thunder gaye the expected signal, “ Laissez 
der!” Spurs were dashed into the flanks of 
the horses, and hoth parties rushed together, 
meeting with a shock which fairly shook the 
ground, and caused many bright, rosy lips to pale. 
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The cloud of dust raised by the trampling of 
the horses was so great, that at first little of the 
effect of the encounter could be seen. As that 
rolled away, it was seen that many of the knights 
on both sides were dismounted, and retiring in 
discomfiture from the field. 

Again and again they charged, and with the 
same result; some men each time rolled on the 
ground. Many were the handkerchiefs waved 
and encouraging, enthusiastic shouts from the 
gallery. The number in the lists diminished, so 
that now Marguerite found no difficulty in fol- 
lowing the movements of one particular knight, 
who, mounted on a superb black war-horse, rode 
him with peculiar grace. Both horse and rider 
were unadorned—the trappings of thesteed were 
very plain, and no love knot floated from shoul- 
der, breast’or hemlet. At each charge the knight 
either unhorsed or drove back to the’palisade his 
opponent. One after another the vanquished 
retired to the end of the list. One only remain- 
ed. to oppose him. A fresh charge with lance 
in rest, and like chaff before the wind the man 
was driven back to'the barrier, and the stran- 
ger knight remained the conqueror. Then the 
king threw down the baton, and the heralds de- 
clared Eustace De Rohan victor, and bade him 
advance and receive the chaplet of honor from 
the hands of the Queen of Beauty and Love. 

The trumpets sounded, and amidst a burst of 
triumphal music, the knight advanced and knelt 
at the foot of the steps of the throne. Covered 
with blushes but with an exquisite grace, Mague- 
rite descended the steps and bending placed the 
chaplet of flowers on the knight’s ancovered head. 

We must pardon Marguerite if she trembled 
slightly, and with an inward shrinking gazed at 
the victor at her feet, for Kustace De Rohan was 
the only son of her father’s deadliest enemy, 
whose name she had never heard mentioned save 
with bitter curses on father and son, and on the 
family for generations to come, She looked 
now for the first time on the son of the hated 
house of Rohan. There was nothing in the 
handsome head bending so gracefully before her, 
to excite her fear, neither in the rapid, searching 
glance of the dark proud, eyes, which, after the 
ceremony of coronation had been completed, fell. 
on her. On the contrary, the manly, handsome, 
though rather dark face, reassured the blushing 

girl, for with an exquisite grace she extended 
her delicate hand, which was kissed respectfully, 
while she said, in her rich sweet voice: 
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but from that moment two hearts at least wete 
changed. Sleeping or waking, the graceful form 
and bewitchingly lovely face was ever present 
to the thoughts of the young, brave Count De 
Rohan, and to Marguerite, the mention of his 
name brought a sudden thrill. A few days after 
they were publicly introduced to each other. 

Day by day, meeting each other constantly, 
they began to lve each other, or rather loved the 
more, for from the tourney day each lost the 
watch and ward of their own hearts. One day 
the queen received a request from the baron of 
Chatillon, that his daughter might be spared at- 
tendance upon her grace for a little while. The 
father had need of the daughter. The summons 
broke in on the pleasant dreams of the young 
lovers. Marguerite, for the first time since Eus- 
tace De Rohan knelt at her feet in the list, thought 
of thefeud between the two families. When the 
queen gave her permission to retarn home for a 
short time, Marguerite buried her face in her 
hands and wept. “’Tis but a short time, dear 
child,” said the gentle Anne of Bretagne, with 
whom the graceful, gay Marguerite was a favorite. 

Still Marguerite wept, and the queen kindly 
endeavored to soothe the passionate grief, fully 
believing that Maggie wept because she was to 
part from her loved mistress. Suddenly Mar- 
guerite raised her beautiful face and spoke, 
scorning to be deceitfal. 

“ Your grace mistakes the cause of my emo- 

tion. Truly do I grieve to be separated from 
my kind mistress, but a parting of a few weeks 
would scarcely wring these tears from me. The 
cause lies deeper.” 
. Ofakindly, sympathizing nature, the queen 
besought Marguerite to confide her sorrow to her, 
and such was her earnest, winning manner, that 
Marguerite unhesitatingly opened her whole heart 
to her loved queen. Both Louis and his gentle 
spouse began to devise methods to induce 
the haughty barot of Chatillon to lay aside his 
animosity. While they thought, others acted. 

Marguerite, after a tearful interview with her 
lover, left the court for the gloomy castle of 
Chatillon. Her heart grew heavy and her cheeks 
pale as the palace walls faded from her sight. 

Her father came himself to conduct her home, so 
she could have no last interview with her lover. 
Sad and weary-hearted, Eustace De Rohan re- 

mained at court, now distastefal to him. 

Rumors had reached the baron of the attach- 
ment of Eustace De Rohan to his daughter, 
which was his motive for withdrawing Mar- 

‘guerite from court. She came, the affianced 

bride of Count De Rohan, but Baron Chatillon 
knew not that; and thought in his wisdom that 


‘the matter. 
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shethad effectually put s stop to any progress in 
So his astonishment was but natural 
‘when one bright, sunshiny morning, he woke to 
find his daughter gone. Over mountain, through 
valley, he sent his retainers, commanded to bring 
beck the lost bride and her husband, the hus- 
band dead or alive. All search was fruitless. In 
his despair the baron applied to the king, but 
the gentle, politic Louis gave him no satisfaction. 

‘Three years rolled on, and the baron lived a 
lonely, morose life. No stranger was permitted 
within the gates, and beyond the park the baron 
was never known to stir. One dark, lowering 
day, just as the gray twilight shadows began to 
creep over the earth, two travellers, a man and 
woman, presented themselves at the castle gate. 
They seemed bent and old, and in the arms of 
the man was carried very carefully a bundle. 
The old porter came forth to speak to them. 

“Do not ask it. Bread and wine I will bring 
you, but enter you cannot.” 

Earnestly thay pleaded, but the old man 
shook his head and remained firm. They ques- 
tioned him if it was by a vow that his master 
kept all strangers beyond his gate. 

“No, there is no vow, but ’tis his wish. Three 
years ago, come this blessed night, there came a 
minstrel to the castle. The next morning, min- 
strel and young lady Marguerite were gone. 
Since that day no stranger has ever set foot in- 
side the castle gate. The baron mourns for his 
lovely daughter, and curses the false Eustace De 
Rohan who, disguised as a minstgel, entered his 
house and stole his child, the pride of his house.” 

The female bowed her head still lower as the 
eld porter spoke, but as he finished speaking, she 
stepped forward, and throwing back cloak and 
myfiicr, disclosed to the faithful seneschal the 
beantiful face of Marguerite, Countess De Rohan. 

“ Hendrich, here stands your master's daugh- 
ter, with her husband and child; admit us within 
these gates and your task is done.” 

“ Dear lady, walk in ; if my head should be the 


«price of my disobedience, I cannot say no to my 


own. loved lady.” And he opened wide the 
gates and let the two pass in. 

But there their trouble was not ended ; butler, 
valet and page had to be passed, and all were 
faithful servants to their stern, though just mas- 
ter—all respected the grief which sought solitude 
and shunned the gaze of man. To each in turn, 
Marguerite declared herself, and such was tho 
undying love they bore their former young mis- 
tress, who possessed still the same winning grace 
of her maidenhood, that they preferred the pros- 
pect of punishment and disgrace rather than dis- 
obey her request. Thus the Count and Countess 


De Rohan proceeded till they reached the little 
ante-room adjoining the vast parlor. There 
Marguerite stopped, wishing that her husband 
should enter first. That was her request not 
from any fear, but trusting that her father would 
relent, and wanting in the pride of her: young 
heart to owe her reconciliation to her husband. 
Marguerite embraced her husband, then opened 
the door of the saloon, and her husband entered. 
At the opposite end of the room sat the Baron 
of Chatillon, much changed since he last saw 
him. Eustace De Rohan could not see his face, 
but the martial figure was no longer upright and 
firm, but bent. With a beating, throbbing heart, 
Marguerite watched her husband and father. 

Noiselessly, slowly, Eustace approached the 
old man. The firelight thrown from the huge 
woodfire, shone on a pale face and compressed 
lips. A few steps more and the two men will be 
face to face. The spot is reached. Count De 
Rohan knelt before the old man, who had started 
‘up in angry surprise, with his head bared, and 
as he knelt, he threw back the cloak from the 
bundle, disclosing a bright, handsome babe, who 
at this moment began to crow. A smile stole 
over the old man’s face; taking the baby, he 
eagerly scanned its tiny features. As he gazed, 
his heart softened, and bending his head he wept. 
At this moment, Marguerite threw herself at his 
feet, tears sparkling in her eyes. 

“ Father, thy Marguerite sues for pardon, begs 
to be taken back; sues for herself, and her 
husband and her child.” 

“Daughter, I have been wrong; my rage was 
foolish, impotent. Children, rise, kneel not be- 
fore me. Bless you, Marguerite and Eustace.” 

‘Thus, through the means of the lovely babe, 
the Gount and Countess De Rohan were received 
in their home. From that moment the baron 
was devoted to the child, on whom he settled his 
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THE CAPTABRV’S YARN. 

Conversing with the captain of ‘a vessel, the 
other day, he related the following anecdote: 
“Thad a first-rate officer who sailed with me for 
several years. He was an excellent seaman, and 
® perfect gentleman. I remember I took him 
once to the Italian opera in London, and he ex- 
pressed himself perfectly satisfied with the per 
formances, though he had no, car for music, 
didn’t understand the language, and was too 
bashful to look at the figurantes. .A particular 
and very amiable trait of his character was his 
domestic affection. Sailors, roving abont the 
world, are seldom very constant ; but this man 
was a perfect model of conjugal fidelity. He 
was always speaking of his wife—he had no 
children—always buying presents for her in 
every port he visited. Well, one day—we were 
lying off the river Gambia, in Africa—my, mate, 
after dinner, leaned back in his chair and fell 
asleep. I went on deck to smoke a cigar. 
When I came back, I found poor .M.. lying on 
the cabin floor—a corpse! A sudden. stroke of 
apoplexy had carriedshim off. I was inexpressi- 
bly shocked. He had a sailor's grave—and 
every heart on board the brig was hoaryeat bis 
loss. 

“(On the home voyage, I was thinking all the 
while of the agony of M.’s poor wife,when she 
learned of his death, and how I should break the 
news to her. She always flew down to the pier 
as soon as she heard of our brig coming up the 
bay, and I belicve she could read every signal- 
flag that was thrown out from the station. Well, 
we had no sooner made fast to: the wharf, than 
down came a handsome hack, and out springs 
the mate's wife, rigged ont from top to toe like & 
first-rate frigate on a gala-day, with. fathom ot 
two of ribbon astern of her. ‘Poor girl!’ thought 
I, ‘how soon my tale will blanch the roses of 
your cheek.’ ‘My husband?’ she inquired, 08 
shesprang lightly on the deck, showing # pait 
of tiny. feet cased in the daintiest satin shoes thet 
everg French shoemaker turned out. ‘I am 
sorry to say, madam,’ said I, ‘that he has been 
very sick.” The color came ce 
cheek. ‘Tell me all,’ she 


cried, 
arm, ‘ Well, then, madam,’ said I, ‘if I. aed 
say it, he is dead.’ «Glad of it, by. jingol? was 
her answer. She was ashore and off again, in 
the trying of a reef-point—and the next week she 
tran nnesind su g.secsinth idl sae 
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I 8AT ON THE BANKS OF THE RIVER. 





BY LENA LYLE 





‘Isat on the banks of the river, 
Beneath a grand old tree, 

And I saw the sunbeams quiver, 
Through my leafy canopy. 

As they fell upon the water, 
*Twas beautiful to see, 

But I heeded not its beauty, 
For my thoughts were all of thee. 


‘The twilight was approaching, 
‘The sun had gone to rest, 

Within his gorgeous chambers, 
Far in the rosy west. 

And the gentle stars were hasting, 
Each one to meet his bride, 

‘When I turned my footsteps homeward, 
And left the river-side. 


As the moon rolled on in beauty, 
And the fragrant nightwind swept, 

Sweet dreams came to my spirit, 
As peacefally I slept. 

I dreamed that thou wast with me— 
‘We'd met to part no more, 

And the sweet place of re-union 
‘Was on the river-shore. 


When the morning dawned in gladness, 
And I met its sunny gleam, 
‘My soul was filled with sadness 
To think it was but s dream. 
But though an idle vision, 
It brought me nearer thee, 
And although it quickly faded, 
It left sweet memory. 





FRANK’S PROPHECY: 
—oR,— 
DOINGS AT SUNNY SLOPE. 


—— 
BY ESTHER BERNE. 


“I say, Sophie, have you heard the news?” 

“ What news ?” said I, suspending for a mo- 
ment, the occupation which my wild, roguish 
brother Frank had so unceremoniously inter- 
rupted. . 

“Wait a moment, sis, till I have recovered 
my breath, and then I'll tell you.” 

So saying, my tantalizing brother threw him- 
self into a chair, and gasped several times with 
such vehemence, that I shrewdly suspected that 
his sighs were got up for the occasion, and not 
genuine. As, however, whatever curiosity I 
might feel, I showed none, but calmly resumed 
my writing, Frank soon condescended to impart 
his news. 

“A new teacher has been appointed at the 
Academy, and as the term commences next 

week, why then, I suppose we shall have a 
9 
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sight at his majesty. Now, don’t you call that 
a piece of news, Sophie?” 

“To be sure Ido; but have you heard any- 
thing about the gentleman—who and what he 
is?” 

“ As to that,” said Frank, “there are half-a- 
dosen reports about concerning him, any one of 
which you are at liberty to believe. But I have 
my own private idea of him.” 

“And what is that?” said I, not noticing that 
the mischievous boy had whittled away half of 
my pen-handle, and was now amusing himself 
by sticking the point of the pen into the table. 

“Why, you see, Sophie,” said Frank, ina 
confidential tone, “it’s my ‘idea that our new 
teacher hails from ‘down east’ — indeed; I am 
quite sure of it. Ican see him in my mind’s 
eye, dressed out in a long, swallow-tailed coat, 
adorned with bright, brass buttons. He’ll rule 
the poor ‘gals’ and boys of Bunny Slope Acad- 
emy with a rod of iron, and before three months 
have past, will throw himself and his fortunes at 
the feet of my adorable sister—Sophie Merton.” 

Thad a great inclination to shake Frank, bat 
he eluded my grasp by a dexterous movement, 
and escaped from the room. In amoment, how- 
ever, he returned, and thrusting his bright, curly 
head through the open door, added : 

“Take eare of your heart, sister mine, for if 
ever a prophecy came trne, mine will.” 

I don’t know why it was, but as I gathered up 
the remains of my pen-handle, a thoughtful 
shade rested upon my brow. What if Frank's 
prophecy should come true? I was foolishly 
romantic enough for a moment to believe that it 
might. But the next instant I was dancing 
lightly away upon my afternoon duties. 

Two days afterwards, there was a greatetir 
and commotion in the village of Sunny Slope, 
for rumor ran that the new teacher had arrived 
and was staying at Lawyer Boardman’s house. 
Three or four of the neighbors called upon my 
aunt, for the express purpose of describing the 
new resident to her; but as their accounts of his 
appearance were very contradictory, I determined 
not to believe any of them, but to wait patiently 
til the next day, when I, as one of the scholars, 
should have a chance of judging for myself. 

The fates had willed it otherwise for me, now- 
ever. That night when my father came home to 
tea, he brought a letter for my aunt Nellie, who 
for many years, ever since my mother’s death, 
had been our housekeeper. My aunt was ex- 
ceedingly thoughtful after the letter had been 
read, and held a long conference with my father, 
which I was at length invited to join. When I 
entered the room, my father said smilingly 
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“Well, Sophie, how should you like to be my 
housekeeper for a little while 1” 
Housekeeper! My very héart howaded with 
joy at the idea, for I took great detight in do- 
mestic matters. 
“ Your aunt will be obliged to be absent from 
home a week, perhaps longer. Do you think 
you could supply her place in the: meanwhile ?” 
“Of course I could,” said I, whilst a raptar- 
ous vision of the laurels I should win in my 
domestic campaign, floated through my mind. 
My father laughed heartily at my confident air. 
” “Be not too sare, ‘Sophie; you know-there is 
-euch a thing.as failing. However, I shall pre- 
Atict nothing but success for you. But what says 
‘your aunt about it 1” 
“©, Sophie will do well enough with the 
.thousand and one directions I shall give her,” 
aaid aunt Nellie in an encouraging tone. And 
-#0 the matter ended. I was to be sole honse- 
‘keeper for the next week or two, and conse- 
quently for that length of time I should have.to 
give up all idea of going to school. But as 
‘Frank was to attend regularly, I should, at least, 
get some reliable account of the new teacher: 
Aunt Nellie’s thousand and one directions'were 
magnified ten-fold, I was about to say—but 
seriously speaking, they were almost endless in 
number. Only one out of the multiplicity of 
directions did I remember distinctly afterwards ; 
and that one enly because it had been repeated 
oo many times, that it had at length succeeded 
in penetrating my giddy brain. 
“Now, Sophie,” said my aunt, as she stood 
-equipped for the journey at the front gate, “re- 
cmember what I have told you—but above all, 
‘bear in mind, that under no ciroumstances what- 
sever, are you to allow any cattle in‘my kitchen 
garden. I trust to you to. make war upon all 
seach intraders.” 
Thus much of her parting injunctions I re- 
«membered and acted upon, as will be seen anon. 
‘When Frank came home that day from school, 
‘@ matched a moment from my busy cares, to 
dingaire about che new teacher. 
“Pm sorry for you, Sophie,” said Frank, 
~with « comically serious face ; “instead of the 
~‘ down easter” that I sketched out for you the 
vother day, you will have to accept of «venerable, 
thaldeeaded gentleman, who indulges in a pair 
-of gold-bowed spectacles, and who seems to be 
-m very wise personage. But on the whole, I 
+ congratulate you that it is no werse ; for, as I 
+ observed to you before, Sophie, ‘ what is to be, 

will be,’ and I feel an inward conviction that 
»what I have prophesied concernizg you will 
sbappen.” 
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“Happily Frank’s imward convictions were 
here expended upon the dinner, the appearanco 
of which spared me a farther tirade of nonsense. 
I will not say but what Iendured a litle disap- 
pointment when I learned that an elderly in- 
stead of a young man was about to govern our 
little school world. I was, to say the truth, 
somewhat fond of a reasonable flirtation, and 
here was a chance for one fine one destroyed. 
But I quickly forgot this subject inmy new 
dignity and importance. I verily believe, that 
I grew two inches during the first day of my 
new office. 

The next day towards night, whilst I was 
making preparation for tea, I happened to glance 
through the window at the garden, where grew 
many 8 precious root and herb. To my extreme 
horror, I saw a cow just poking her head through 
the gate, and in fancy I already saw the demo- 
lition of my aunt’s cherished treasures. To 
snatch my sun-bonnet, to rush down that path 
through the flower garden into the kitchen gar- 
den, was but the work of a moment. But the 
cow had already effected an entrance, and stood 
gazing with a philosophic eye upon the feast of 
green things spread out before her. As I had 
promised aunt Nellietomake war upon all in- 
traders, I prepared with a courageous spirit to 
drive away this qnietlooking cow. But the 
animal, probably suspecting my intention, made 
a sudden leap, and ran the whole circuit of the 
garden, demolishing many a flourishing plant. 
I pursued her with great animation, and had al- 
most succeeded in driving her through the gate, 
when meking a frantic plunge, she once more 
made the circuit of the garden. Again I pur- 
sued, incited by the chase, apd again I failed as 
before. I was beginning to see that two would 
be better than one in such a warfare as this, 
and therefore I called loudly for Frank, but 
there was no response. Again I endeavored to 
drive her out, but the troublesome animal, evi- 
dently enjoying the frolic, had no disposition to 
end it. Discouraged, and I am ashamed to own 
it, almost erying, I stood at last by the gate in 
akind of calm despair. Saddenly I heard a 
voice eay: 

“ an I help you?” 

T looked round—there stood a young man, a 
stranger, but a little distance from me. I had 
forgotten that the street was so near, and that 
any ome passing, could easily have seen the 
whole affair. 

If there had been a convenient opening in the 
earth just then, I could have sunk imto it very 
readily, but as there was not, I stood with sun- 
bonnet in hand, disordered hair, and an extreme- 
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ly red face, looking at the apparition before me. 
Without any more words, the stranger swung 
himself lightly over the fence, and approaching 
me, said : 

“T€ you will please stand this side of the 
gate, I will drive the animal round, and I fancy 
you will bave.no more trouble with her.” 

T did as he had suggested, and I soon had the 
pleasure of seeing the garden free from the in- 
truder, and the gate securely ahut, as a precaution 
against the entrunce of future depredators. 

I tamed round to thank the stranger, and not 
knowing whether to laugh or cry, I compromised 
the matter by crying a very litle, and then 
laughing immoderately, for I was both extremely 
vexed and amused at the remembrance of the 
scene in which I had acted as a prominent 
character. 

“I am very much obliged to you, for your 
timely aid,” I said, as soon asI was able to 
speak. 

“Pray, do not offer thanks to one who does 
not (leserve any. I was passing by, and saw 
your trouble, and as every true knight should, 
I came at once to your assistance.” 

“The distressed damsel, whom you found in 
sach woeful plight, thanks you once more, sir 
knight, and begs to wish you good evening.” 

I turned to walk back to the house, ashamed 
and mortified, but yet not exactly sorry that my 
adventure had occurred. I wondered not a little, 
that I had not heard of strangers being in town ; 
for the young man who had come to my rescue, 
was no one whom I hed ever seen before. I 
finally came to the conclusion that he was a 
stadent at the academy, and a native of some 
other town; for occasionally it happened that 
our school was attended by people from other 
places. 

The next day at dinner, my father informed 
me that he should bring a gentleman home with 
him, and that he would like to have me do my 
best. Of course this was quite an anxious and 
important piece of news for me, for I knew that 
my father had a fastidious horror of any glaring 
defects or deficiencies in the appointments of 
his table ; and my experience in housekeeping 
bad not been eo long that I coald feel entirely 
safe. However, I determined to do my best. 
At the appointed hour my father and his guest 
errived. With much surprise and confasion, I 
recognized my gallant rescuer of the day before. 
Happily the embarrassment which both of us 
evinced at the introduction, was, if noticed, 
passed without any comment from my father. 
Bat in the confusion of the moment, the name 
of the stranger escaped me; by no effort could 
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I recall it to my recollection, though I knew that 
my father had distinctly pronounced it. 

With what pride I surveyed the tea-table, 
which presented a neat and elegant appearance 
as we entered the dining-room, no ene can com- 
prehend, unless, placed in the same situation. 
The snowy cloth, the white biscuit, the clear, 
transparent preserve, and the fresh, golden-hued 
butter, would have tempted almost any one 
But. when I poured out the fragrant tea, the 
picture of home comfort was. complete. I saw 
that my father was pleased at my management, 
and this idea caused metodo the honors of the 
table with unwonted grace. But the coffee-cake 
with which the table was adorned, was my crown- 
ing achievement. It wasadelicacy which IL was 
very fond ef myself, and by the introduction of 
which, I hoped to please my father and astonish 
our guest. I marked with delight the dark, 
rich color of the cake, just the shade for coffee- 
cake, and I thought with pride that my reputa- 
tion as a good housekeeper would be very much 
increased by the effort of genius displayed in the 
construction of such a delicacy. 

But, ah, what vain hopes! Scarcely had my 
father tasted a piece of the oake, when he de- 
posited the remainder in his plate with a little 
grimace, which I well understood. Astounded 
and mortified, I tasted of the cake myself, and 
discovered thatin the making of it, I had omitted 
one of the most important ingredients, and that 
what I had supposed was cake, was nothing but 
an extremely tasteless mixture. 

I watched our guest with secret anxiety, as I 
saw him endeavoring to dispose of a slice of the 
cake, and I fancied that politeness more than 
inclination caused him to cat what must have 
been distasteful to any one’s palate. 

“ By the way, Sophie,” said my father, making 
a kindly attempt to relieve my obvious embarrass- 
ment, ‘‘I should judge by tho looks of aunt 
Nellie’s garden, that in spite of your vigilance, 
some four footed beast had penetrated within its 
sacred precincts.” 

I cast an amused look at our visitor, and met 
in return sach a merry smile, that I was almost 
ill-bred enough to laugh outright then and there. 
In the evening, however, when the whole amus- 
ing scene had been explained to my father, I had 
an opportunity to indulge in a hearty laugh at 
the remembrance of it. 

“Did I not hear you say, Miss Merton, that 
you should attend school this term?” said our 
visitor, as my father withdrew from the room to 
attend on some one who had called on business. 

“Yes, I shall attend; that is, if I like the 
teacher.” 
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“Have you any doubt about it?” asked my 
companion, with a smile. 

“I must confess,” said I, “ that the description 
my brother Frank gave me of him has not 
exactly prepossessed me in his favor.” 

“May I ask how he described him?” said the 
visitor, with an amused look. 

“ He says he is quite an elderly, bald-headed, 
gold-spectacled gentleman, with a vast deal of 
learning. And the worst of it is,” continued I, 
“Frank threatens that before three months have 
passed, I shall have carried the old gentleman’s 
heart by storm. To plague Frank, I havea 
great mind to try it.” 

“So do, by all means,” said my companion, 
joining heartily in my mirth. 

“ As we are to be school-mates, will you aid 
and abet me in my treasonable designs?” said I. 

“To be sure I will, Miss Merton, to the fullest 
extent of my power; and IJ have a presentiment 
that by our combined exertions you will succeed.” 

I laughed at the prospect of success, but said 
nothing. 

« Asa token of our compact, will Miss Merton 
giye me this rose?” pursued our visitor, directing 
my attention to a flower which I held in my 
hand. 

I smilingly assented, and the rose consequently 
changed owners. 

A week from that day, aunt Nellie arrived 
home, and after approving of a few of my 
proceedings, and disapproving of a great many, 
the affair of the garden included, she finally 


expressed her conviction that I should make 


quite a housekeeper in time. I will not say 
but what I .was as glad to get rid of my charge, 
as I had been to take it, for once in a while asa 
vision of my school-mate that was to be, and the 
strange compact I had entered into with him, 
came across my mind, I had just a little curiosity 
to eee him again. 

The next morning bright and early, I started 
for school, and as I neared the academy, I recog- 
nized with pleasure many a familiar face peering 
forth from the window. As I entered, there was 
a loud shout from the girls, and many an inquiry 
ag to where I had been for the last week or two. 

There was a general burst of. merriment when 
I informed the aseembled group that I had been 
keeping house for my father, and more than one 
young lady lamented that fate had no such good 
fortune in store for her. : 

“Tsay,” said Ellen Acton, a merry girl of 
fifteen, “you'll lose your heart directly, if you 
don’t look out. We have every one of us, even 
little Allie Elton, fallen in love with the new 
teacher.’ 
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“ Tt’s no such thing,” said Allie, putting her 
little, rosy mouth close up to my ear, “I have 
not fallen in love with him, but I like him ever 
so much, because he is s0 good. I know you'll 
like him, Sophie.” 

“Don’t trouble yourselfon my account, Allie,” 
I said alond, “there is not the slightest danger 
of my really falling in love with any one at prea- 
ent, still less with our venerable teacher.” 

Here the beli rang to call us to order, and we 
hastily scrambled to our seats. For a moment 
the teacher’s desk was unoccupied, and then— 
how shall I describe my confusion, when I saw 
my gallant knight in the cow affair, and our sub- 
sequent guest, seat himself in the teacher’s post 
of honor, as if he were perfectly at home! A 
vague suspicion as to his identity crossed my 
mind, a suspicion which was confirmed by Allie 
Elton’s whispering remark: + 

“That’s our new teacher — don’t he look 
pleasant 1” 

I vouchsafed no reply, for just then our new 
teacher’s eye wandering over the room, encoun- 
tered mine. An almost imperceptible smile 
rested upon his face, as for one instant his glance 
remained fixed upon my countenance, which I 
felt was dyed the deepest scarlet. Iwas very 
glad when I was relieved from his scrutiny. 

How that long day passed, I never could tell. 
The only thing that I remembered distinctly, 
was a request on the part of Mr. Minturn, the 
teacher, that I would remain a few moments 
after school. When the scholars had departed, 
and I was tremblingly waiting for a renewal of 
our former conversation regarding our strange 
compact, I was surprised by the utterance only 
of these few, simple words : 

“ Will Miss Merton oblige me by removing her 
books to this seat ?” 

The seat which he designated was a front one, 
and I had occupied all day one of those farthest 
back from the desk. There was no explanation 
given, no reason for the request offered, not the 
slightest word more said regarding the matter, 
unless it was a very pleasant ‘thank you,’ uttered 
when I had complied with the request, which I 
complied with; though I am ashamed to say, in a 
somewhat sulky manner. A better feeling, how- 
ever, rose up within me, as softly opening the 
door, I looked back to see him wearily poring 
over his books, a task which was yet to be done 
ere his day’s work was completed. 

My new seat had its advantages, after all. 
Never did I look up from my book, but what I 
caught a friendly glance from my teacher’s eye, 
and I returned to my lesson with renewed energy. 
‘Whenever he was talking to the school, or ex- 
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plaining any subject, his eye, almost involuntari- 
ly as it were, sought mine. We seemed to have 
established a sort of tacit communication with 
each other,- though we never overstepped 
the limits of our respective positions—those of 
teacher and scholar. Gradually it became my 
habit to remain after school when I needed any 
assistance about a difficult lesson. Readily, 
clearly, and with a kindly manner and a quiet 
deference towards myself, which completely won 
my heart, Mr. Minturn helped me out of all my 
troubles. I even took up newer and harder 
tasks than the rest of the girls, and we spent 
many a pleasant hour poring over our ponderous 
tomes. 

I never could tell how the change in our affairs 
originated, whether in me or in him. But 
certain it is, that in the course of time, a cool- 
ness arose between my teacher and myself. As 
gradually as I had fallen into the habit of re- 
maining after school, so gradually did I fall 
away from it. Our pleasant lessons were at an 
end, and one fine summer’s day when I met 
Mr. Minturn and Ellen Acton walking out to- 

‘gether, I felt that henceforth school would have 

no interest forme. From that day I began to 
dislike it, and I finally prevailed upon my father 
to allow me to leave school. There was a burst 
of sorrowful exclamations, on the part of the 
girls, when I announced my intention pf 
leaving. 

“ What will Mr. Minturn do without you?” 
whispered Allie Elton. 

“O, he will get along well enough,” said I, 
with assumed carelessness — “perhaps he - will 
rejoice.”” 

“ Hush !” said Alice, “I think he overheard 
you.” 

“It’s of no consequence if he did,” was my 
reply, as I walked away to my seat. 

“Will Miss Merton remain a moment?” said 
Mr. Minturn, .at the close of school, as witha 
hasty “‘good-by”’ to him, I was about to take 
my departure with the others. 3 

I resamed my seat, and awaited patiently 
what he had to say. When the last loiterer had 
departed, he arose, and approaching my seat, 
took from his pocket-book a faded rose, and held 
it up to view. 

“Does Miss Merton remember what this is a 
token of 2” 

Half angry with myself at the tell-tale blushes 
which covered my face, I made no answer. 

“‘ Ah! I see you do,” said he, smiling. “But 
are you still disposed to carry on your treason- 
able designs against the old gentleman’s heart ?” 

Still I made no reply. 
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“Then hear me,” said he, vehemently, “ the 
promise that I gave you, to help you as far as 
was in my power, was no light one; the first 
time I saw you at school I felt itsimportance. I 
reqnested you to change your seat, that I might 
have the selfish pleasure of having you near me ; 
of being cheered and comforted by your glance. 
Onr after school labors were infinitely pleasant 
to me, but perhaps wearisome to you. I cannot 
blame you for withdrawing yourself from them, 
bat I do blame you for leaving school, and for 
asserting publicly that I should rejoice at such a 
step. You know, or ought to know now, that I 
should be utterly desolate if you were gone. 
Now will you answer me, Sophie?” 

I did answer, but what that answer led to, is 
of no consequence to any one. I will merely 
say that I persisted in my original determination 
of leaving school, but that not near so much 
sorrow was experienced by Mr. Minturn as 
might have been expected under the cireum- 
stances. 

A short time after, Frank came to me with an 
amused face, and with the remark: 

“Well, Sophie, my prophecy is actually com- 
ing true, ien’t it? and you are going to marry 
the identical old gentleman. I hope you will 
always believe in me after this.” 





MORMON LIFE. 

Mrs. Smith, who has just escaped from Mor- 
mondom, has written a book, in which she gives 
this account of Mormon courtship and marriage : 
“Coercion is seldom used to effect marriages 
among the women. They are indulged in the 
utmost freedom of choice among the men. They 
are only required to marry some one, “ and the 
man of her choice ” is not at liberty to refuse to 
marry a woman when asked to do 60. Proposi- 
tion for marriage Comes as often and with as 
good a grace from the female as from the male. 
An apparent hardship in this system, and it is 
only in appearance, is, that it would be likely to 
‘leave some men without wives, while others have 
@ great number. But the fact is that women ac- 
cumulate under the system. I think it seldom 
occurs that aman wishing to marry, who is able 
to support a wife, cannot find at least one; al- 
though many not over good-looking men, who 
have no high official dignity to recommend them, 
are obliged to content themselves with one or 
two. It is considered, however, in ‘good socie- 
ty,’ to bea want of position and rank to possess 
but one wife, and few mon have the moral cour- 
age to appear in public with less than two ; while 
on great occasions, when it is an object to make 
an impression on the public mind, it is the cus- 
tom of men of position to appear surrounded b; 
numerous train of wives, the more the better.” 





If man could only understand and appreciate 
how deeply he is the object of divine love,he would 
be overwhelmed with confusion and astonishment. 
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THE STORY OF A JEWEL. 


‘BY VRANCIS I. STARLET, 





Beneath the surface, and far out of eight, 
Buried in the earth, and hidden from light, 
‘In a coffin of dust, entombed in night, 

A wonderfal jewel lay. 


‘The meanest pebble was there side by alde 

‘With this stone, whove lustre s king in pride 

Might have given to deok with it his bride, 
‘Yet neglected there it lay. 


The traveller's footatep heavily pressed 

‘The earth that gloomily lay on the breast 

Of this jewel, that, placed ins knightly crest, 
Might lead him to glory undying. 

‘The wild flowers blossomed over the spot, 

‘Where this wondrous stone by its gloomy lot 

‘Might be doomed to stay till all were forgot, 
‘And fn their graves were lying. 


‘The war horse pawed the spongy mound, 
‘And chariot wheels tore up the ground, 
And blood was seattered all around 
Over the tomb of the glittering jewel. 


‘The peacefal ploughshare furrowed the soll, 
And the heavy tramp of the son of toll, 
As with axe he gathered hig woody spoil, 

, Bhook the bed of the hidden jewel. 


‘And many a storm took its wilfal way, 
And often a sunny and peaceful day 
‘Looked down upon the bed of clay, 
Where slept the precious stone. 


And the sun sent many # beaming lance 

Of light to earth, to woo with s glance . 

‘The brilliant jewel on its rays to dance, 
And leave its tomb of night. 


But a jealous mother is the mossy earth, 

And never a gleam of the sun’s bold mirth 

Reached the gem in the spot of its birth— 
Ite prison debarred of light. 


And there the jewel was destined to stay, 

‘Till coarse and stern cold man one day 

Plucked the stone from its casket of clay, 
‘And smoothed its jagged alde. 


‘Then proud did beauty her diadem toss, 

And hanghty fawners bowed to the droes 

‘Whose covering did many a by-road cross, 
And earth was once its bride. 


And little the good and mach the harm, 

And wicked and baleful was the charm, 

For it raised by man ’gainst man the arm 
To plunder and destroy. 





And better, far better, the jewel had staid 

In the prison where nature its power laid, 
‘Lest of peace and love should strife be made, 

Because of the shining toy. 

ce 


It is not by regretting what is irreparable, that 
true work is to be done, but by. making the best 
of what we are. Forget mistakes; organize 
“Victory out of mistakes. . 
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THE TRAVELLING CLERKS. 





BY ANNE T. WILBUR. 





‘Ture was once a time, so long ago that you, 
dear reader, cannot surely remember it, when 
heaven was called Olympus, and the god inhab- 
iting this Olympus was called Zeus, Jove or 
Jupiter, three names which signify about the 
same thing. This god had one day the singular 
idea of making mankind happy. Yon shall see, 
dear reader, how he was cured of this idea, and 
how the other gods, his successors, were cured of 
itafter him. It remained to put this idea into 
execution. Jupiter reflected s moment, then 
suddenly raising his head, said : 

“Thave it!” And he summoned to his pres- 
ence the seven stars of the Lesser Bear. 

The stars obeyed, and assembled at his feet. 
Men, astonished gared at the sky. Astronomers 
seeing these seven meteors tracing luminous 
paths in the azure of the firmament, predicted 
the end of the world. Thus are learned men 
deceived respecting divine intentions. The 
stars said : . 

“We are here, resplendent and terrible 
majesty ; what wouldst thou of us?” 

“Pack up your trunks and travel on earth,” 
replied the son of Saturn and Rhea; “you shall 
receive two Brabant crowns per day for your 
travelling expenses.” 

“ And what are we to doon the earth ?” asked 
the stars. 

“T have taken it into my head to make man- 
kind happy,” replied Jupiter; “but as they 
would not appreciate happiness, if I should give 
it to them, I shall require you to sell it. You 
shall be my travellinj clerks.” 

“We will be what yon ordain us to be, all- 
powerful majesty,” said the stars, in tones 50 
melodions that men raised their eyes towards 
heaven, suspecting that from heayen alone could 
proceed so sweet @ concert; “ but what shall we 
sell to men?” 

“Form yourselves into a line, and pass one 
by one before me.” 

The stars did so, and arranged themselves in 
the order designated: 

Jupiter said to the first, “You shall sell 
wit.” 

To the second, “ You shall sell virtue.” 

To the third, “ You shall sell health.” 

To the fourth, “ You shall sell longevity.” 

To the fifth, “ You shall sell honor.” 

To the sixth, “ You shall sell pleasure.” 

To the seventh, “ You shall sell riches.” 

Judging of the desires of men by the prayers 


, 


which wore addressed to him, Jupiter thought 
that when mon should have wit, virtue, health, 
long life, honor, pleasure and wealth, they would 
be happy. This was, in fact, s reasonable idea. 

“ And now,” said he to the stars, “go and 
sell to mankind as much as you can, of your 
divine merehandise.” 

Neptane and Pluto, who had all along laughed 
at this plan, began to laugh still more loudly, 
repeating : : 

“What a comical idea! what a comical ideal” 

The seven stars packed up their commodities 
in different chests, furnished to them by the 
warehouse of heaven, and descending upon 
earth, began to offer their wares in the first great 
city on their way. 

“ Bay wit! bay wit!” cried star No. 1. “Bay 
it; I have it fresh and warm. Buy wit! who 
wants wit, wit, wit?” 

A Homeric laugh received this proposition. 

“ Does this woman take us for fools ?”’ said the 
editors, the romance-writers, the dramatic au- 
thors, the managers of theatres, and the farmers’- 


“ A pretty girl indeed, faith!” said the dan- 
dies, looking at the merchant of wit through their 
eye-glasses, qniszing-glasees and spectacles, and 
switching their boots with the riding whipe or 
eanes which they carried in their gloved hands ; 
“only she looks a little like s blue-stecking. 
‘What a pity 1” 

“What is this prude doing here?” said 
the women; “she had better have brought us 
silks from Lyons, laces from Valenciennes, searts 
from Algiors, corals from Naples, pearls from 
Ceylon, rubies from’ Visapour, and diamonds 
from Golconda; but wit! it can be had for 
nothing, any day.” 

And the poor star passed along, without selling 
any, from street to street, till at last, finding a 
door open, she entered without knowing where. 
She had entered the academy. They were re- 
ceiving a neophyte. THe had just finished his 
discourse, and the secretary was about to reply. 

“Buy wit, buy wit!” cried the star. 

The audience burst into a laugh, the secretary 
took a pinch of snuff, and sneezed for half an 
hour. The president called the ushers, and sakl 
to them: 

“ Take away this mad woman, and give her 
description to the porters, that she may never 
again be allowed to enter these doors.” 

The ushers led away the star, and the porters 
took down her description. The star went away 
in disgrace ; but as she was a faithfal star, she 
determined to fulfil conscientiously the mission 
which had been entrusted to her. 
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She therefore wens on till she canie to a square, 
in the middle of which stood a bust, and a¢ the 
enda preat arch, entered by twenty steps, which 
& crowd of people were ascending and descend- 
ing, appearing very busy, and yet very stupid. 
The star thought this, would be a good place to 
sell her merchandise, ignorant that the more 
stupid people are the less they think of having 
wit. She traversed the crowd, and entored a 
large hall where three mea, clad in black gowns, 
and coiffed with square black caps, were seated 
before a desk, and beside the three men, other 
men in similar costume. 

Then she recognized that she had entered « 
court house, and that the men in black were 
judges, advocates and attorneys. They were 
pleading a caust of the highest importance, and 
the hall was full. The lawyer for the plaintiff, 
who was small, ugly, slovenly, with & flat face 
and nose, had just finished his plea, and was 
drawing his conclusions, so that there was com- 
parative silence at the moment the star entered. 
She thought the time propitious, and began to 
cry out: 

“Wit, gentlemen; who will buy wit?” 

Now it happened that the lawyer who hack 
jast spoken, and the one who was about to speak, 
each saw in this offer an epigram, and, for the 
first time agreed, aceusing thé wit merchant of 
contempt of court. Fortnnately, the chief jus- 
tiee was a man of much wit, and contented 
himself with ordering the stat to be condacted 
from the court room by two police offieers. The 
two officers took the star each by a ray, and led 
her into the street, saying : i 

“ Be thankfal it is no worse; but do not show 
your face here again.” 

The poor star went away in confasion ; but as 
she had resolved not to leave the city without 
selling, she walked on, on, until she arrived at a 
great square in the middle of which stood a 
Grecian temple. 

“Good,” said she, “here is such a tetaple as 
I have seen at Athens, and the Athenians had #0 
much wit that they will desire to buy it, at what- 
ever price.” Then'she began to cry out, “Bay 
wit, Athenians ; buy wit!” 

Two men passed along; one had beneath his 
arm a portfolio, fall of coupons of every descrip- 
tion, the other held a memorandum book, in 
which ho was making figures as he went slong. 

“T think she called us Athenians?” said the 
mat with the portfolio. 

“Je seemed to me I heard something like 
that,” said the man with the memorandum book. 

“What did she mean by Athenians?” asked 
the man with the portfolio. 
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“Tt is probably a new company which has 
just been formed,” replied the man with the 
memorandum book. 

“Buy wit, buy wit!” cried the star, following 
the two speculators. 

“Good!” said the man with the portfolio, 
“another company is about to fail.” And they 
entered the Grecian temple, which was no other 
than the exchange. 

There were buying, selling, paying interest; 
some were offering Spanish coupons, others per- 
sonal credit; those liquid gas, these water at 
one’s dwelling; and everybody was trying to 
find a market for his merchandise. The star 
passed along through all this tumult, crying at 
the top of her voice: 

“Wit, wit! who will buy wit?” 

A stock broker approached her. 

“ What have you for sale there ?” asked he. 

“Wit; do you know what it is ?” 

“T have heard of it.” 

“You ought to buy some, if it be ever so 
little, were it only to make acquaintance with 
it.” 

“Ts it quoted ?” 

“No” 

“ Well, then, what do you expect to do with it 
here ?” 

And turning his back upon the star, he went 
in search of another broker, who pointed out 
the star to a police officer, who demanded her 
card, and seeing that she had none, conducted 
her to the commissary of the quarter, who in 
consideration of her ignorance of the place 
where she had been found, an ignorance demon- 
strated by the nature of the merchandise she 
had attempted to sell there, contented himself 
with ordering her to quit the city within twenty- 
four hours. The star was so weary of the af- 
fronts she had suffered from the inhabitants of 
the city, that she took her way to the nearest 
gate. But at this gate the custom house officer 
stopped her. 

“What have you in this trunk ?” said he. 

“ Wit,” replied the star. 

“Contraband, contraband,” said the officer, 
who pronounced contraband all merchandise, 
with which he was not acquainted. 

And he arrested the poor star, and condemned 
her to pay a fine ; after which two officers seized 
the chest, broke the phials, and poured their con- 
tents into the gutter, like adulterated wine ; while 
two others taking her by the arm, conducted her 
out of the city, enjoining it upon her never to 
set foot there again, under pain of three mofiths’ 
imprisonment. 

Meanwhile, the wit was flowing into the gut- 
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ter. Since that day the ragamuffins who play 
in the gutter, have had more wit than anybody 
else. 

While star No. 1 was going out of the city at 
one gate, star No. 2 was entering it by another, 
erying : 

“ Virtue, virtue! who will buy virtue?” 

The first who heard this singular cry thought 
themselves mistaken ; but the star, fall of con- 
fidence in her merchandise, proclaimed it so 
loudly and so freely that even the most inereda- 
lous had no longer room for doubt. Those who 
heard it, shrugged their shoulders, and said to 
one another : 

“Tt is some mad woman escaped from 
Charenton.” 

The rich added, “ Houses are built so small 
now, and we have already so much furniture, 
where could we put virtue ?” 

The poor muttered, ‘What should we do 
with such valuable merchandise; it is not worth 
the trouble of making sacrifices to buy it, for no 
one would believe we possessed it.” 

The young cavaliers said, “ Virtue! we have 
already two horses, a pack of hounds and a 
jockey ; virtue, in addition, would bea luxury 
which our parents would not allow us.” 

The women said, ‘‘Good! we have trouble 
enough to catch husbands without virtue; what 
should we do with it ?” 

One woman only approached the merehant. 
It was a widow. 

“ How much does virtue cost?” asked he. 

“ Only the trouble of taking care of it.” 

“Tt is too dear,” said the widow. And she 
turned her back on the merchant: 

The lattor, seeing that the inhabitants of the 
city would not come to her, resolved to go to 
them. A door was open, she entered. 

“What do you want ?” asked in a sharp tone, 
a tall, thin, bony woman, whose dog, seemingly 
as surly as herself, began to bark. 

“Pardon me, madam,” replied the star, 
humbly, “I am a merchant.” 

“JT do not want anything.” 

“Everybody wants what I have to sell.” 

“« What is it?” 

“ Virtue. 

“Tf you sell virtue, you will be glad to buy 
ic” 

“Undoubtedly ; why do you ask ?” 

“Because I have some to sell,” said the 
prude. 

“Show it to me; perhaps we can make a 
bargain.” . 

The prude opened the drawer of a toilet- 
table, and took from it some Virtue, so old, so 


am €.0oo0o0le 
Digit 008 & 
~~ - aw det ee, ~ 


: THE TRAVELLING CLERKS. 


pieced, so darned, s0 fall of spots, #0 worm- 
eaten, that it was impossible to tell what it might 
have been twenty years before. 

“ How mach will you give me to sell you this 
virtue?” asked the prade. 

“How much will you give me to buy it?” 
asked the star. 

“ Impertinent,” exclaimed the prude, wresting 
the virtue from the merchant’s bands ; but it was 
so dried up and fragile that it fell to pieces like 
a spider’s web. 

This was a bad affair; the prude threatened 
_ the merchant with a law suit, and the star ran a 

great risk of paying a heavy fine, or even going’ 
to prison. She then offered the prade an entire- 
ly new virtue, instead of that which was worn- 
out. But.the prade made her pack up her mer. 
chandige, and though the star had all sorts of 
virtues, the complainant could not find one to 
suit her. 

The merchant was obliged to offer her an 
indemnity in money. After a long discussion, 
the indemnity was fixed upon. The star drew 
from her pocket three Brabant crowns, and 
politely requested the prude to give her the 
changg. The prade went out on pretence of 
seeking it, and returned with the guard. 

“Here is a woman who entered my house to 
rob me,” said she; “arrest and take her to prison.” 

It was in vain that the star explained, the 
guard, who consisted of foreigners not familiar 
with the language of the country, took her before 
the commissiary of the police. There she stated 
the facts with so much simplicity, that the mag- 
istrates, who knew among other things that the 
prude had no virtue to sell, dismissed the officers, 
and left alone with the accused, asked her what 
were her means of subsistence. The star opened 
her chest, and showed her merchandise. The 
magistrate laughed. 

“ This is a business,” said he, “that the law 
does not recognize, and if you have no other, I 
must request you to leave the city. We have 
our own poor to support.” 

The poor star cast down her head, and went 
out of the city, leaving her chest with the com- 
missary of police, who, in a dinner of that body 
which took place the following New Years’, dis- 
tributed its contents as presents to his comrades. 
It is since that time that police officers have been 
so virtuous. 

On the same day, the third star entered the 
same city. It was she who sold health. 

“Health ; health for sale!” cried she; “who 
will buy health ?” 

“Is it you who have health for sale?” was 
exclaimed in every direction. 
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“Yes. Health for sale! health for sale! who 
will buy ?” 

In less than a minute, there was a large circle 
around her ; everybody asked for it, everybody 
wanted it, the poor star did not know whom to 
listen to first. But most of those who reached 
out their hands to take the fortunate specific, had 
long before destroyed health in themselves, and 
had only the wrecks of bodies; so that health, 
who had some self-respect, was unwilling to re- 
enter the places from whence she had been £0 
ignominionsly driven. 

Others asked, “Is the maintenance of health 
expensive? What does she eat? What does 
she drink; and how must we treat her?” 

And the star replied, “ Health eats with mod- 
eration, drinks pure water, goes to bed early and 
rises with the san.” 

Then the people ehragged their shoulders and 
said : 

“This merchant does not recommend her 
merchandise; one might as well become a 
hermit as to buy it.” 

Meanwhile there wore two classes of individ- 
uals, who said to each other: 

“If this merchandise should find a market, 
we are ruined.” 

These wore the physivians and grave-diggers. 
We said two classes of individuals; we might 
have said a single class; for in this city the 
physicians and grave-diggers have formed a 
partnership under the title of Messrs. Death & Co. 

The grave-diggers and physicians assembled, 
and resolved, at all hazards, to rid themselves of 
the merchant and the merchandise. The grave- 
diggers undertook to take care of the latter, the 
physicians of the former. <A grave-digger 
seized the chest. 

And as the poor star was crying out, ‘ Stop 
thief! they are stealing my health!” a physician 
who was standing at a door, said to her: 

“ Come this way, little one, come this way; 
it shall be restored to you.” 

The merchant saw a man of respectable sap- 
pearance, and well-dressed, though in a some- 
what sombre style. She had confidence in him, 
and accompanied him. He conducted her to the 
hospital. When the poor star recognized the 
place, she wished to leave; but the door was 
shut. She then perceived that she had fallen 
into a snare. 

“Mr. Physician,” said she, “have pity on 
me ; I am perfectly well.” 

“ You are mistaken,” said he, “you are very 
sick.” 

“Bat I have a good appetite.” 

“ A bad symptom.” 
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“T sleep well.” 

“A bad symptom.” 

“I have a clear eye, a calm pulse, a red 
tongue.” 

“Bad symptoms, bad symptoms” 

And as the star, persisting in her assertions 
that she was well, would not undress and go to 
bed, the man in black called four attendants, 
who undressed her by force, and fastened her 
into bed. 

“Ah,” said the physician, “ you pretend to sell 
health, when we sell sickness; instead of pro- 
posing a partnership with us, you come to set up 
in competition ; well, you shall see what you 
shall see.” 

And he called three of his brethren, and they 
had what physicians call a consultation, and 
what the grave-diggers, their partners, call a 
death-warrant. They decided that the star 
should be submitted to pathological treatment, 
the most expeditious of all treatments. First 
they put her on a low diet, Then they took 
from her every day, four pallets of blood. At 
last, under pretence that she slept too much, a 
somnolence which might bring on apoplexy, 
they'tickled her feet every time she closed her 
eyes. 

Fortunately, in her quality of star, the 
merchant of health was immortal. She did not 
die, because she could not; but she was very 
sick. Fortunately, one night her attendant fell 
asleep. The poor star succeeded, one by one, 
in freeing her limbs. Then she crept softly from 
the bed, opened a window, fastened one of her 
sheets to the bars, wrapped herself up in the 
other, and descended into the garden of the 
hospital. 

She climbed over the walls. Once on the 
other side of this deadly enclosure, the star be- 
gan to run with all her might. As the hospital 
was close by the cemetery, people took her, not 
for aminvalid escaping, but fora phantom. The 
sheet in which she was enveloped confirmed this 
opinion. So, instead of attempting to stop her, 
everybody, even the sentinel at the gate of the 
city, stood aside to let her pass, 

“Ah,” exclaimed she, “if Jupiter has a sec- 
ond budget of health to send upon earth, he must 
choose some other merchant than myself.” 

In our quality of historian of these wonderful 
events, we are informed that the grave-digger 
who had stolen the chest from the star, had car- 
ried it to his comrades, telling them what it con- 
tained. Then, altogether had dug an enormous 
hole in the form of a grave in the middle of the 
cemetery, thrown the chest of health into it, and 
covered it up. So that no one had profited by 
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the good will of Jupiter, except the dead. Since 
that time the dead have been in better health 
than the living. 

While they were treacherously conducting the 
star to the hospital, where she would certainly 
have died, if she had not been immortal, a cry 
somewhat analogous to that which had just been 
so unsuccessful, was heard in another quarter of 
the city. It was the fourth star attempting to 
dispose of her merchandise, and crying: 

“Who wishes for long life? Who would live 
forever?) Buy! buy!” 

At this cry the whole city was in commotion. 
A rich banker, who had a house at Paris, at 
Frankfort, at New York, at Vienna and at Lon- 
don, ordered his agent to raise as many millions 
as would be necessary to buy the whole box for 
himself; but there was a disturbance, people 
cried out against the monopoly, and hung the 
banker. 

Then the king, who was a good king, declared 
by an edict that long life should be sold pub- 
licly, and that every one, except criminals con- 
demned to death, should have the right to buy it 
according to his means. Immediately each ap- 
proached the star with one hand full of money, 
and the other empty. 

“Long life! long life!’ said the buyers; 
“here is money, take my money.” 

“At your service, gentlemen and ladies,” 
replied the star; “ but have you provided your- 
selves with the merchandise which my three 
sisters had for sale ?” 

“ And what did your sisters have for sale?” 
asked the buyers, eager to possess the precious 
merchandise. 

“ The first sold wit, the second virtue, and the 
third health.” 

“We did not buy any.” 

“Then,” replied the merchant of long life, “I 
am sorry, for without wit, virtue or health, long 
life would have no value.” 

And the merchant closed her chest, refusing to 
sell her merchandise to those who had not had 
sense enough to buy that of her three sisters. Her 
chest closed, she found that she had, without 
noticing it, a bit of the precious commodity in 
her hand. It was a small piece of long life, 
only about three centuries. A parrot was near, 
on his perch. 

“Have you breakfasted, Jacquot ?” asked the 
star, 

“No, Margot,” replied the parrot. 

The star began to laugh, and gaye him the 
piece she held in her hand. The parrot ate it 
to the last cramb. Since that time parrots have 
lived three hundred years, 
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At this moment, the merchant of long Tift, 
who was looking at the parrot as it was eating 
its morsel, heard a great tamalt; she distin- 
guished these words : 

“ Honor! honor! who will buy honor t” 

Tt was the fifth star making her entrance into 
the city. All those people who had refdsed to 
buy wit, virtue and health, and who had jst 
been refused long life, were furious. 

At this cry, “Honor! honor! who will lay 
honor ?” they resolved not to purctiase honor, 
but to seize upon it, and if possible, have it for 
nothing. Consequently, they fell upon the poor 
star, who, seeing herself thus menaced, opened 
her box and shook it. A thousand things fell 
from it. There were crosses, titles, ribbons, 
golden keys, epaulettes. 

Everybody rushed at some article and carried 
it off, each believing that he had seeured honor, 
while the canning star had distributed only hon- 
ors, which are not the same thing. True honor 
had remained at the bottom of the chest, as hope 
was left at the bottom of Pandora’s box. Since 
that time honor has been rare and honors 
common. 

Meanwhile, the sixth star arrived, exclaim- 
ing, “‘ Pleasures ! who wishes to bay pleasures ¢”’ 

Everybody thronged around her. Those who 
had secured a good share of honors, wished also 
to appropriate pleasures, and with their crosses 
in their button-holes, their titles in their pockets, 
their ribbons around their necks, their golden 
keys hanging from their vests, their epaulettes 
on their shoulders, advanced with the others to 
have their share of pleasures. 

But the others thought these gentlemen abused 
their good fortune; they called them greedy, 
there was a riot. They wrested the box from 
the hands of the star, and it was in tarn wrested 
from their hands. Amid all this confusion, it 
fell on the pavement, was broken, and pleasures 
rolled in every direction. 

The result was, that, instead of each seizing 
the pleasure suited to him, they were divided, 
not according to appropriateness, but by chance. 
‘Women had hunting ; men, laces and ornaments ; 
the gouty, dancing; the paralytic, walking; the 
deaf, music; the blind, painting. In short, no 
one had what he would have chosen ; co all were 
dissatisfied, and censured the merchant. Which 
seeing, she took to her heels and fied, instead of 
asking for her money. Since that time pleasures 
have been unequally distributed. 

And whén the poor merchant of pleasures, 
who had just seen her merchandise so boldly 
pillaged, had gone out of the city, she perceived 
her seventh sister, the one who was to sell riches, 
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fainting in the ditch beetde the road. The mer- 
chant of pleasures ran to her, sat down beside 
her, laid her head on her knee, and applied salts 
to her nose. But it was not without difficulty 
that the seventh star was restored to herself. On 
recovering, she told her story as follows: 

“Hardly had I eome im sight of the city, 
hardly had I had tho imprudence to say that I 
had riches for sale, than the men fell upon me, 
robbed me, and left me for dead, as you have 
seen.” 

“Bat who were these wretches?” asked the 
other stars, who had approached her. 

“ Bandits?” 

“ Vagabonds ?” 

“Men dying with hanger” 

“ They were millionaires, my sisters,” sighed 
the seventh star. 

And when the seven stars had returned to 
heaven, and related to him who had sent them, 
how they had been treated here below, Jupiter 
frowned. But Neptune and Pluto burst out a 
laughing. 

“We told you, sire,” exclaimed they, “that 
your idea was a comical one.” 

And they repeated, in choras, “O, what s 
comical ideal’ And Jupiter, at last, was of 
their opinion. 





A NOVEL BESIGN. 

M. Leon Scott, of Paris, has devised a method 
for obtaining the vibrations of the human voice 
expressed in signs, written, so to say, by the 
voice itself. The human ear is found, as is well 
known, on examination, to be chiefly composed 
of a tube ending in the tympanum, an inclined 
vibrating membrane. It is also well known that 
sound is transmitted with extraordinary purity 
and rapidity through tabular conduits, and it 
would appear that, if there were mo disturbing 
causes, the transmission might be continued to 
an incredible distance without any diminution of 
intensity. There is an experiment on record, 
tried by M. Biot, who, placing himself at one of 
the extremities of a tubular aquedact 950 metres 
in length, carried on a conversation in a low 
voice with another person situated at the oppo- 
site extremity. These facts have been turned 
to account by M. Scott in the following manner : 
a tubular conduit receives the vibrations of the 
human voice at one of its extremities, shaped 
like a fannel; at the other extremity there is a 
vibrating membrane, to which a very light pen- 
cil or stylus is attached. This stylus rests upom 
8 slip of paper, covered with a coating of lamp- 
black, and is made by the aid of clockwork to 
unroll from a cylinder while the person whose 
voice is to be experimented upon is speaking. 
The stylus, in receiving the vibrations of the | 
voice throt the tube, marks the paper with 
undulating lines expressing the different inflec- 
one Ti ese lines are afterwards indelibly Axed 

taking photographic impressions of them.—N. 
Y. Trae 
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THE PROMISED HOUR. 


BY GEORGE P. MORRIS. 
Peneremnabpeasns 





‘The fountains serenade the flowers, 
Upon their silver lute; 

And, nestied in thelr leafy bowers, 
‘The forest birds are mute: 

The bright and glittering hosts above 
Unbar the golden gates, 

While nature holds her court of love, 
And for her client waits. 

Then, Indy, wake—in beauty rise! 
"Tis now the promised hour, 

When torches kindle in the skies, 
To light thee to thy bower. 


The day we dedicate to care— 
To love the witching night! 
For all that’s beautiful and faie 
Tn hours like these unite. 
Even thus the sweets to flow'rets given— 
‘The moonlight on the tree— 
And all the bliss of earth and heaven, 
_Are mingled, love, in thee, 
Then, lady, wake—in beauty rise! 
"Tis now the promised hour, + 
‘When torches kindle in the skies, 
To light thee to thy bower. 
ir 


NIGHT ON THE MOUNTAIN. 





BY EDGAR L. HAMMOND. 





For three days I had been travelling on horse- 


back with a friend, through the hilly region of 


one of our Northern States, and now we had not 
more than two-thirds of our journey accom- 
plished. Night was coming on again, when we 
found ourselves, weary and hungry, at the foot 
of a huge mountain which had loomed up before 
us in the distance, long and long since, from the 
plain below, and which it had seemed that we 
should never reach. We had passed no human 
dwelling for hours; not a sign of life lay in 
sight; the gloom around us grew deeper every 
moment, the wind moaned and muttered com- 
plainingly, and clouds, wild, black and threat- 
ening, their edges lurid with the departing sun- 
set, were piled upon the summit of the moun- 
tain, warning us of the tempest which was just 
at hand. 7 ’ . 
However severe it might prove, we had no 
shelter from it—at least, no safe one. Behind 
us lay only the forest we had just traversed ; 
above us, height upon height, arose bristling 
woods of pine and fir to the very summit of the 
ascent, hiding the narrow road which led over 
the mountain. My companion cast a rapid, 
jorough, quiet glance over the scene before 1s— 


oe the thunder. 
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“This storm seems to be'coming on fast,” he 
said. “ It will be hardly safe to meet it up you- 
der, Let us look about us, and seek some 
shelter. Some hollowed rock, or overhanging 
crag hereabouts may possibly afford it.” 

We dismounted, and securing our horses, 
commenced to explore gn either side the broken 
and declivitous ground, thinly scattered here and 
there with trees which skirted the base of the 
mountain. Our search proved of little avail. 

“Come—let us push on, then,” I said to 
Harleigh—* let us push on, Walter; we may 
discover some harboring nook farther up, after 
all. At least we shall be no worse off than we 
should be here.” 

We re-mounted, and continued to follow the 
rocky path, which now began to grow more steep, 
and at length to wind along almost entirely in 
shadow, beneath the thick growth of spruce, pine 
and fir, which clothed gradually with denser 
luxuriance the mountain-side. As we proceeded, 
the wind muttered and moaned more wildly, 
stealing with a low, wailing sound through. the 
trees, that hegan to bow their tall crests before it, 
while their heavy branches swayed hither-and 
thither, filling the atmosphere with the most 
powerful aromatic odor; and heavier, and more 
threatening grew the masses of cloud that dark- 
ened and spread every instant more rapidly over 
the mountain, and rendered the gloom about 
almost as deep as that of midnight. 

We rode on at our best pace, and the greater 
part of the time in silence. As yet, no place of 
shelter presented itself. More and more thickly 
Wooded grew the way on either side the sinuous 
path we followed, and rank-growing underbrush 
choked up the natrow intervals between the 
trees. The darkness became deeper, we could 
hardly discern our way; more than once our 
horses stumbled, but we kept on. And now the 
violence of the wind increased ; down the steep 
descent it rushed, and tore, and raved, shrieking 
through the tossing branches, that bent and 
twisted with its might, and swayed before it like 
reeds. “Harleigh’s cap was torn from his head, 
and whirled away ina twinkling. It was not 
the time to think of stray caps then. We could 
hardly take care of ourselves; it was impossible 
to speak—almost to breathe. We were foreed 
to bend our heads. almost to aur horses’ necks, 
before the irresistible fury of the element that 
assailed us. Darker and darker it grew. Snd- 


denly there was a blinding flash of light—a burst, 


a erash of thunder almost deafening in its vio- 
lence, that rent the atmosphere on every side, 
and continued for nearly a full minute before its 
might was spent. Our horses reared instantly, 
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trembling in every joint with fear, and snorting 
wildly. It was with difficulty we could control, 
much less pacify the frightened creatares. It 
was not until the last, long, low, rolling sound 
had died away in the distance, thas we could 
bring them to their feet again. 

And now the rain came sweeping down the 
mountain side, not in drops, but in sheets—in 
torrents of water. The density of the foliage 
overhead partially protected us from this for a 
time; but as soon as we pressed on, the path be- 
came more open, the pines more thinly scattered, 
and now we were exposed to the full force of the 
storm. It came ina very deluge, drenching us 
to the skin in an instant. The lightning shone 
forth again ; flash followed flash, lighting up the 
gloom, and showing to us the dreariness of the 
prospect around, while the roar and rattle of the 
thunder became almost incessant, and our horses 
in their fright, were nearly ungovernable. It 
required our strongest effort to keep them under 
control. I could feel Ali trembling under mo— 
while the lightning showed me his beantifal 
eyes, dilated and wild with terror, his small ears 
laid back, and his delicate nostrils quivering. 
Poor fellow! I patted his arching neck, and 
smoothed his fine mane, which was streaming 
with water, and spoke to him in the low, tender, 
caressing tones that I knew he loved so well. 
He understood and answered me in his old, 
affectionate way, but the shrill, tremulous sound 
he uttered was fall of distress, almost haman. 

The wind no longer raved, but the rain rushed 
down as incessantly as ever, in a steady torrent 
sweeping over the mountain-side. For a few 
moments at this point, the lightning ceased, and 
the thunder was silent. Suddenly Harleigh 
uttered a brief ejaculation, and at the same mo- 
ment Ali gave asharp, shrill neigh. 

“ What is it ?” I asked of my companion. 

“Don’t you see? Look up—yonder—” 

Even as he spoke, my glance had caught, far 
distant, the gleam of a light—a single starlight 
ray, that shone cheerfully through the storm. I 
comprehended the satisfaction of my friend. 
This solitary beacon was the light shining from 
some farm-house window. It scarcely required 
the impulse we gave to our horses, to urge them 
onward now. Already they had perceived, by 
their instantaneous and unfailing instinct, that 
a shelter was near, and joyfully they pressed on 
to reach it. We rode rapidly along; down 
rushed the rain more violently than ever, again 
the lightning flashed, and the thunder burst 
above us with almost terrific power. The horses 
shrunk and trembled again in every limb—but 
only pushed on the more eagerly toward the 
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place where our beacon-light wes barning.— 
It seemed very far away, and I almost thought 
the longer we rode, the more distant it appeared. 
Still we kept on. At length we lost it. Har- 
leigh, as well as I, had kept it hitherto in view ; 
wo had never, elther of us, taken our cyes from 
it, 20 far. As we lost sight of it, an exclama- 
tion broke from the lips of each. But our horses 
seemed to know better than we; they had their 
instinct to guide them, which was an advantage 
over our simple sense of sight, which had just 
been put so completely at fault. They seemed 
to increase their speed, as they proceeded through 
the storm, with the elements still warring around 
im unabated fury. Again we entered beneath 
the trees, and continued our way in almost utter 
darkness for a long time—a darkness only made 
visible at times by the faint gleam of the light- 
ning, that barely penetrated the heavy, dense 
canopy of foliage overhead. And again we 
emerged from the trees upon the open mountain 
—to discern, to our infinite relief, the light we 
had lost, shining just before us, certainly not 
more than the distance of a quarter of a mile. 
It was only the trees that had hid it from us. 
Nearer we rode, and nearer; and presently saw 
by a bright flash ot lightning, that now played 
less sharply, and for a longer time over the 
horizon, that we were approaching, as we had 
supposed, a farm-house, which we perceived to 
be of ample size, and comfortable appearance, 
and surrounded by well-fenced fields. It stood 
on the left of the path we pursued, from which 
a winding avenue led up to its porch, and there, 
shining from the windows, from which the cur- 
tains had been drawn, was the light which had 
guided us on. It was with feelings of relief, 
that we rode up to it from the road ; and our 
horses gave once more a shrill neigh of pleasure 
as we dismounted before the door. 

The sound of their voices seemed to have 
attracted the attention of the people within, even 
before we ourselves had taken measures to inform 
them of our proximity ; for even as I raised the 
heavy brass knocker, in order to summon them, 
there was a sound within as of some one ap- 
proaghing, a sound audible without, despite the 
roar and rush of the storm, and the door was 
opened without delay. 

It was evidently the master of the house that 
made his appearance ; a tall, stout, good natured 
looking man, dressed in homespun, and bearing 
in his brown band a lantern, which he swung 
aloft as he stepped out upon the sill, taking a 
quick survey of us and our condition, as the 
rays of its light fell upon us, with our drenched 
figures in the foreground, and the poor horses 
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with their glossy coats reeking, and their long 
manes streaming with rain, just behind. 

He gave us hardly time to make known our 
petition for shelter and rest; exclaiming, as he 
beheld our situation : 

“Well, that’s too bad, I declare! Soaked 
through and through, and half dead, I'll be 
bound—goed evening, sirs! Seem to be in a 
pooty bad plight. Come in—come in! Here 
you—Jack—Thomas!” and he turned his head 
towards a door on the left of the passage. 
«Here, you—somebody cell Josh, and take care 
of these strangers’ hosses !”” 

The deor opened, as we stepped across the 
sill, letting out a stream of light and warmth 
from the farm kitchen, from which one or two 
stout lads were issuing. At the same moment 
there appeared around the corner of the house, 
a man, also evidently one of the “hands,” 
buttoned ep to the chin, and dripping with rain. 
It was “Josh” himself, a brown-haired, blue- 
eyed, freckled-faced specimen of humanity, with 
a broad, good-natured countenance, that ex- 
pressed infinite pity at the sight of our condition, 
as he declared sympathizingly, that we were in 
“‘consid’able of a bad fix,” and forthwith took 
our horses in hend. He had just been down to 
“see arter the critters” around the farm ; and 
‘our poor beasts, drenched and weary, were 
straightway led off to be cared for by Josh, and 
share the ebundant comforts that were supplied 
to the creatures belonging te this hospitable 
dwelling, in the shape of good food and warm 
shelter. 

Meanwhile, our kind host led us into the 
kitchen, where a bright fire blazed on the broad 
hearth, and one or two of the help were stirring 
about ; the two lads whom we had noticed, having 
taken themselves off to help Josh, with an ac- 
tivity and readiness that manifested the general 
prevalence of the spirit of hospitality which 
greeted us with such welcome warmth. 

We had reason to be grateful for the welcome 
offered us so freely ; but it was with reluctance 
that we saw the inconvenience to which we were 

likely to put the kindly dwellers in this hospita- 
ble place. We expressed our gratitude to our 
host fer his warm-hearted reception, and begged 
that we might pat him to no further trouble on 
‘our account. But he seemed to be ignorant of 
such a thing as inconvenience. In an instant he 
had caused the kitchen table to be drawn out, 
white the two girls proceeded to lay the cloth ; 
and then, lighting a lamp, he signified his desire 
that we should follow him up stairs to exchange 
a portion of onr wet clothing for some dry. 

We demurred from this; merely requesting 
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the favor of permission to dry our garments as 
we stood before the kitchen fire. But he urged 
that there was no necessity for this.. We followed 
him, therefore. In our portmanteau, the oil- 
skin covering of which the rain had failed to 
penetrate, we had a supply of dry linen: Con- 
ducted to a chamber, our host soon supplied us 
with other articles of attire, chiefly belonging to 
himself and his sons, whom we found to be the 
lads who had accompanied Josh to see after the 
comfort of our beasts. We accepted this pro- 
vision with thanks, and afterwards returned with 
our host to the kitchen, where the wet clothing 
we had removed was hung before the fire to dry, 
and we were seated before a well-furnished table, 
and requested cordially to make ourselves “ to 
hum.” It scarcely need be said that we did so. 
An ample meal, added to the glow and warmth 
surrounding us, dissipated the utter wretehedness 
of the preceding hour. When we had finished, 
our host conducted us to a pleasant parlor, on 
the other side of the passage, which, though no 
other occupant than ourselves appeared, gave 
tokens by the feminine belongings—books, sew- 
ing and knitting-work piled in a basket, on a 
workstand by the hearth—of the presence of one 
of the gentler sex. 

This person, we soon found, was the sister of 
our host, who, he informed us, had gone to see a 
room prepared for us. She appeared presently, 
and welcomed us as cordially as though we had 
been neighbors instead of strangers. The kind- 
ness that met us on every side, we could not 
sufficiently appreciate. An hour passed away in 
cheerful conversation around the hearth, during 
which time we gave our warm-hearted host and 
hostess some information regarding ourselves, 
and our business in that part of the country, 
imparting it freely, though they asked us no 
questions, judging it to be but right that they 
should know something of the strangers whom 
they so nobly entertained. We were shortly 
joined by the farmer’s two sons, bright and in- 
telligent lads, of seventeen and nineteen years 
of age—boys still, thongh nearly as tall as their 
father, 

No mother joined ourfiresidegroup. She was 
dead. ‘Chey showed us the next morning where 
she lay—down under the willows, by the stream 
that flowed around the mountain-side at the foot 
of the farm-garden. 

A little while, and our number broke up. 
Harleigh and I retired tothe room prepared for 
us, just as the storm, with its evanescent fury 
spent, was clearing off to the northwest. The 
moor was shining soft and fair over the whole 
landscape before we slept, , 


Dwiizes by GOOLE 


a er | 


A DISPUTE SETWEEN MES OF HONOR 


The next morning the sun rose gloriously and 
without aclond. An early hour saw us ready 
to resume our way, returning earnest thanks to 
our worthy entertainers for their hospitality, of 
which we afterwards took opportunity to express 
our sense in a more substantial way. Though 
the first, it was notour last visit there; Harleigh 
aad I have visited the place more than once 
since, and always met with a welcome as warm 
as that which greeted us on that memorable 
night of which I have written. 





A VOLUBLE DRUNKEN MAN. 

If there be one sight in the world more sa- 

remely ridiculous—perhaps even more ridicu- 
Rus than saddening—it 1s that of a voluble 
dronken man. Such an one we saw the other 
day, reclining on his elbow, within two feet 
of the end of the wharf, off from which had 
he fallen he would assuredly have been drowned. 
On being asked what he was doing there, he 
replied: “None o’-your bisness; wish I wat 
an Indian !—that’s all J hope! My uncle wanted 
me to go up to Round-Hampton, North-bill 
brandy-and-water-cure office! Ha! ha! ho! ho! 
Ketch mo at that. Miz’able place—miz‘able !” 
« Where do you live, and whatis your business ?” 
“I'm living here, just at present—ha! ha! ha!— 
and my bizness is alawyer.” ‘‘ Do you practise?” 
“ Not at present; did last week ; case of assault, 
with attempt to batter; got beat by a miz’able 
-pet-pe-Perifogger!” Poor fellow !—Bee. 





PHYSICIANS AS EVIDENCE. 


In the trial of Ira Stout, at Rochester, N. Y., 
for the murder of Mr. Littles, the testimony of 
physicians sent by the coroner to examine the 
Frvonet in his cell, for the purpose of obtaining 
evidence against him, wes offered, but objected 
to, as coming under the statute of New York 
which excludes the evidence of a physician rela- 
tive to matters of confidence with his patient. 
There was a difference of opinion among the 
jadges, as to whether the testimony should be 
allowed, but the majority were for a liberal con- 
struction of the law, and sustained the objection, 
on the ground that the prisoner had reason to 
believe that the physicians came to him to ad-~ 
minister for his relief, and that therefore the dis- 
trict attorney was not at liberty to prove by them 
the condition in which they found him. 





THINK OF IT! 

How many of both sexes, from overloading 
their brains, and underworking their bodies, 
have sank prematurely into their graves! How 
many have become tenants of lunatic asylums! 
How many the victims of chronic dyspepsia, and 
all manner of nervous disorders ! hat is the 
value of any conceivable amount of learning to 
him frame has become enfeebled and 
broken down by the intense and protracted labor 
of acquiring it? If the head has become the 
veriest storehouse of knowledge, of what use is 
it to the person, whose fingers are too feeble to 
turn the key! It is the bow of Ulysses, in the 
hands of the suitors.—Medical Journal. 
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A DISPUTE BETWEEN MEN OF HONOR. 

The pleasant satirical “ Pickwick papers” fur- 
nish the following amusing description of a 
dispute between two young gentlemen of honor, 
which seems to have been conducted with much 
spirit on both sides. 

The belligerents vented their feelings of mu- 
tual contempt for some time in a variety of frown- 
ings and sneerings, until at last, the scorbutic 
youth felt it necessary to come toa more explicit 
understanding on the matter, when the following 
clear understanding took place. 

, Sawyer,” said the scorbutic youth, in a loud 
voice. 

“ Well, Noddy,” replied Mr. Bob Sawyer. 

“T should te ery terry; Sawyer,” said Mr. 
Noddy, “to create unpleasantness at my 
friend's table, and much less at yours, Sawyer— 
very; but I must take this opportunity of in- 
forming Mr. Gunter that he is no gentleman.” 

“And I should be very sorry, Sawyer, to 
create any disturbance in the street in which you 
reside,” said Mr. Gunter, “but I’m afraid I 
shall be under the necessity of alarming the 
neighbors by throwing the person who has just 
spoken out of the window.” 

“What do you mean by that?” inquired Mr. 


Noddy. 

“What I aa replied Mr. Gunter. 

“T should like to see you do it, sir,” said Mr. 
Noddy. 

“ You shall feel me do it in about half a minute, 
sir,” replied Mr. Gunter. 

“T request that you'll favor me with your 
card, sir?’ said Mr. Noddy. 

“YH do nothing of the kind, sir,” replied Mr. 
Gunter. i 

“ Why not, sir?” inquired Mr. Noddy. 

“ Because you'll stick it up over your chimney- 
pices, and delude your visitors into the false be- 

jief that a gentleman has becn to see you, sir,” 
replied Gunter. ¥ 

“A friend of mine shall wait on you in the 
morning,” said Mr. Noddy. 

“Sir, Ym very much obliged to you for the 
caution, and I’ll leave particular directions with 
the servants to lock up the spoons,” replied Mr. 
Gunter. 

At this point the remainder of the guests in- 
terposed, and remonstrated with both purties on 
the impropriety of their conduct, on which Mr. 
Noddy begged to state that his father was quite 
as respectable as Mr. Gunter’s father, and that 
his father's eon was as good aman as Mr. Guater, 
any day in the week. 

As this announcement seemed the prelude to 
&@ re-commencement of the dispute, there was 
another interference on the part of the company ; 
and a vast quantity of talking and clamoring 
ensued, in the course of which Mr. Noddy grad- 
ually allowed his feelings to overpower him, and 
professed that he had ever entertained a devoted 
personal attachment toward Mr. Gunter. To 
this Mr. Gunter replied, that, upon the whole, he 
rather preferred Mr. Noddy to his own brother. 
On hearing which admission, Mr. Noddy a 
nanimously rose from his seat, and proffered his 
hand to Mr. Gunter. Mr. Gunter grasped it with 
affecting fervor ; and everybody suid that the dis- 
pute had been conducted in a manner which was 
highly honorable to both parties. 
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GRIEF AND SMILES. 





BY MAS. BROWNING, 





T have a smiling face, she sald, 
Thave a jest for all I meet, 

I have a garland for my head, 
And all its flowers are sweet,— 

And fo you call me gay, she sald. 


Grief taught to me this amile, she said, 
‘And Wrong did teach this jesting bold; 
‘These flowers were plucked from garden-bed 
While a death chime was tolled— 
And whet now will you say !—she sald. 


’ 


Behind no prison gate, she said, 

Which slurs the sunshine half a mile, 
Are captives #0 uncomforted, 

As souls behind s smile. 
God's pity let us pray, she sald. 





TURNING THE TABLES: 
—oR,— 
HAPPY IN SPITE OF ONE'S TEETH. 
. A LOVE TEST FOR THE LADIES. 


BY MRS. H. MARION STEPHENS, 


“ Wext ; and in the next place ?” 

“Tam ashamed to own it, even to you, Laura 
—certainly, to any other person the tortures of 
the inquisition couldn’t wring it fram me—Laura, 
I am five years older than William Lawton.” 

* Most enormous discrepancy in age. I would 


laugh at you, only you look so grave and seri- | 


ous. Why, my husband is all of twenty years 
older than I am, and wHere will you find a 
happier couple ?” 

“ Ay, but the difference—” 

“The difference between tweedle dum and 
tweedle dee. I thought you had too much mind 
of your own to dwell upon any sach subject as 
that.” 

“Tcan’t help it; five years is not much now, 
but fifteen or twenty years hence, when he will 
be in the very prime and vigor of his manhood, 
and I—ugh! I shudder to think of it. If the 
difference was on his side, if he was ten, fifteen, 
or even twenty years my senior, I should rather 
like it. I think under any and every circum- 
stance a man should have the advantage of his 
wife in point of years. There are certain ex- 
periences and phases in a man’s life which must 
be encountered before he is prepared to be a good 
and faithfal husband. Say what they like of the 
temptations of woman, those of man are ten to 
her one, Look at the unequal matches that have 
come under our own observation. There are 
the Moretons, for instance—a reflex of my fature, 
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should I be mad enough to marry William 
Lawton—Mr. Moreton, in the very strength and 
vigor of his manhood, fond of excitement, fond 
of gaiety, fond of society—the very life of any 
company he may chance to be in—see the admi. 
tation he excites; see how he is courted and 
feted, and petted by women of all grades and 
ages; why they seem to ignore the very exist- 
ence of # wife’s claims upon his time and affee- 
tions, and all becausé she happens to be old and 
broken down, and too feeble to enjoy the style of 
boisterous amusements which he seems to relish. 
Why, Laura, if I was in that woman’s place I 
should grow mad—I should grow wicked—I 
should do something horrible. It is hard enough 
to bear now, William’s sometimes deferential at- 
tentions to other women—hard enough when I 
have no claim upon them—but if he was my 
husband I could not bearthem. I must have all 
or nothing ; so you see yourself how impossible 
it is that I should ever become the wife of Wiliam 
Lawton.” 

“You are making mountains out of molehills, 
Mary; trying to be frightened at shadows. 
What you say about the Moretons might happen 
to the best regulated of matches. It is the dif- 
ference in their dispositions, not in their ages. 
Mr. Moreton, as you say, is fall of happy, whole- 
some, ardent life; Mrs. Moreton is miserably 
jealous, passes her whole spare time in invent- 
ing torments for him, and in trying to defeat his 
schemes for happiness. She is one of the, fortu- 
nately, few specimens of our sex who make a 
man disgusted with the word home. I have 
known them from their earliest marriage. I 
have watched the pertinacity with which he 
waited upon his wife’s requirements, seen how 
he tried to win her into a love for his pleasures, 
and failing in that, to assimilate himself to hers ; 
but finding everything unavailing, that the harder 
he tried to please her, the further he was from 
his purpose, he became tired at last’ and deter- 
mined, at least, to please himself. If it were 
possible for us to look down through all tho 
shams of life, into the secret heart, we should 
find the history of the Moretons no isolated one. 
But come, we have heen talking from cxternals, 
let us talk from tho heart; do you love William 
Lawton ?” 

“Laura, Laura, you are presuming too far, 
even for an intimate friend ; that is my secret.” 

“O, very well, very well. I am your friend, 
too sincerely your friend to look upon you risking 
your happiness for a shadow, without giving my 
word of warning. Zam older than you, Mary, 
and from circumstances which it is not necessary 
to name, have had large experience of life. Wil 
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liam Lawton loves you now, deeply and well. 
It may not be his first love; most men of his age 
have had their apprenticeship to the tender pas- 
sion ; but if that love was met by you with a 
love as strong, as fond and as tender, if it was 
nartured and cherished as man’s love should be 
nurtured and cherished, it would be his last. I 
say this now, for it is the last time I shall ever 
speak to you upon the subject. Think upon it 
well, for the happiness of two lives depends upon 
your decision.” 

Her good friend was gone, and Mary Stetson 
was alone. In another parlor in the same hotel 
where Mary Stetson made it her home, sat a 
young man, evidently suffering greatly from that 
very uncomfortable and by no means desirable 
visitor, impatience. And a very handsome 
young man he was too, you would see that at 
once. He had splendid eyes ; large, frank, wide- 
open eyes, that were gray when sunlight warmed 
them, and black by gaslight; eyes that you 
would have trusted, and have been willing to 
swear by, if occasion required it, and that you 
would have known were an index to a true and 
manly heart. There was a shadow in them now, 
and a wrinkle or two in the full, broad brow, 
which was not usually to be found there. He 
was very restless, too, seeming to have neither 
eyes nor ears for anything but a certain door 
leading into the great hall, which he cvidently 
was anxious to see open. 

“What a time she has been,” he muttered to 
himself, flinging away the book he was pretend- 
ing to read. “Icould have done the business 
in half the time, got either a ‘ yes’ or ‘no ;’ con- 
found it all, when women do get together—O, 
here you are, at last. Well?” 

“Not too well, William,” replied his visitor, 
dropping pettishly upona lounge. “I havodone 
the best I could for you, but she is so ridiculously 
sensitive to her age. Thirty, well it is no joking 
matter, but as I tell her, if you don’t find any 
fault, I don’t seo why she need.” 

“Thirty? She don’t begin to look so old as 
that. But what has that to do with it? She’s 
handsome, clever, talented ; all that a man need 
look for in a wife; besides, I love het, and deny 
it asshe may, she loves me. O, you needn’t 
smile, my vanity, you think it; you needn’t. A 
man must be very stupid, and very unobservant 
if he do not find some method to sound the heart 
he prizes, to determine whether a woman loves 
him, or merely likes him. I have sounded her 
heart. I know there is a something in the way, 
some obstacle, without which, she would be most 
fgnd, most tender, most true. A wife to help 
and encourage her husband, to be a companion, 
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instead of a petted doll baby—a woman who, 
knowing herself to be in the right, would have 
strength enough of purpose to contest her opin- 
ions, and stick to them through thick and thin. 
That’s the sort of woman I want for a wife. I 
don’t expect an angel, and as for a few years, 
more or less—” 

“Tf you will only argue with her in that 
way.” 

“Iwill. There is nothing else for it. Per- 
haps when she knows I am aware of her objec- 
tion, I can laugh her out of it. I'll go now; she 
is in her parlor?” 

“Tleft her there. Success to you.” 

“I say, can’t you fling an old shoe after me, 
for lack? They say that’s certain to bring 
success.”” 

While Mrs. Fleurie and William Lawton, for 
he it was, as of course the reader is aware, were 
thus engaged in discussing Mary Stetson, she 
sat where her friend had left her, engrossed in 
the most perplexing thought. . 

Mary Stetson was an orphan, rich, well-born, 
highly educated, and a star in the highest circles 
of fashion. She was not by any means a beauty, 
yet her stately figure, her commanding presence, 
and a certain intellectual something, more easily 
understood than described, gave her a reputation 
for beauty which the real connoisseur would fail 
to detect. Her position in society, together with 
an unusual fascination of manner, made her 
many admirers, nor must it be supposed that she 
had reached the age of thirty, without formal 
proposals for her heart and hand. They were 
all rejected, of course, else I should not now be 
writing her haps and mishaps. Then came Wil- 
liam Lawton to the city, and singularly enough, 
to board at the same hotel with herself. His 
position as a young lawyer of uncommon ability, 
his high breeding, and indisputable reputation, 
together with his handsome face and form,-very 
shortly interested the select circle in which Mary 
Stetson moved, to an unusual degree. As Mrs. 
Fleurie used to say, more pretty girls were ready 
to fall at his feet or into his arms, if he would 
only open them wide enough, than yor could 
shake a stick at; and it wasn’t the girls alone— 
young widows, rich, elegant, and revelling in the 
best of this world’s treasures, were equally emu- 
lous of sharing their substance with the hand- 
some young lawyer. Hewas a sensible men, or 
all this devotion would in the end have made a 
fop of him. Mary Stetson was by no means the 
least to admire him. He was just the style of 
person she had often sought, but never found. 
He was so noble in principle, so manly in senti- 
ment, not at all egotistic, as his great talent 
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might have warranted him in being, but open, 
frank, fearless in argument, never thinking it be- 
neath his manhood to acknowledge an error if 
he discovered himself to be in one. All of this 
fed the admiration of Miss Stetson, until, after 
the companionship of two pleasant years, she 
made the discovery that William Lawton was 
considerably more to her warm woman’s heart 
than a younger brother, the footing upon which 
they had stood. Then came the struggle. She 
would die before William should know she had 
given him her heart ; ay, given ithim unsolicited, 
there was the greater shame. What did she do? 
Why just what you or I, dear lady, would not 
have done unless we wanted to show our hand 
and call the game. Where she had been frank, 
tender and sisterly, she grew as cold as if she 
was engaged by contract todo the freezing for 
the whole city ; where she had been accustomed 
to meet him with a warm clasping of heart and 
hand, she now recognized him only by the state- 
liest of her stately courtesies. William Lawton 
‘was not the man to let this state of things ‘con- 
tinue long. He insisted upon seeing her alone, 
and having accomplished that almost impossible 
feat, burst into such a torrent af eloquence, im- 
pulse and love, that before he left her, drawing 
her to him, and looking through her eyes straight 
down into her betrayed heart, he won a womanly 
confession, which, weak as it was, called forth 
from him many.an answering vow, and quite as 
amany kisses as there was any occasion for under 
the circumstances. A happier man never lived, 
for the next few weeks, than was William Law- 
ton. He was an engaged man—engaged to the 
only woman he could ever hope to love, and 
meyer was astonishment more apparent than 
when his betrothed came to him with tears in her 
eyes, begging him to cancel the engagement. It 
was her thirtieth birthday. Twenty-nine had 
mot seemed so terrible many years; but thirty! 
the best of a woman’s life was gone at thirty. 
She dwelt upon it, until it became a monomania 
with her, yet her sense of the ridiculous was so 
strong that she dared not tell him. There was 

. an obstacle to their union—that was the only 
onsolation she would give him. Thus matters 
stood when he enlisted Mary’s friend, Mrs. 
Bleurie, in his behalf. The reader already knows 
the result of her mission. 

When William Lawton reached Mary’s parlor, 
he found the door slightly ajar, sufficiently so as 
to admit of his seeing without being seen. He 
had no intention of listening, he was too much 
of a man for that; but the hope which had held 

» in Mrs. Fleurie’s presence, deserted him 
approached his sweetheart’s presence. 
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Mary had risen, and was standing at the pier 
glass, gazing intently upon her face, Not a 
wrinkle, not the faintest semblance of a crow’s- 
foot, not the smallest apology for a silver thread 
among her dark braids, The fresh, earnest 
face she gazed upon might have been twenty in- 
stead of thirty, so smooth and unworn as it was. 
And well it might be fresh. Until now, no great 
emotion had swept the blue yeins into knots on 
that fair forehead ; no scathing passion had lett 
its place upon that rounded cheek. 

“ Still,” she murmured in her determination to 
be unhappy, “it might have been. Shall J, old 
woman that I am, chain his bright, fresh man- 
hood to my age and wrinkles? It would be all 
very well now, but ten years hence he would 
despise mie ; he would accuse me, and with rea- 
son, of using my extra judgment to fascinate his 
reason.” 

“No, no, no! By heaven you wrong me. 
What are years tolove? Because you happened 
by accident to be born a few years before me, I 
must suffer for it. O, Mary! my Mary! don’t, 
don’t let any such foolish impression part us. 
Trust me—” 

But ‘my Mary” was notin a trusting humor. 
It isn’t the pleasantest thing in the world to be 
caught bewailing our own deficiencies, even by 
a stranger; what must it be then when one’s own 
lover is the intruder ? 

“Well, sir?” she said, looking straight into 
his face, her own blazing with indignation, 

“Don't, Mary; I can’t talk to you when you 
look like that. I was a listener by accident, not 
by design. You know what I would say—that 
nothing ever could make me lose my respect, 
my dear love for you.” 

“Your love! The love of a boy for his first 
plaything. A penny whistle would reconcile 
you to my loss. Try it.” 

When Mary looked up again, the room was 
empty, and her lover gone. 

“Well, I have done it now,” she muttered, 
discontentedly. ‘He never will come back. I 
had no business to ridicule him, at any rate. 
He loves me—I am sure of that—and O, if I 
could only overcome this horrible idea of being 
older than he, of being a laughing stock here- 
after, as Mrs. Moreton is, I should love him 
more dearly I think thanever woman loved man. 
Iwill try. I will even ask him to forgive me for 
my rudeness, If he loves me as he says he does, 
one little transgression wont turn his heart.” 
And so talking, while preparing herself for tea, 
she quite reasoned herself into the belief that all 
would yet end for the best, ‘ 

Gan set my lady readers fancy for, amm0- 
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ment why Mary Stetson todk especial and pecu- 
liar pleasure in getting herself up on the most 
tasteful and elegant scale for this particular 
night’s tea? Or why, now that she had irrevoca- 
bly offended her lover, in fact so deeply offended 
him that only humiliating concession could win 
back his allegiance, that she felt happier, and 
more relieved in mind than she had for many 
previous months? I am afraid, intellectual and 
self-centred as she was, there was a small bit of 
the coquettish element in her incomparable 
mature. 

“That will do, Jane; you can leave me.” 

Do! I should think it woulddo. Look at her 
as she stands there, training the last, and indeed 
only ringlet, through a refractory braid, that it 
may fall gracefully around her dainty little ear. 
How sweetly that low-cut lining lilac tissuo 
harmonizes with the soft bloom on cheek and 
lip. Through the fleecy net work of tissue you 
can just eee the rising and falling of a bust white 
as Parian marble. Don’t mistake me. Mary 
Stetson is a pure, good, true woman. She would 
be the last to regort to indelicate means for the 
accomplishment of her purposes, but she cannot 
control the heart-throbs, whose pulsations leap 
up into light with every breath. Tiers of cloud- 
like flounces waving with every breeze add new 
grade to her willowy form, giving it a freshness 
and piquancy not at ail to be looked for in one 
of her much-bemoaned years. Even herself, 
standing there counting up the charms her mir- 
ror presented, began to wonder what had become 
of the last ten years which had shone so formid- 
ably from her anxious face only twenty-four 
hours ago. 

The sudden sounding of the gong warned 
her that time was up for reverie, and giving a 
last twirl to the refractory ringlet, she left her 
room for the supper table. A murmur of ad- 
miration reached her ear, as unattended, yet 
sufficient for herself, she swept gracefully down 
the room to where an obsequious waiter stood, 
chair in hand, ready to serve her. For the first 
time in many months, Lawton’s chair at her side 
was vacant. A fresh, ringing laugh, so ont of 
place at that elegant and aristocratic board, at- 
tracted, not alone her attention, but the attention 
of every person present. And O, horror of 
horrors! by the side of the brightest, gayest, 
blithest little specimen of blonde beauty that 
eye ever saw or heart ever dreamed of, sat the 
truant lover, William Lawton. For one half 
moment Miss Stetson lost her self possession ; it 
was but for a half moment. Then, coolly and 
critically surveying the pretty stranger, she con- 
tinued her supper as if nothing had happened. 
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Ido not, however, judging from my own expe- 
riences of youthful folly, think Miss Stetson 
relished the piquancy of that gay, girlish langh 
so greatly as the rest of the boarders seemed to. 
It was so infectious, too, brimming over into the 
midst of that august crowd like: a bubbling 
fountain into a shadowed lake. Everybody 
seemed to like it, and to catch it up in crisp 
gushes ; dignity wilted down under it like an 
icicle under @ sungleam ; staid matrons unbent 
from their frosty stateliness, and gave signs of 
haman animation, while young ladies, girls who 
had been trained to subdue every approach of 
youthful effervescence, only waited the chance 
for an introduction, that they too might for once 
in their lives indulge: in a good lung-reviving, 
heart-cheering laugh. They were not long in 
accbmplishing their aim—youth and innocence 
are passports anywhere—and it was not long 
before Nettie Gray became the miost popular of 
all the popular young belles at the far-famed 
W—— House. Sweet Nettie Gray! she is 
married now, and her “ by-low-baby-bunting ”’ is 
considered a marvel of musical excellence by 
the sturdy pioneer who calls her “ wife;” but 
even at this late day, there is more than one dis- 
consolate old bachelor in Boston who has a vivid 
and melancholy remembrance of the beautiful 
blonde who for one brief month glittered, the 
brightest sunbeam that ever shone, across their 
now desolate track, 

Nettie was no coquette, but she did so like that 
everybody should love her. Having no mother 
living, and often out of the jurisdiction of her 
father, she had brought herself up, and now 
stood upon the bridge which parts the child from 
the woman, with just as few faults in her nature 
as could be found in that of the best regulated 
and most carefully educated girl. Her life had 
been all sunshine, and only that her natural in- 
stincts were of the purest and most sensitive kind, 
she must have been irretrievably spoiled by the 
injudicious petting of all connected with her. 
When tea was over, Mary learned all there was 
to know from Mrs. Fleurie, one of those penny- 
post women, although a harmless one of the sort, 
of whom every popular hotel has a specimen. 
She was really fond of Mary, and had a most 
exalted opinion of William Lawton, and it an- 
noyed her beyond measure to see her friend re- 
jecting the bappiness she knew was 50 desirable 
for her to obtain. 

“ Now you'll seo,” she exclaimed, rising in a 
pet from the sofa, after a long explanation regard- 
ing Nettie Gray. 

“Nettie Gray is just as sweet as a pink; so 
fresh, so unaffected—you can see that—there is 
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no acting abouther. And do you think William 
Lawton hasn’t eyes like other men ; and senses 
to be entranced, and reason to be influenced? 
Why even I, 8 woman, am half infatuated with 
her. If you could only have seen her in the 
parlor this evening, after tea, you wouldn’t be 
quite so certain of Master Lawton’s allegiance 
toyou. And she, with her fresh, country face, 
and country manners, among all those worldly 
and artificial women—why, I could think of 
nothing but @ single rosebud in a bouquet of 
dahlias.” 

“You are enthusiastic.” 

“Tam more than that—I am trathful. The 
gentlemen are perfectly infatuated with her. 
‘When I came out, not one of them had left the 
parlor. You would have thought she had known 
them all her life the way she chatters with them.” 

“Rather bold, I should think, for a young 
girl.” 

“Not a bit of it. There’s the charm. A 
gentleman would as soon think of taking a lib- 
erty with his friend’s wife or sister, as with her. 
She bears the word ‘innocence’ in every fea- 
ture of her lovely face. Why the man would 
be a fiend who could think an impure thought 
with those clear, frank eyes looking straight up 
into his face.” E 

“Well, if you wont look out for your own 
interest, I can’t; so there.” 

“But if Mr. Lawton’s fancy has been taken 
by a fresh, young—” * 

“Young! bah! I’m sick of it. You ought 
to have a strait jacket, to be made to secure 
your own happiness in spite of your teeth. I’m 
not going to speak to you again of William 
Lawton. I’m‘ sorry for him; as for you, you 
deserved to lose him, and you will, too, if you 
don’t change your tactics.” 

Mrs. Fleurie flaunted out of the room in a 
violent rage. This was the end of her match- 
making, was it; and between the most eligible 
parties in the country? She didn’t care if he 
did make a match with little Nettie Gray; only 
Nettie could only cling to him, she couldn’t 
strengthen him as Miss Stetson could. William 
Lawton met her at her parlor door, his face in a 
perfect flush of excitement. 

“Bad,” thought Mrs. Fleurie, but she only 
said, “ How came you acquainted with Nettie?” 

“She is my cousin; her mother and my 
mother were sisters. Itwouldn’t bea bad match, 
eh? Only her father don’t like the idea of cous- 
ins marrying.” 

“T should think not. And Miss Stetson 1” 

“Tam off in that quarter—tired, worn out. 
But say, isn’t Nettie a beauty ?” 
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“You are not sincere, William Lawton; you 
are talking merely for talk’s sake. Come, I see 
by your face, there is something to tell. What is 
it? Haven’t I always been your friend ?” 

“Yes, but—” 

“ Not a very succesaful one, eh?” 

“ Well, then, the matter stands just here. I 
need not tell you how long and how well I have 
loved Mary Stetson. My protracted siege has 
shown that. Iam going to try once more, and 
for the last time. If I do not succeed, I will 
marry Nettie Gray, cousin or no cousin. Now 
what I want of you isto keep my secret. Don’t 
let Mary know that Nettie is my cousin; make 
her think I am desperately smitten with her, and 
then if she has a woman’s heart, she will be sure 
to show it.” 

“Isn’t that a dangerous experiment? You 
know how severe she is upon all deception.” 

“T can’t help it. It is the last chance; the 
forlorn hope, if I lose that, go all. I'll try no 
more. I am ashamed of my manhood, as it is.” 

“ No man need ever be ashamed of loving a 
good woman, even if the love is not returned. 
However, I’ll do my best for you.” 

William went at once from Mrs. Fleurie to 
Miss Stetson; but the latter lady received him 
with such haughty disdain, such cold, cutting 
sarcasm that his visit was of the shortest possible 
duration. All that long evening, and for many 
evenings after, soft gushes of song, or wilder 
bursts of laughter came in detached echoes to 
the lonely chamber of Mary Stetson. In vain 
Mrs. Fleurie stormed and fretted, in vain de- 
picted to her the progress her lover was making 
in Miss Nettie’s affection—she would not leave 
her solitude. No, the society was too young for 
her ; she had no taste for such frivolity. Shedid 
not believe in Mrs. Fleurie’s declaration that 
William Lawton had eyes and ears only for 
Nettie. 

“ He has loved me,” she used to say, in ex- 
tenuation of her doubts. ‘He has loved me; 
he would never be satisfied with the companion- 
ship of that frivolous child. They are trying to 
delude me, but I will turn the tables on them 
yet.” 

But the weeks went on, and all at once came 
a shock which sent the blood from her face back 
upon her heart. William Lawton and Nettie 
Gray were to be married. No warning of the 
shock, no preparation for the great disclosure. 
Lawton came to her himself, leading by the 
hand his tiny bit of a betrothed. She could re- 
cognize him now; she could be his friend, now 
that he had placed far away all chance to annoy 
her by his love. She could afford to be his com- 





TURNING THE TABLES. 


panion again, allowing him to sit by her and read 
to her as he used to when he so vainly annoyed 
her by an unwelcome suit. 

“But your betrothed (with a scornfal curl of 
the lip), wont she be jealous ?” 

“0, dear, no,” the little midget answering for 
herself, “not in the least. He told me how it 
would be from the first. Of course, if you loved 
him—” 

“Nettie! Nettie!” 

“Well, don’t snub me before her. I believe 
you do it on purpose to make her think you can 
do as you please with me. O, what a love of a 
picture! Is that you ?” 

“Te was.” Miss Stetson’s voice was so stern 
and severe that Nettie turned to look at her. 

“TI didn’t annoy you, I hope. I do things 
sometimes which are not polite, because I don’t 
know any better. I didn’t expect it was like 
you now. I could see you were a good deal 
older—” : 

“ Nettie!” 

“Do let me be. I think you have taken a 
pinch out of my arm. If that’s loving, I beg to 
be excused. That isn’t the way he acts when 
he is alone with me. I'd tire of him short metre 
if it was. I’m not used to be scolded, and so 
he’ll find when I’m his wife. If you’ve got over 
it—over his jilting you for me, 1 mean—you’ll 
come and see us married.” 

Miss Stetson’s face was livid with passion. 
‘With an impetuous wave of the hand, and a 
stamp of the pretty foot, she ordered them from 
the room. The last sound she caught, was, 
“ Well, she’s a polite one, I don’t think ;” but if 
she could have caught the musical laugh, half 
smothered in a pocket handkerchief as it was, 
her ideas of sudden infatuations would have 
been wonderfally brightened. 

“He to marry that simpering chit of a girl. 
He that has loved me. That he never shall and 
T live to see it. But how is it to be accomplished ? 
I cannot change my course all at once, and there 
are now only ten days to the wedding. What 
can William be thinking of? Why he would 
be disgusted with her ina week. And this is the 
fresh country girl who is turning the heads of all 
the men in the house. Fool that I have been; 
Yl dress for the parlor ; I will show them the 
difference between a silly, simpering country 
girl, and a woman of mind and education. No, 
it is not egotism, it is no shame to acknowledge 
one’s own talent. Yes, I will give him a chance 
to judge between her and me.” 

Miss Stetson was as good as her word, but 
somehow she seldom came in contact with Nettie 
Gray. There had been a new arrival, a young 
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man with whom she seemed wonderfally intimate, 
and who appropriated a large share of her so- 
ciety. After a few evenings, matters took their 
old course, and William Lawton was once more 
a priviléged visitor in Miss Steteon’s parlor. 
But the evening for his marriage with Nettie was 
fast approaching, and as yet no further explana- 
tions had been vouchsafed on either side, than 
that it was to be so, and that no mortal power 
could prevent it. 

“If you had only shown me your heart before 
it was too late, Mary, all this anguish might have 
been spared.” 

I don’t know what was the answer of Mary ; I 
only know that when her woman’s heart had 
given way sufficiently for her to hide her tears 
on his bosom, the door opened, and Miss Nettie 
stalked in, in tears and disordered tresses. She 
looked very like as if she had been indulging in 
a good cry on somebody’s bosom. 

“Tcan’t stand it, and Idon’t see why I should. 
Love him too well to lose him, and if this isn’t 
cut right off just where it is, it will be worse for 
us all, now mind.” Nettie, sobbing with every 
word, was not too intelligible, but Mary was at 
no loss to understand what her words aimed at. 

“You love him! you—a bread-and-butter 
school girl—a childish, capricious, uninformed 
pet, who knows just enough to cry for a lost toy. 
Why, I love him more in one moment than you 
could in all the strength of your years. Ay,I 
don’t mind saying here, or anywhere, in fact, I 
love him ; I might never have known how well, 
but for this fatal, this ridiculous engagement.” 

“Yes, that was what he said, but I don’t see 
as it is one bit nearer than it was before; and, 
good gracious! in two days we are to be mar- 
ried ; and I do believe he will marry me.” 

“He mustn’t.” 

“That's just—” 

“Tsay he mustn’t. You are not fitted for 
each other. You are no companion for him. 
You would be unhappy, and so would he. Un- 
happy !—yes, miserable—miserable.” 

“ What are you talking about ?” 

“T know you like him now—any young girl 
would like him—but in a month, you'll forget 
such a person ever lived.” 

“You had better not tell my Harry so, for he 
is jealous now as he can live ; besides, he wouldn’t 
believe anyhow.” 

“Your Harry ?” 

“ Yes; why, yes—that’s what the trouble is all 
about. O, you needn’t make me any signs, Mr. 
Lawton ; the secret has either got to come out, 
or my head has got to come off, one or the other. 
O, Harry is so ferociously angry.” 
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“T don’t understand—” 

“Of course you don’t; but you have got to 
understand, and then if you don’t strike while 
the iron’s hot, I’m not to blame. You see, Wil- 
liam is my cousin; but Harry says coysins are 
just as bad as anybody else. Well, he sent for 
me, promising to take the beat of care of me, 
and when I got here, what should he tell me, but 
that I was to pretend being in love with him, 
just to try a certain other lady whom he believed 
loved him, and whom he loved best of anything 

" glse in the world? Well, it was all very fine for 
atime; but you was as cool as a cucumber— 
didn’t give ina grain, no matter how hard he 
flirted. But the zest of the story is, Harry came 
home just in the midst of it, and to his great 
consternation, found me engaged, positively en- 
gaged to another—no matter if that other was 
my cousin—you must own it looked rather dark.” 

“ Well—yes—but—” 

“But the worst is tocome. Ihad made it all 
right with Harry; he saw the joke, and enjoyed 
it heartily as any one; he didn’t enjoy it long, 
for this nice: cousin of mine, in one of his tan- 
trums, came rushing in where I was sitting at 
the piano, and before I knew what he was about, 
kissed me—actually kissed me. I shouldn’t 
have minded that, but Harry caught him at it. 
Gracious ! but wasn’t there a scene—” 

“Nettie, Nettie, you have done for me.” 

“Tcan’t help it; if I hadn’t, Harry would 
have done for me. It was all on your account— 
the kiss ; he thought you were giving in—soft- 
ening like, and he had hopes you would come 
to before the wedding day. There, the mischief 
is out; you may as well commence killing me as 
soon as possible. O, dear, how white! O, 
William, catch her—she is fainting !” 

But Miss Stetson was not fainting. For a 
moment, the consciousness of the deception 
which William had practised upon her, aroused 
all the indignation of her nature; but the next, 
love grew triumphant. She thought of all he 

. had borne for her, her rudeness, her exacting 
caprice, and the intolerant mania which had so 
nearly separated them. 

“Come,” said Nettie, smiling through the 
traces of her tears, “decide quickly ; I’m not so 
sure I wont marry him now if you continue 
obstinate. Good gracious, there’s Harry now, 
walking past your door. Do say yes. Come, 
T’ve tried to make you happy, in spite of your 
teeth, as Mrs. Fleurie says, and Harry never 
will forgive that kiss unless he knows for a cer- 
tainty it was meant for some one else.” 

, “Yes, come, Mary; we all know your heart 
says yes.” 
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“You, too, Mrs. Fleurie?” 

“Yes, me, too. Confess we have rather tarned. 
the tables on you.” 

“O, dear, Harry looks very savage.” 

“ Well, then, you don’t quite deserve being 
forgiven all at once, William ; but I suppose it 
is all for the best.” 

“Yes, indeed, all for the best.” 

“T can only say you shall never regret your 
confidence in me, if you should live to the age 
of—” 

“No more of that, William, if you love me.” 

“It is all right, Harry; come in. All friends 
here. You needn’t be afraid of him; he is a 
bluff sort of a fellow, but perfectly harmless un- 
less he’s jealous. Instead of my marrying 
Cousin William, day after to-morrow, we will 
all be married together, and go to the Falls for a 
honey moon.” 

“ Shall it be 20, Mary ?” 

“T resign my cominission. I am out-gener- 
alled. Do with me as you think best; I will 
leave the decision to Mrs. Fleurie.” 

“Tome? Good! Then I order the double 
wedding to take place soon as possible, before 
somebody I could name changes her mind. 
You can’t say now that I haven’t made you 
happy in spite of your teeth.” 

And so she had. William Lawton and Mary 
Stetson haye been married ten years, and Mary 
is forty ; but to see the happy, contented face, 
shining forever in her husband’s home, you 
would never think of prononncing her more 
than thirty. : 


SINGULAR DISCOVERY IN HORTICULTURE. 
In a late number of the Emporio Italiano, a 
description is given of the discovery of a new 
rocess by an Italian florist in Aricia, by which 
it is asserted that delightful fragrance may be 
bestowed upon plants naturally inodorous. In 
order to attain this object the roots are covered 
with fragrant manures. Thus with a decoction 
of roses the discoverer has been enabled to give 
the rhododendron the perfect ce of the 
rose. In order to secure a suc 1 result, it is 
necessary to treat the seeds of the plant to which 
itis desired to give fi ice. They are steeped 
two or three days in the required essence, 
dried in the shade, and shortly afterwards are 
sown. If it is desired to change the natural 
odor of the plant for one more agreeable or more 
desirable, the strength of the essence is doubled 
or tripled, and a change must be made in the 
nutrition of the plant. In order to make the 
artificial odor permanent, the plant must be 
sprinkled and dampened with the essence several 
days in the spring for two or three years. And 
thus, also, it is said, a gardener may at his pleas- 
ure cause different ts or trees to share their 
odors with each other, by boring through the 
stalk, or trunk, or root, an opening into which to 
pour the fragrant ingredients. - 
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LIFE’S DAY. 





‘BY 0. CHAUNCEY BURR. 





O, come in life’s MORNING, 
Be glad at the dawning, 
Why list to the warning 

Of time’s future storms? 


‘The Noontipx approaches! 

Its sorrow encroaches, 

On hearts {t reproaches 
With useless alarms. 


‘The rvenra is falling; 
Old age is appalling— 
Eternity calling, 

How solemn and loud! 


Nioat! night is oppressing! 

Poor life is distressing, 

God, grant us thy blessing, 
For thou art our aid. 





THE IRON MASK. 





BY JAMES COGGBWELL, 

Tse morning of the twenty-eighth of May, 
1686, rose bright and lovely, on the green hills 
of France, shedding the splendor of a new-born 
summer over her fair fields and pleasant vine- 
yards. The pretty isle of St. Marguerite lay 
like an emerald on the blue waters, and its one 
castellated tower was flooded with sunshine. A 
boat lay at the landing-place, almost in the very 
shadow of the tower, the wet oars gleaming like 
silver, and its clean, white deck sprinkled here 
and there with the spray. 

The moment she touched the rocks, three men 
stepped from her to the rade stairs that were 
cut in the low sea wall that surrounded the 
island, and made their way to the tower. One 
of these men was well known to the boatmon, as 
Monsieur de Saint Mars, the governor of the 
castle of Pignerol, from whence the little vessel 
hal brought him and his companions to St. 
Marguerite, as governor of the tower. The 
others were unknown. One of them was of a 
most noble and commanding figure, the regal 
dignity of which would have distinguished him 
in the most humble dress. Bat this man wore 
akingly garb, rich and magnificent enough for 
an especial court costame. The finest linen and 
the most superb lace were visible, and his buttons 
were all of the finest gold, with the letter M. 
engraved on each. A short cloak fastened at 
the throat by a diamond clasp, protected him 
from the fresh breeze from the water. The one 
ungloved hand, soft and fine as a lady’s, though 
somewhat brown in color, wore an immense dia- 
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mond ring upon the third finger. The hair, long 
and wavy, was of a bright chestnut hue, and fell 
down upon the collar of a rich Genoa velvet 
that adorned his cloak. 

But the face belonging to this noble looking 
figure was scrupulously concealed by a black 
velvet mask, which left not even the space be- 
tween the cheek and ear visible. It was evident 
that M. de Saint Mars, although he exhibited the 
most profound respect towards this personage, 
was narrowly watching him, and continued to 
do so, until they were safe in the tower of St. 
Marguerite. 

Here, a magnificent apartment, farnished with 
every convenience, and arranged with the utmost 
taste, awaited the prisoner—for prisoner he must 
surely be, who required such unceasing watch 
and guard. Books, flowering shrubs and paint- 
ings adorned the apartment, and a splondid 
guitar lay on the table, showing that he was no 
common prisoner. The third of these persons 
was evidently only a servant to the prisoner, and 
while busy about his person, was subjected to 
the same restraint and confinement; for after 
respectful inquiry whether the masked person 
was comfortable and pleased with his new situ- 
ation, M. de Saint Mars left the room, locking 
the door upon both. After the servant had per- 
formed his required services, he rang a silver bell, 
and was let out by the governor himself, but 
never allowed to leave the castle, ér to have com- 
manication with any person within it, save Saint 
Mars. x 





Louis XTII., the son of Henry IV. and Maria 
de Medici, ascended the throne of France, in 
1610, after the murder of his father. His 
mother was declared regent, and guardian to 
her son; but forming a party for herself, and 
allying herself with Spain, France was soon 
made the seat of dissension and civil disturbances, 
and she was banished. In the height of these 
disturbances, Louis married a Spanish princess. 
‘There was but one bar to the happiness of this 
union, and this was, year after year it remained 
childless. 

In one of the excursions of the king to the: 
mountains, he entered into conversation with two 
herdsmen, whose wisdom, and the simplicity of 
their manners, deeply engaged his attontion. 
Finding that they possessed some knowledge of 
astrology, Louis invited them to give him some 
proof of their powers, which he would realize in 
his own person. They complied, by predicting 
that to the throne of France within the year, 
would be born twin-heirs, who would occasion 
civil wars which would convulse the kingdom. 
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Long and deeply, Lonis pondered on this 
strange and unlikely prediction. His union 
with the queen had already lasted over twenty- 
one years, and it required a strong faith on his 
part, to believe the mysterious prophecy. The 
more he pondered, however, the more he began 
to lay down rules for his own conduct, should 
the prediction be verified. And he, at length, 
came to the cruel and unwarrantable decision, 
that should the event take place, the second born 
should be secretly removed, and his existence 
never be revealed, except to the person or per- 
sons who must, necessarily, be aware of the fact. 

So much for the appropriateness of his title as 
Lonis the Just! No wonder that his biographers 
cannot discover why this surname should have 
been applied to him ! 

Of the rearing and training of this repudiated 
child of France, nothing is known, nor who sup- 
plied to his infancy and childhood the tender 
cares which should have been bestowed by the 
royal parents. The veil of impenctrable secrecy 
covers this part of his life, never to be revealed 
until the grave givcs up its tremendous secrets, 
and brings alike king and peasant to the bar of 
Omnipotence. 

All that is known is, that Louis XIV. was 
born on the fifth of September, 1638, twenty-two 
years after the marriage of his parents ; and that 
thirty years afterwards, the “man with the Iron 
Mask,” supposed privately to be his twin-brother, 
was carried with the greatest secrecy, to the 
castle of Pignerol, of which Saint Mars was 
governor, and thence he was conveyed, some 
time after, to the isle of St. Marguerite. 

Whoever were the depositaries of this secret, 
must have been bound by the most solemn and 
awful oaths never to reveal it; otherwise the 
death of Louis XIII. happening so soon after 
the birth of the dauphin, might be supposed to 
have dissolved the shackles that bound the un- 
fortunate prince, and placed him in his true 
position. We, of course, must assume that his 
age was five years, at the death of the king, his 
father. 

The long summer days were passing away at 
Saint Marguerite. How wearily to him who 
lingered there, a prisoner, watched, guarded, yet 
addressed by a vain show of deference, that must 
have made its mockery apparent, we cannot 
know, but may faintly imagine. Who can tell 
how often the kingly blood mounted into 
that noble brow, and swelled the veins that 
beat wildly beneath the impenetrable mask! 
Or how the eagle heart, chained into silence, 
might sometimes weep at the “sound of all 
things free!” 


THE IRON MASK. 





‘There went a swift bird sloging past my cell, 

O, love and freedom! ye are lovely things, 

With you, the peasants on the bills may dwell, 
And by the streams—but I, the blood of kings, 

‘A proud, uomingling river, through my veins, 
Flows in lone brightness, and its gifts are chains!” 


Once, only, the prisoner—B3farthioli, as he was 
called — received a visitor from the court of 
France. This was the minister of Louis XIV., 
Marquis Luvois, whom he received while on the 
island of St. Marguerite. The minister remained 
standing while in his presence, and addressed 
him with @ deference due only to royal blood. 
Marthioli replied to him with his musical voice— 
that voice which could not be heard without the 
doepest emotion by the few who heard it, e0 deep, 
yet 8o soft and melodious in its accents. They 
who sailed upon the blue waters that surrounded 
the lovely isle, somotimes caught the sound of 
that voice, as it sang to the music of the guitar, 
and wondered from whence came those thrilling 
notes that floated on the night breeze in divinest 
melody. 

Not like the exile of St. Helena, who, a cem 
tury and a half afterwards, fretted and fumed 
out the hours of his captivity, did the noble 
prisoner of St. Marguerite murmur and com- 
plain of bis lot. No sound of complaint ever 
issued from his lips, to those who guarded him 
with such jealous watchfulness. If his eoal 
rebelled against the life-long wearing of the 
captive’s chain, it was breathed to the blue sky 
or the silver stars alone. 

One day, when Martel the servant was ill and 
unable to attend his master, the latter was left 
alone for many hours. Perhaps, even the ab- 
sence of Martel might have made the moments 
of captivity seem more mournfal, or weigh more 
heavily upon his spirit, None knoweth, for he 
never spoke to living ear the thoughts that 
pressed his soul in the hour of his solitary vigils. 
But at sunset,.a boat was rocking over the water 
with a single oarsman, clad like a fisherman, and 
another figure in a long, gray robe, like a friar, 
and from the tower of St. Marguerite soft notes 
were sounding from 8 guitar, and a song of 
captivity floated on thé breeze. 

The fisherman lifted the shining blades from 
tho water, and the setting sun made them glitter 
like molten gold in his rays, while he listened ; 
and then the music ceased, and from the high 
window there fell down something that looked 
lik a white, fleecy cloud, directly into the little 
hont. The fisherman took it up, and passed it 
respectfully to the friar, who saw that it was @ 
roll of white linen, written all over with words 
in the Spanish language. He had scarcely, 
however, glanced across it, ere he was called by 
M. de Saint Mars, who had witnessed the pro- 
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ceeding from a window, and now appeared at 
the landing-place with every mark of terror and 
rage in his countenance, and reaching out his 
hand, bade the friar pass the roll of linen upon 
the oar blade.  Hastily concealing it in his vest, 
he authoritatively ordered them to land, and 
follow him to an apartment in the castle. Here 
he detained them several hours, endeavoring to 
extract from them what they knew; nor did he 
suffer their departure, until the monk reiterated 
his assertion that he had not read a single word, 
and that even if he had done so, he did not 
understand the Spanish language. The fisher- 
man declared his inability to read at all. 

Saint Mars released them at last, after learning 
where he might find them again if necessary. 
At parting, he said to the fisherman: “‘Go—you 
are very fortunate in not knowing how to read.” 
Ie was not afterward molested, but the poor old 
friar was found on the third day dead in his 
bed. 
For twelve weary years, did the p®isoner re- 
main’ upon the island; but as if it were too 
much to bestow upon him the air and light of 
heaven, he was again removed, still closely 
masked to the horrible dungeons of the Bastile, 
of which Saint Mars was appointed governor. 
Here, a room, somewhat more tolerable than that 
of the other unhappy prisoners awaited him ; 
but he was not permitted to cross the courts, and 
even to his physician he was not allowed to 
unmask. Indeed, from the first, orders had been 
given to take his life if he discovered himself. 
‘The beautiful hand was permitted to be extended 
for his inspection, but the face was never visible 
to the gaze of the physician. 

Laborde, the confidential servant of the king, 
expressed a desire to discover the prisoner's real 
name and rank. The reply of Louis was: “I 
pity him, but his detention injures no one but 
himself, and has prevented greater misfortunes. 
You cannot know him.” 

Louis himself had attained his majority before 
the secret was made known to him, and it stands 
outadark blot upon his character, that he did 
not restore the wretched man to freedom. Like 
Maturin’s maniac, kneeling to her daughter on 
the cold flagstones in Dublin, he might have 
exclaimed—“ Have ye no touch of nature in ye?” 

Even at the last, that impenetrable mask was 
still closed over the face, which if shown, might 
have raised such a tempest in France, as would 
have caused a revolution more terrific than could 
be imagined among people even less impulsive 
than the French. 

At ten o’clock, in the evening of November 
18, 1703, the angel “ who unlocks death’s flower- 
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wreathed gate,” unbarred the prison walls for the 
noble captive. God be thanked that neither 
“ powers nor principalities ” can bind the spirit! 
He died as he had lived—calm, quiet, uncom- 
plaining—perhaps scorning to utter a word that 
would denote pain or suffering—perhaps joyful 
that the hour of deliverance was near. 

With the jealous watchfulness which had 
guarded his life, his room was searched after his 
death for some trace which he might have left, 
leading to the secret, borne by him so long and 
so patiently. The walls of his room were rubbed 
and whitewashed to hide a chance pencil mark, 
and every article burned which had been used in 
his service. Even the tiles of the flooring were 
removed, lest a letter might have been placed 
beneath. Some light was supposed to have been 
thrown on the mystery, when at the destruction’ 
of the Bastile, July, 1789, a card was found, on 
which was written the number 64,389,000, an un- 
intelligible cypher, and the following note— 

“Fouquet arriving from the isle of Marguerite 
with an iron mask——” Afterwards *,... *.... 
*...., and below “ Kersadwin.”* 

Fonquet, was superintendent of finance, and 
was condemned to perpetual imprisonment by 
Louis XIV. in 1661. Whether the note is in- 
tended to show that Fouquet and the man with 
the Iron Mask are identical, or only that they 
were brought from the isle of Saint Marguerite 
together, has been a disputed point. There can 
be scarcely a question that the latter is the true 
statement, and that there is nothing else intended 
by the writer of the note. 

On the twentieth day of November, 1703, the 
remains of the mysterious prisoner were com- 
mitted to the earth in the cemetery of the church 
of St. Paul, by the name of Marthioli. His age 
was stated in the record of his decease, as five 
years younger than Louis—doubtless an inten- 
tional mis-statement. 





* Leisure Hours of a French Patriot. 





THE LESSON OF TRAVEL. 


Toleration is the great lesson of travel. As, 

in a small way, a man may mortify spiritual 

ride, by strolling on Sunday in a western ed 
fain church to church, each of which is regard 
by its ath yaw) cea straight gate, 80. 9 a large 
way, is he bene! yy wintering in me ani 
then shipping at Naples for the east. For thus 
he learns the trath, emphasized with all magnifi- 
cence, that neither upon this mountain, nor 
at Jerusalem, is the only spot of worship. 
Rome, you have seen the pomp of the world’s 
merce surrounding the Pope. In Damascus, 
the meanest beggar in the bazaar would spit upon , 
the Pope with loathing.—Zastern Travels. 
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SUMMER. 





BY Lisziz MORSE. 


Up and away! 0, let us be roaming [ing, 
‘Where the swift-footed stream o'er the gray rock is foam- 
Flocking with gold where the sunbeams lay; 
Up on the knolis the yellow flowers are blowing, 
And the emerald grasa in green tufts a-growing 
O’er the hills where the lambs are at play. 


‘The gentle south’s all day a-breathing, 

And the smell is sweet of trees a-wreathing 
With velvet leaves their limbs; 

In the hedge the hawthorn flowers are waking, 

And songs of the birds through its trees are breaking 
With wild and thrilling hymns. 


And mark where the grass is tall and green, 
ow the strawberry blows, like snow, are seen 
Peeping out with starry eyes; 
‘The young grain waves its silken hair 
‘With sleepy songs on the hillside fair— 
A shadow swift o'er the valley files. 


Tho silvery tinkling bells you'll hear, 

‘¥rom pastures borne to the drowsy ear, 
And murmuring hum of the bee; 

‘The batterflies wake with the golden hours, 

And are floating about like winged flowers 
Drifting through the asure sea. 


Through the forest aisles you hear the hymns 
Of birds and breezes ’mong the limbs, 
And smell the swamp flower's breath ; 
A marmuring thrill rans through the pine, 
‘That too hes drunk of the southern wine, 
And joyfal woke from its wintry death. 
+--+ ____ 


THE CABIN BOY’S FATE. 





BY JAMES FRANCIS ALCORN. 





“Bea e hand with that binnacle lamp, you 
confounded whelp!” exclaimed Mr. Evans, 
chief officer of the ship Harkaway, when on the 
eve of being relieved by his subordinate. “ Here 
you’ve been for the last half hour a workin’ on 
it, an’ I don’t see as it’s a mite nigher trimmed 
now than then.” 

“T’m sure I’m doing my best, sir,” said a 
bright, intelligent youth, not more than fourteen, 
who was the person addressed, and who held the 
not-very-much-to-be-envied position of cabin 
boy, under the steward above named. 

* A few minutes more, and the lamp was relit 
and placed in the binnacle by the interesting 
youth, who then songht the graff chief mate and 
reported the completion of his task. 

“So ye’ve got through at last, hev ye? I’ve 
more’n half a mind to make the second mate 
keep yo all next watch, jest to make up for ye’re 
¢arnal laziness.” 

“0, don’t, sir, please.” 
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“ And why not, booby ?” 

“ Because I’m so tirod, sir; and have so much 
to do to-morrow.” 

“0, yes, some good excuse, I1’ll warrant. 
Well, you must be more spry about the things 
you undertake.” 

“ T always do-my best to please you, sir; 
but—” And the youth stopped short and bars 
into tears. 

“But what? Come, stop bohooing and out 
with it.” 

“ You are always angry, whatever I do.” 

“ And you don’t know the reasoa, eh ?” 

“No, sir.” 

“ Well, ‘tis because you never do anything as 
well, or as quickly as you might. Now be of 
with you; I can’t have you whining and bellow- 
ing round here.” 

Thus urged, the poor boy turned, crouchiag 
away, and creeping back to his damp berth in the 
steward’s state-room, was salated by the latter 
with a vélley of curses, not loud, but deep, a8 
being the cause of depriving him of his rest. 

“T could not help it, sir; indeed I could not!” 
sobbed the weeping boy. 

“None o’ your confounded lies to me, you 
lubber. D’ye think I don’t know nothing? You 
didn’t trim that lamp, yesterday, an’ you know 
it. And now, cuss yer picter! I must be roused 
out by that old hoss of a mate, a trying to wake 
you. Mark my words, you’ve got to find some 
other place to hang your hammock after this 
night ; I’m blowed if I’m going to be roused out 
for nothing every night.” 

“I trimmed the lamp, yesterday—indeed I 
did, Mr. Beals—and it wouldn’t gone out to- 
night, if Mr. Evans had let it alone.” 

“ Pshaw, boy ! what did he do with it ?” 

“ Harry Smith’s at the wheel, an’ he told mo 
the mate took the lamp out the binnacle to light 
his cigar, and ’at the wind blew it out.” 

’“ Fudge! a likely story. Now I know bot- 
ter’n that; Mr. Evans is too good a sailor, an’ 
knows too much to do sach a trick as that. But 
turn in, turn in; I want to get asleep afore one 
bell.” And as the meek subject of his displeas- 
ure obeyed him, he turned over in his berth and 
was fast asleep, long ere the former could still 
his throbbing heart, or choke down the anguish 
which found vent in deep sobbing. 

Poor boy, how hard was his present lot,contrast- 
ed with that enjoyed during the greater portion 
of his existence, while the painful consciousness 
that the present was of his own choosing, and in 
opposition to the wishes of kind friends, but 
added to his mental tortare. An orphan, he 
had no father’s or mother’s voice to guide him, 
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and fortune seemed to have cast him forth to 
struggle alone. His utter ignorance of ocean 
life oft proved the means of subjecting him to 
the displeasure of his superiors, who seldom 
hesitated to chastise him severely, thereby cramp- 
ing his energy, smothering his ambition, and 
breaking down his natural independence ; those 
very elements of mental organization so essential 
to his success. 

The scene in which he is introduced to our 
readers is a fair illustration of his lot, rendered 
8o bitter by the joint chastisement, reproaches, 
threats and accusations, which were showered 
upon him on all sides, none manifesting for him 
the least degree of sympathy, or the slightest 
shade of pity. Yet I have no desire to convey, 
by this assertion, the idea that all that ship’s 
company were demons of cruelty. Far from it! 
It numbered as many humane men, perhaps, as 
any other crew afloat; men who, had they been 
placed on land, and surrounded by different aa- 
sociations, would doubtless have proved exem- 
plary for their kindness towards their fellow- 
creatares, and as defenders of the weak and the 
oppressed. But in their present position, and 
surrounded by existing associations, it required 
some unusual manifestation of flagrant cruelty 
to arouse the dormant sympathies of their 
nature, or awaken their slumbering pity. Nay, 
in many instances, they even added their chid- 
ings to those of the most austere of his superiors, 
and accusing him of stupidity, inadvertently 
aided in crushing him. 

Could they have placed themselves in his po- 
sition for a brief period, how readily would they 
have afforded him the sympathy he so much 
needed, and by its cheering influence enabled 
him to battle successfully with the difficulty which 
environed him. But no such fortune was in 
store for him. He must toil on, unloved and 
unpitied, with no hope to cheer him daring the 
dreary period which must elapse ere his foot again 
preseed the soil of his native land, and he was 
released from thraldom. 

“ Steward !” exclaimed Captain Hardy, one 
morning, a few days after the scene described in 
the commencement of our sketch. 

“Did you call me, sir?” demanded that 
worthy, entering the cabin from the pantry. 

“Yes. I wish to know if you found anything 
on the transom, yesterday 7” 

“ Anything on the transom, sir 
the steward, confusedly. 

“Yes. Did you observe nothing on the tran- 
som, yesterday ?” 

“ No—no, sir—that is, nothing but the books, 
and things usually there.” 


sir?” responded 
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“ Ave you sure?” 

“Yes sir.” And the speaker turned red 
and white alternately, betraying an unusual de- 
gree of confusion. 

“Who dusted the transom yesterday?” de- 
manded his interrogator, somewhat sternly, 
regarding him with evident suspicion. 

“ Willard, sir, he always does.” 

“ Ah, true; I remember, now, I was present a 
portion of the time he was so engaged.” 

“Why, sir; is anything missing ?” 

“Yes, indeed—a case of rings of great value, 
which I placed on the transom yesterday forenoon, 
when called on deck in a hurry,and which I forgot, 
altogether until I discovered its absence from the 
usual place of deposit, when I recollected sub- 
jecting it to inspection yesterday, and also leav- 
ing it exposed on the transom.” 

“Strange! what could become of it?” 

“Not at all; it never moved of its own ac- 
cord. Send that boy here.” 

The steward departed for this purpose, and in 
a few moments the cabin boy entered the cabin 
and confronted the captain, who demanded, 
sternly : 

“ You dusted that transom yesterday ?” 

“Yes—yes, sir,” faltered the boy, cowering 
beneath the severe regards of his questioner. 

“ Well, where’s the small casket, or box, which 
stood just here at the time you commenced ?” 
resumed Captain Hardy, indicating with his 
finger a spot just beneath the mirror which 
graced the ship’s sternpoat. 

“J—I don’t know, sir; I didn’t see no box,” 
replied the hoy, hesitatingly. 

“You didn’t see no box? Come, come, that 
wont do. You must not prevaricate with me; 
I wont stand it. Tell me where that box is.” 

“T don’t know, sir; indeed I don’t. I did 
not see it.” And the boy cowered almost to the 
deck, white with fear, as the angry man advanced 
menacingly towards him. 

“ Liar!” he ejaculated, halting within a few 
paces of the trembling youth. “Do you dare 
assert a falsehood? You must have seen it; 
you are the only person who could have seen it, 
except myself. Confass you stole it, and I'll let 
you off easily ; but if you persist in this false- 
hood, I’ll flog the flesh off your bones!” 

“Swole it!” exclaimed the terrified child. “ O, 
no, I never stule anything in all my life. Indeed, 
I did nos!” he continued, dropping on his knees 
at the captain’s feet, and giving free vent to his 
tears. . 

“Up, up, I say, you grovelling worm, if you 
would not have me crash you!”’ shouted the en- 
raged captain, who deemed he saw in the result 
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of the child’s terror unmistakable evidence ot 
his guilt ; while the poor little fellow, in obedi- 
ence to his command, regained an upright pos- 
ture, trembling in every limb, when the captain 
resumed. ‘“ What do you mean by persisting in 
this falsehood? Do you think you can escape 
with your ill-gotten gain ?” 

“Perhaps you had better have his berth and 
chest searched at once, Captain Hardy,” sug- 
gested the steward, who entered just then, fol- 
lowed by Mr. Evans. 

“Yes, yes, search everything belonging to 
him, steward, and you, Mr. Evans, go with him 
as a witness.” 

“OQ, now you will believe me !” exclaimed the 
boy, amid his tears. ‘Now you will know I’m 
innocent !” 

“Guilty, Iam afraid,” rejoined the captain, 
regarding him half angrily, half grieved. The 
expression of the lad’s countenance indicated 
conscious innocence at the moment; but his de- 
meanor at first had been as clearly indicative of 
guilt, and being deemed sufficient evidence 
thereof, by the former was still considered as 
such in the absence of more convincing evidence 
to the contrary. 

The mate and steward were not long absent, 
ere they returned, bringing with them, as evi- 
dence of the boy’s guilt, the missing casket with 
about half its original contents, which Mr. Evans 
affirmed he found concealed beneath the mattress 
of the bunk occupied by Willard. This was 
received as conclusive evidence of the youth’s 
guilt, by his commander, who would not permit 
him a word in self-defence, but inflicted upon 
him then and there summary chastisement, as a 
reward for the apparent falsehood he had uttered, 
at the same time declaring his intention of hand- 
ing him over to the civil authorities, as soon as 
the ship reached a home port. 

The punishment inflicted upon the youth was 
80 severe as to incapacitate him for further dis- 
charge of his duties for the present; but he was 
denied the privilege of rest, being obliged to con- 
tinue the discharge of them at the peril of his 
life. This he did without a murmur, while his 
dim eye brightened and his cheeks glowed at 
times with a supernatural lustre ; such as never 
glowed there before, and was but the herald of 
that disease which had marked him for its prey, 
and had already fastened upon his vitals. 

The late discovery of his seeming guilt ren- 
dered his position still more unenviable, while as 
a natural result thereof, he was banished to the 
forecastle, and from thence by the men, being at 
length compelled to take refuge in the long boat, 
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to such a degree as to hasten the advance of his 
disease. He was no longer permitted to do 
duty in the cabin, but compelled to stand a rega- 
lar watch at night, doing duty as look-out, even 
though kept on deck, day after day from early 
dawn till dark, as a punishment for some real or 
fancied neglect of duty, or inability to perform 
tasks in reality beyond his strength. 

Such treatment was more than he could en- 
dure, and as a natural result, his constitution 
gave way before it, and he was stretched, moan- 
ing in pain, upon his rough pallet, in the un- 
sheltered long boat, ere they reached their des- 
tined port. Moved by pity for him at last, the 
carpenter, hitherto apparently oblivious of his 
existence, removed him to his own room, and 
ministered to his wants, if not tenderly, at least 
humanely, and by so doing, recalled his fleeting 
spirit, and prolonged his life. 

Daring this attack of illness he was permitted 
to rest in peace, and this rest, combined with the 
genial air of Batavia, restored in a great meas- 
ure his health, but failed to raise his drooping 
spirits. Nothing seemed to affect them now; 
not even the visible distrust with which he was 
regarded by all. 

The ship was homeward bound, and he was 
again on duty ; as usual performing double tasks, 
and faring the worst of all the crew, having 
failed to gain one friend among the crew save 
the carpenter, and his friendship was rather the 
offspring of pity than love, und therefore, not 
very deep or permanent. Still he was the only 
one of all that crew who recognized his claims 
upon humanity, and therefore the only one 1 
whom the little outcast reposed any confidence: 
Into his reluctant ear he poured the brief detail 
of his former life and longings, hopes and asp 
rations, sorrows, struggles, wrongs, and despait, 
and ended by vehemently asserting his entire 
innocence of the crime charged against him. 

The carpenter paid but little attention to bis 
asseverations of innocence at the time; but T 
verting to the affair sometime after, subjected the 
boy to a severe cross-examination, which resal 
in the full establishment of his innocence 1" the 
mind of the former; which fact, when coup! 
with some points in his previous history, E. 
moved his auditor that he espoused his cause, 
declaring his faith in his honesty, aed his deter 
mination to befriend him henceforth. 

But the friendship of the carpenter 
proving beneficial to the boy, had qu! him 
effect; causing captain and mates (0 him with 
with augmented aversion, and treat iced 
increasing. severity, deeming his newly-acqun 
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and if possible, confirming their opinion of his 
guilt. Under their renewed harshness he declined 
quickly, until it became evident to his new-found 
friend, that he could not long survive, when he 
essayed the task of procuring his exemption 
from duty, stating his fears for his life. 

“Let him die, then,” exclaimed the exasper- 
ated captain, on whose private purse the loss 
sustained had made a serious inroad. “Let the 
confounded thief die ; ‘twill save his country ex- 
pense, and cheat the hangman of at least one 
fee.” 

“But Iam certain of that boy’s innocence, 
Captain Hardy,” returned the carpenter. 

“ That boy’s fol-de-rol !. Carpenter, I wish you 
to examine the head of the fore-topmast forth- 
with, and report its condition to me.” And the 
incensed captain tnrned abruptly away, resolved 
to hear no more in his victim’s behalf. 

A week later, the emaciated youth encountered 
his gaze for a few moments, while employed in 
polishing the brass work inldid in the main cap- 
stan head, as he passed from the cabin to the 
quarter deck, when he was joined by Mr. Evans, 
to whom he said : 

“Is that boy really ill?” 

“No, sir; at least I guess he only shams sick. 
He don’t complain of being so, however.” 

“Willard! Willard! Come, my poor boy, 
eight bells has struck and the wheel been relieved 
some time. I’m afeared Mr. Evans’ll be after 
you if you don’t turn ont, and show yourself on 
deck,” said the carpenter, as turning over in his 
berth, and leaning half over its edge, he laid his 
hand gently on the shoulder of the youth—who 
occupied the lower berth—soon after the morn- 
ing watch was called, on the morning succeeding 
the conversation just recorded. 

“Yes, sir,” responded the boy, so feebly that 
the carpenter started, and striking a light with a 
lucifer, lit the lamp ; while the boy continued, “I 
heard the watch culled, and tried to turn out; 
but ’twant no use, I couldn’t do it.” 

“ Ah, so soon!” muttered the carpenter; de- 
manding after a momentary pause, “ Have you 
slept any since you turned in?” 

“No, sir; I have been in such pain that I 
could not sleep.” 

“Where is the pain ?” 

“In my breast and left side. O—I can—O— 
I can hardly breathe sometimes.” 

“ Ah, I sec how it is. Lie still, be quiet as 
possible, and do not attempt to speak.” 

“Ha! aint you out yet, you young sojer ?” de- 
manded Mr. Evans, entering the carpenter’s 
room abruptly, and advancing to the sick boy’s 
berth. 
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“Hush! Softly, Mr. Evans! I'll answer for 
him, if you please.” 

“ Answer for yourself, meddler! And just 
recollect those persons are most esteemed who 
pay most attention to their own affairs.” 

“Doubtless, sir, and as I have a decided 
aversion to all unnecessary noise and disturbance 
in this room, at present, 1 must beg you to talk 
in a lower key.” 

“ Indeed, old blunderhead! Come, you lub- 
ber, out o’ this, I say!” continued the mate, 
tearing the blanket from the form of the sick 
youth, and reaching his right hand and arm to- 
wards him, evidently intending to drag him out 
by force; when the carpenter laid a restraining 
hand on his arm, saying : 

“No, sir; you can’t drag that boy out of his 
berth in this room—so long as he is in his pres- 
ent condition—if you are mate?” 

“I can’t, hey?” demanded the mate, strug- 
gling violently, but in vain. 

“No, you can’t! Neither shall you bluster 
here, as you choose! I wish you to understand 
that here, in this little seven-by-nine place, I 
command, and deeming you to be an intruder, 
have half mind to kick you out.” 

“ Matineer.” 

“Ay, mutineer, if you will! I like the term; 
it graces well the lips of a tyrannical coward like 
thyself. That poor boy! J.cokathim! had he 
strength to obey the summons of the bell, 
he would have saved you the journey here; but 
I’m afeared he has stood his last watch, and if 
so, who think you is accountable for his death ? 
O, no ye don’t! This is my room, recollect, not 
the main deck ; here, I disown your authority, as 
I defy your power !”’ 

“Look here, carpenter, if you don’t rue this, 
for the rest of this voyage, then my name aint 
Sam Evans.” And shaking his clenched fist in 
impotent rage, at his antagonist, he retreated, 
leaving the latter to allay the apprehension of his 
protege, in which task he had not succeeded when 
the captain entered, followed by his two subor- 
dinates, the former exclaiming : 

“ How’s this, carpenter? Mr. Evans charges 
you with violent resistance of his authority.” 

“Of bis inhuman cruelty, sir! Why, Captain 
Hardy, had you been in my place, you too, would 
have resisted. He made use of language to me, 
in this room, which I deemed an insult, and as 
such resented. And he attempted to remove 
from that berth by brute force, a dying boy. I 
prevented him, and will to the utmost of my 
power, all who may make @ like attempt. Cap- 
tain Hardy, you are haman—you have a heart 
—will you permit your officers to pursue even to 
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the grave, with their brutal cruelty, s homeless, 
friendless orphan, whatever may be his crime?” 

“ Carpenter, my officers execute my orders in 
spite of all opposition, and woe to him who 
raises his fingers to resist! Mr. Evans, put that 
man in irons!” 

“rons, Captain Hardy?” 

“ Yes, irons, carpenter! O, you need not look 
a threat, mach less speak it; I will take the 
responsibility.” 

“To which you are welcome, sir,” said the 
carpenter, presenting his wrists to receive the 
steel raffles which the mate was engaged in un- 
locking ; adding, “Let me warn you, Captain 
Hardy, to be very carefal how you proceed with 
regard to that boy. *I'were much better to re- 
move him to the cabin, and afford him such 
care as his case demands—” 

“<0, yes, I'll remove him, cuss him !” hissed 
the captaia, bursting with rage, and grasping 
the terror-stricken youth by the shirt collar, he 
hauled or dragged him violently from the berth, 
exclaiming, ‘ Come ont, you wolf’s whelp! You 
confounded storm breeder, you thought to create 
a mutiny in your favor, did yet Come, stand 
on your feet, cuss you! I'l! stand no more o’ 
your nonsense!”’ he continued, as the boy made 
a feeble and vain effort to stand atone and reel- 
ing backward, senk faint and half senseless on 
the carpenter's chest. 

“Would you murder him, Captain Hardy?” 
demanded the carpenter, thrusting the mate 
aside, and interposing his person between the 
tyrant and his victim, while with outstretched 
arm he barred the former’s advance. 

“1 shall be tempted to murder you, mutineer! 
Beware, I say, if you value your life—beware !” 
he hissed in tones of anger. : 

A violent fit of coughing now attracted the 
attention of all to the boy, whoee frame was con- 
vulsed, and features dreadfully contorted, with 
the effort to raise the impediment to his respira- 
tion. At length it came! and his friend dropped 
kneeling by his side, uttering a cry of deep com- 
miseration, while Captain Hardy and his mates 
fell back aghast, as they witnessed the torrent of 
blood which barst from his mouth, and quickly 
drenched his person. The two latter quickly 
sought the main deck, leaving their superior a 
horrorstricken and spell-bound witness of the 
scene; while the carpenter supported the dying 
boy on his manly bosom, and engaged in e vain 
effort to stay the effusion of blood. He might 
as easily have stemmed the falls of Niagara; the 
ensanguined stream still flowed on, and in a few 
brief minutes Willard Marvin had ceased to 
breathe. 
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“Dead !” ejaculated Captain Hardy, horrified, 
when convinced that all was over. 

“ Ay, inhoman monster! Thanks to you, be 
has kept his last watch; but I hope to be pres 
ent when you and the inhuman instruments of 
your cruelty are arraigned at the bar of your 
country, and held to answer for the murder!” 

“Murder! Beware, carpenter; you are in 
my power, and shall answer to the charge of 
mutiny, ere I have done with you! For the 
present I ltave you free ; but beware!” So say- 
ing, Captain Hardy retired, leaving the carpen- 


ter to dispose of the remains of his victim as he 


chose for the present. But he went not alone; 
henceforth an accusing angel was ever at his 
elbow, breathing in his ear the appalling term— 
thurderer. 

On the evening of that day, as the sun was 
about disappearing beneath the western horizon, 
the ship’s main-yards were hove aback, and the 
body of the boy, shrouded in cotton duck, and 
heavily loaded with ballast, was brought to the 
gangway, where Captain Hardy explained to the 
crew the cause of his death, giving such color to 
the explanation as was necessary to shield him- 
self and officers from blame, and causing & 
minute of the same to be entered in the logbook, 
to which he objained the names of several of the 
crew as witnesses. This being done, the body 
was arranged for burial, and the burial service 
commenced, at the proper portion of which the 
body descended with a splash, and the ocean 
closed over the remains of the nvurdered cabin 
boy. 

Does the reader ask, were ever his murderers 
brought to justice? No. But his only friend in 
that vessel paid the penalty of his friendship by 
serving the State seven years in Charlestowa 
prison, to which he was sentenced on a charge 
of mutiny, sworn to by both mates and the 
steward, while the counter charge of marder 
against them, in connection with the captain, was 
quashed by the evidence of those men whos 
names were appended to the captain’s explans- 
tion of the boy’s death. 

Not long ago, a dying man confessed to the 
theft for which that boy was punished, and which 
led to his subsequent death; explaining the 
measures adopted to free himself from, and 
fasten suspicion on another. And on that con 
fession, joined to a knowledge of the leading 
incidents in the victim’s previous career, is the 
foregoing narrative founded. 

+ 2 

Stealing never makes a man rich, alms never 


make a man poor, and prayer never binders & 
man’s business. 
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A PICTURE. 





BY WILLIE BE. PABOR. 





‘The sweet face of a little cbiid, 
Madonne-Iike, because #0 mild, 
80 saintlike and s0 undefiled. 


Within her tiny little hands 
She holds confined in loving bands 
A little bird from other lands. 


But never more that bird shall sing, 
And never prane its yellow wing, 
Or hurtle in ite Iittle swing. 


She knows the lbtle bird is dead; 
No more by her may it be fed, 
Or in her bosom shield its head. 


And ag she lifts her meek brown eyes 
Towards the blue unclouded skies, 
What sweet thought on her heart doth riso? 


Perchance she wonders (she has heard 
Of euch things by some chance-spoken word), 
If heaven has room for her dear bird. 


Surely there must be greener bowers, 


And sunnier skies and belmier hours 
Somewhere above this world of ours. 
And unto her it seems no wrong 
To think her bird joins in the song 
‘They sing in yonder ransomed throng. 
‘This is the pietare; and my eyes 
Rest on it with a pleased surprise; 
For in it many a leeson lies. 
rr 


STORY OF A MAGDALEN. 
TOLD BY HERSELF. 





BY MES. MARY A. DENISON. 


“0, rou little beauty !” 

Such was the oft-repeated exclamation that 
fell upon my ear when I was a child. 

“Give me a kiss, you handsome creature! 
What a perfect little foot! What a fairy little 
hand!” 

My fond mother! I remember how her face 
lighted up, at these injudicious expressions of 
admiration, and how I, babe as I was, begun to 
expect flattery and pull my curls, when visitors 
came, that they might speak of their gloss and 
luxuriance. Nothing displeased my mother 
more than a soil upon one of my delicate frocks. 
I early began the petty tricks of vanity, and 
strove to profit by my fond mother’s teachings. 
My little heart swelled even at the glance of ad- 
miration from the passing stranger, and I prized 
above all earthly things a dress of bright blue, 

in which I had once been said to look like a little 
angel. [ placed a high estimate, also, apon my 
white tucked frocks, and practised my prettiest 
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smiles to put on with them. All this while my 
years still told less than five. Nothing grieved 
my mother more than an injury done my dresses 
—she took so much time to make and embroider 
them! My parents were not rich. My father 
was a schoolmaster who had married one of his 
pupils, a very lovely, but not an intellectual girl. 
I was their only child, and truly did they wor- 
ship me. I believe in after years, when it was 
seen how incongruous were their tastes, I was 
their bond of union. I loved them dearly, but I 
loved myself better; they taught me to. When 
I saw how all their calculations, savings, toil of 
one kind or another, struggles, etc., were directed 
with a view to my pleasure, my benefit, my in- 
terest, I began to consider myself of much 
importance. 

The remark, “she will make many a man’s 
heart ache,” had been attered so often in my 
hearing, that I think I conld not have been much 
over five, when I began to ponder upon its mean- 
ing, and at ten I was a practical flirt among the 
boys where I went to school. Many a fight was 
entered into on my acconnt, and I gloried in it. 
Every year, they told me I grew more lovely. 
My hair was of « beautiful auburn that some- 
times sparkled like gold, sometimes seemed dark 
as the wing of the raven. _My eyes must have 
been a luminous gray that appeared to take all 
tints, so that fora long time some of my inti- 
mate friends declared them black. 

I speak of myself as I was; for I am altered 
now, God be thanked—yes, even for the personal 
transformation I have undergone. But [ will 
not anticipate. In my fifteenth year, I began 
to have acknowledged suitors—some passionate, 
some capricious, some wise, old and sagacious, 
some wild, rakish, gay and rich. My head was 
turned with the number of my admirers. I did 
not relish school, for I was all the time thinking 
of conquests. My father was disappointed at 
my slow progress, and as his pride was touched, 
he aided me with his experience in a way that 
took from my own mdependence and taught 
me the lesson of deceit. He did not mean todo 
harm, poor man! but he was thoughtless and 
fond—as how many too indulgent parents are to- 
day! I found that by a little coaxing, the diffi- 
cult sum would find its way on my slate, or by 
some secret sign, the right word would be indi- 
cated at the right time. And so, alas! I grew 
indifferent to study. 

Among my most cherished friends, were three 
of the worst girls in the town. I did not know 
how thoroughly wicked they were; for persons 
of impulsive temperament, and strong imitative 
faculties, are slow to perceive the evil lurking 
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under a specious manner, the poison that breaks 
out so rarely, that it excites but a momentary 
repulsion, yet leaves a secret and indelible mark. 
They were, in the strongest sense of the words, 
plotters and intriguers against virtue. Often, 
after I have been thought safe in my chamber, 
asleep, have I been present in some wild revel 
with these girls and their admirers; and as I 
always made a sensation, and received my fill of 
attentions and flattery, I soon became intoxicated 
with these stolen pleasures, and would peril even 
my peace of mind to enjoy them. 

I knew I was truly loved by many. One 
young man, in particular, a graduate of Harvard 
University, talented, handsome and good—too 
good for me—did almost win his way to my 
heart. Indeed, I am sure I loved him in a way 
that would soon have developed itself in a 
strong passionate sentiment, that neither poverty 
nor ridicule could have dampened. But I was 
jeered about him, called “Mrs. Parson,” pic- 
tured in a country parsonage, in calico gowns, or 
feeding hungry beggars with a soup-spoon, till 
he began to seem quite ridiculous to me; and 
after I had given him much hope, and lured him 
into a declaration, I flippantly rejected him, and 
laughed at the agony his face expressed. He 
had a brain fever in consequence, and came very 
near dying; bat, thank God, he lived to falfil a 
high and holy mission, and lives yet, blessed 
with more devoted love than I could have given 
him. 

My father wished me to marry a merchant 
who was extremely wealthy. He was tolerably 
good looking, spent freely, and lived dashingly, 
had a great income, and was ready to dress me 
in gold, if I required it. This suited me. To 
be sure, I did not love him; but I liked him 
well enough to live with him, I thought, and 
promised to become his wife. What lavish 
presents he gave me! There was no end to the 
splendid jewelry, the flashing silks, costly laces, 
fine embroidery. My poor weak mother was all 
joy, and never seemed to adore me s0 much as 
then. Every word I said was wise or witty. I 
was more benutiful than ever. She made me 
put on my diamonds as often as she could, then 
kissed my hand and called me a queen. 

“Not even Cleopatra could have looked more 
lovely than you, my Maggio!” she would fondly 
say. I of course believed it. 

At last, the wedding-night drew near. In one 
week I should be a bride—the rich, elegant and 
beantiful Mrs. Perry. My heart throbbed with 
anticipation of the year of my triumph just 
ahead. My three girl-friends appeared to rejoice 
with me. One of them was called Mary Con- 
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olly. She was a tall, dashing brunette, and ss 
I now know, utterly devoid of principle. She 
came to me just three days before my marriage 
was to take place. Her first exclamation was: 

“O, Maggie! you know that splendid fellow, 
Lieutenant Moody, whose picture I shew you 
last woek ? Well, he isto be at the assembly 
to-night. Do go just this once, and wear your 
diamonds! nobody will tell. The circle is pri- 
vate, you know, and its members pledged to 
secrecy. I do so want you tosee him. He says 
he has heard great reports of your beauty, and 
believes your charms are very much exagger- 
ated. Do—do go, and convince him how mis- 
taken he is!” 

“ But of what use will it be? You know I 
am very soon to be married, and I am sure if 
Perry became aware that I had ever been to 
such places, he would be repelled from me; for 
he has very strict notions of female delicacy— 
and you know there are both dishonorable men 
and women there.” 

“O, pshaw! I know there are some people 
there, who are not quite as fastidious and prudish 
as you have suddenly become; but I want to seo 
you in your splendid dress just once. I know 
you will go; it will be the last time. You can 
plead an engagement of some kind with a 
friend ; your mother never questions you, and 
you can easily keep your old merchant away. 
Pshaw! before I'd be tied to his whims! It will 
be soon enough, after you are married. There! 
don’t say anything—either yes or no! I will be 
round in a carriage at half-past eight, up the 
alley. You will be sure to be there, I am cer- 
tain. Good morning—it will be the last time, 
you know!” And her dashing face disappeared 
from my view. 

I thought it over, and—concluded to go. I 
would let Lieutenant Moody see whether I was 
as handsome as report said, and he should eat 
his own words. It would indeed be the last 
time, for henceforth I should be under the eyes 
of my husband, and have, of course, no chance 
to deceive him as I so frequently had my 
parents. Besides, I wished to see if Lieutenant 
Moody was such a paragon as he had been rep- 
resented, and I grew feverish with anticipation. 
T put my lover off, easily enough ; I complained 
of indisposition—and intimated a wish to be left 
alone, to my parents. They would as soon have 
intruded upon the privacy of Queen Victoria, as 
upon mine when I expressed a wish otherwise. 

J attired myeelf in a dazzling robe, and wore 
a full set of diamonds. I know I looked sur- 
passingly beautiful, for my mirror told me £0 
without flattery. I was ready at the appointed 
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time, and from a baek enttance took my way to 
the carriage which was in waiting for me. 

Many people know nothing of these peculiar 
assemblies, only that they do or may exist. The 
members are pledgéd fo secrecy; and a man 
may see the wife of his ‘own brother there, in 
company with some depraved celebrity, and yet 
have no power to make it manifest. Ihave seeat 
a father meet his daughter; and, though both 
were filled with shame, neither scknowledged the 
relationship. Open immoralities are not prac 
tised at these assemblies, but they are the step- 
ping-stones to crime, disease, and every evil that 
undermines virtue. 

. Behold me, then, standing under the blaze of 
a hundred jets of flame, the centre of admira- 
tion unblashingly received. Ah, that fatal 
night! that awful night! How little I knew 
over what an abyss I stood! My blood rans 
cold at the thought of what ensued. Lieutenant 
Moody was there. Without exception, he was 
the finest model of manly beauty I had ever 
seen. He seemed captivated at first sight with 
my appearance—enslaved. O, that such work- 
manship of the Great Creator should hold so 
much depravity! ‘Corrupt! corrupt!” should 
be written on the brows of such men. We had 
wine ; I believe mine was drugged, for after I 
had taken the first glass, I had such emotions as 
I cannot describe. I seemed placed upon the 
top of some pinnacle, with the world at my feet, 
worshipping; and beside me stood Lieutenant 
Moody, whom I passionately loved. 

Yes, that night I sold myself. I forgot mother 
and father, the honorable man who was to wed 
me—forgot God, and even self, and consented 
to fly from that infamous house and become the 
wife of that bad man. For days, I did notcome 
ont of that delirium. JI knew wo were travelling 
—whirling through air, as it seemed. I received 
every kind attention from the man beside me, 
and felt like a slave willingly sold into bondage. 
‘Whatever he suggested, was readily acceded to ; 
I deferred to him like an unréasoning child, 
feeling interest in nothing else beside in the wide 
world. It was a kind of fascination which I 
pray God few may experience, and for which I 
paid—O, how dearly! 

Grailually I appeared to myself to awaken out 
of a dream—to emerge from the powerful spell 
which had been put upon me. I began to see 
people and scenes as they were. I began to real- 
ize, what I thought was the truth, that I was 
married to an adventurer—that I was a wife— 
that I had deserted my home; and there loomed 
up beside me the shadow of some great evil. 

As the days and weeks sped, I saw the hollow 
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heagt and false character of tle man who had 
rained me, and I began to experience a kind of 
despair that had nearly resulted in madness. 
The newspapers had been kept ont of my way, 
purposely; but one day I found one in my hus- 
band’s coat, much worn and creased where it 
had been long folded. Opening it, with trem- 
bling hands, I was horrified in discovering » 
long description of myself, as missing from my 
home. It was headed “Mystetious Disappear- 
ance ;” and, among other things, said that my 
mother was nearly crazed, and my father not 
expected to live, in consequence of his distress 
and anxiety having terminated in a brain fever. 
O, what feelings did this perusal give me. I felt 
like a blood-stained murderer, condemned. I 
fell upon my knees before Lieutenant Moody, 
and besought him to let me go home to my 
mother. His reply was like a thunderbolt: , 

“Go as quickly as you like; you are free. I 
have no claims upon you.” 

For 8 moment, I stood petrified. 

“No claims upon me?” I cried. “No claims 
upon me ?—and I your wife, your wedded wife 1” 

He laughed—O, that fiemdish laugh! It rang 
through and through the chambers of my soul. 
I caught him, as he attempted to pass me, and 
holding him with almost a death grasp, I asked 
him, in pity’s name, what he meant—whether he 
loved me? 

. “I like you tolerably,” he said, coolly; “ but 
I like some others better.” 

“ And I~—your wife?” 

“Not a bit of it,” was his reply. 

Was not this cruel? Was not this bitter, deep 
deception, most crnel? I fell fainting at his 
feet. When I awoke, I was in a strange room, 
and by my sidé sat a pale woman. I looked at 
her eagerly, inquiringly. 

“ Your brother went away some days ago,” 
she said, softly. ‘Business of life and death 
was the cause of his abrupt departure. He 
seemed very sorry, but left money with me, and 
said yon would know where to go if you reeov- 
ered before he returned.” 

Base as I knew him to be, I thanked him in 
my heart for sparing me. 

“He did feel dreadfully,” resumed tke oki 
lady, pityingly. ‘‘ How much you look alike ¥” 

I had but strength to ask—“how came I 
here?” 

“He brought you in a carriage, dear; ssid 
you were taken ill at the hotel, but hearing that 
I was a nurse, and fearing you would not get the: 
right kind of attention, he brought you here.” 

I was three weeks convalescing, and even. 
then I looked like a spectre. I felt hopeless, 
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homeless, heart-broken. I hardly know how 
that time passed, but I do know that I took what 
little gold I could collect, my jewels, that he had 
spared, and seated mysélf in the ears to go to 
the city of New York. My mind was in a whirl, 
but one thing was settled—nobody should know 
me. I chose another name, tified all thoughts 
ef home and my parents, tried to care nothieg 
whether they lived or died, and began to plan 
for the future. I had no trade—what should 
Ido? Chance must decide. 

‘We had not gone far, before a man, gentle- 
manly and well-dressed, took the opposite seat 
tomine. After a while; he spoke; and I, en- 
deavoring to quell the hatred that sprang 
instinctively in my heart against all of hie sex, 
answered. Before we had arrived in the city, he 
divined that I was in trouble, and some way, I 
don’t keow why, I told him as much. Another 
wolf in sheep’s clothing! How sympathizing 
he was! How he did profess to pity me, all the 
time planning to my injary! 

‘Well—a record of the next thirteen months, I 
Teave out of this short history. I don’t think it 
would do any one any goed, and I don’t like to 
think of it. It was—O, a most horrible dream ! 
And my descent was so rapid, hating and ab- 
horring my life as I did, I did not feel human ; 
I lost all womanly instinct in an incredibly short 
space of time, and I loathed the whole race as if 
it were one maz. J 

One night—it was very late—I accosted a 
rapid traveller. He turned quickly, and stopped, 
throwing upon me such a look ! and from sucha 
face! It was as if s gleam of heaven had sud- 
denly flashed on the gloom of hell. I could see 
his features distinctly ; he could not see mine— 
at least very plainly. His voice thrilled me. 

“My poor girl,” he said, “would to God 
could save you!” : A 

That was all—only another’ pitying glance— 
and he was gone. O,I knew I should never, 
never forget that face—never! As in ono clear 
blase, the whiteness of purity gleamed for a 
moment before my eyes; and I realized wholly, 
traly, sincerely, the depth and degradation of 
my course. ButI saw no help. All night I 
staid out upon the street, knowing that it would 
not do for me to enter the house where I boarded, 
alone. In the morning, I seemed to hear a 

vvoice. It said to me: “ Go home and kill your- 
- eelf—go home and kill yourself” 
So being desperate, I did turn my course 
homeward. Home! May you never speak that 
word when it shall be but a mockery—but an 
empty sound! We who lead such miserable 
lives, always carty or keep peison by us—though 
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many, through fear of the future, and knowing 
their great wickedness, dare not use it, unless 
they must die in a more lingeriag way. 

I found my room stealthily, amd taking the 
paper of coloriess powder,I sat down by the 
window and looked at it. I reviewed my whole 
life. I glanced forward, also, to the probable 
fatare. I saw my own faneral—e pine coffin, a 
shallow grave, a rude heap—no mourners! 
Slowly, calmly, I prepared to swallow death, 
when the same voice I had heard before, whis- 
pered in my ears: 

“ Go take a farewell look at the sunshine—et 
familiar scenes! Go contrast again the amiling 
crowd, gaily moving along, with your wretched- 
ness, and then come back and kill yourself!” 

Very calmly I arose, secreted the poison, and 
gained the street. O, how I did walk that day! 
I looked in every face, in every shop .window ; I 
took in the fall splendor of the sunshine, and 
breathed the air in large draughts. I did not 
seem to feel in the least hungry—no, not once; 
I was filled to repletion, and my food was— 
anguish, misery! And amid all, came often 
and again that holy face of the preceding night. 
I longed to eee it again. I looked for it; I 
prayed to encounter it. It was the only coun- 
tenance that had not inspired disgust and hatred 
—that had made me feel that there might be 
virtue in the world. 

It was nearing night, and growing rapidly 
dark. The gleams in shop-windowe feebly coa- 
tested with the dim daylight for supremecy- 
The air was changing ; I felt cold; « mysterious 
shudder passed through my frame. A litte girl 
tarned the corner with a pitcher in her hand, and 
8 loaf of bread in a basket. Some unaccount- 
able impulse led mo to stop her, and in a low 
voice, I cried : 

“O, child—child ! have you got a mother !” 

Some children would have run. She stood 
with her sweet, brown eyes uplifted, looking 
wonderingly in mine, as she answered : 

“ O, yes’m—I've got a mother!” 

“Love her—love her, then,” I cried, the tear® 
falling; fora little human feeling had returned 
to my hard heart. “So had I a mother 0n00; 
but I went away from her. 0, chili—never 
let anybody lead you from your dear mother!” 

“ Haven’s you got a mother mew !” she asked, 
her face growing very pitiful. 

“ Alas no, child—neither mother nor home! 
O, God in his mercy grant that you may be 
be kept sinless !” 

“ What! haven't you got any home to go?! 
Why, what will you do for some supper! 
where will you sleep?” 
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Heaven only knows,” I replied, suppressing 
way sobs, for they came up, almost choking me. - 

“ Wont you come home with me? My mother 
will take you in ; she always pities the poor.” 

“What! such as I go home with you, litile, 
fnnecent girl? You don’t know what you ask. 
Yor mother would hate mé—would turn me 
ont of her house.” 

“ My mother never did sach a thing in her 
life,” replied the child, gravely. “She often 
says that she knows she is poor, but she was 
never the poorer for helping the—the other poor 
people—any one that hasn’t any home, like you. 
O, I am sure she would let youcome! You 
ought to have some supper.” 

Still I shrank back, till the child shifted the 
pitcher to the hand on whose arm the basket 
hung, caught at my dress, and palled me gently 
along. I yielded—though a sickening sensation 
came over me as I thought of my probable re- 
jection, and before this child. We reached the 
house, a small building, brown with age, on a by- 
street. Its entry divided the tenement into 
space enough for two or more families. I stood 
within the door of a neat parlor. Such a sen- 
sation as came over me! I cannot describe it. 
T could feel the very atmosphere of home, though 
it might never be mine. 

“Why, who have you brought now, child?” 
was the astonished query of a middle-aged wo- 
man who appeared at the door leading to the 
other room. 

I shrank against the wall. 

“0, mother, she’s poor and she’s hungry, and 
she’s been crying! Do please give her some 
supper, mother—do please let her stay here to- 
night, for she hasn’t any where to go.” 

The woman frowned a little, and spoke 
impatiently. 

“I don't know, Elly. You tax me pretty 
hard, child.” 

“O, madam, 
few moments 1” 

The cry seemed wrang from me, in spite of 
myself. She said “certainly,” however, and 
taking a candle, led the way up stairs into a 
little chamber. There, with a broken spirit, 
contrition, tears and sobs, I told her all. O, 
how I pleaded that she would let me stay with 
her in any capacity. Iwas eloquent that night, 
and when I had finished, there were tears in her 
eyes, and she said, gently : 

“Poor child! Stay to-night, at least, and we 
will see what can be done.” 

I did stay that night, and the next. Grad- 
ually her unwillingness faded away, for she saw 
how much I wanted to be good, and how hard I 


could I speak with you alone, a 
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tried. If she had said “no,” on that eventfal 
night, the next day I should have been—where? 
God alone knows. I was then to remain with 
her, and the little angel Elly. ©, the change 
seemed like a heaven tome! The mother stip- 
ulated that I should sew for her, and always 
leave the room when gentlemen came in, which 
I was willing and glad to do. She made shirts 
for a great many of the first-class shops, and the 
clerks often broaght or came for her work. 

I had been there nearly three months, and had 
grown peacefal—happy I mever expected to be. 
My altered circumstances changed the worn and 
haggard look that had before settled upon my 
face, and my olden good looks were returning. 
Bat I was cured of vanity. I often saw the 
mother of little Elly gasing at me with an ex- 
pression I could not mistake, and the child her- 
self sometimes said, “O, Agnes !”—the name I 
had assumed—“ you are handsome!” But my 
heart never throbbed or beat swifter or stronger. 

I grew to love Mrs. Mosely, the mother of 
Elly. She was a widow, and had seen sad re- 
verses; but she was contented with her present 
lot. She never spoke of my goingaway. I had 
become an expert sewer, and my aid brought her 
in sufficient to defray the extra expense of my 
living. 

One day I was sitting sewing, as usual, but 
deeply buried in thought, when hearing a step, I 
looked up hastily, and there stood the man whose 
face, whose solemn words hed saved me. I 
knew that for one second I was deadly pale, for 
I felt the blood recede from my cheeks; the 
next, the crimson rushed back again, and I 
longed to throw myself at his feet—to tell him 
what he had done—to bless him—to pray for 
him—to cali him my savioar. 

He gazed at me, perhaps wondering at the 
excitement which must have been apparent, then 
inquired for Mrs. Mosely. In a few moments 
she came, and I hurried from the room to thank 
God thet he had given me but once more, even 
if it should be the last, a glimpse of that noble 
face. 
I thought Mrs. Mosely looked very grave 
when I returned, after the stranger was gone, 
and her first question frightened me—“had I 
ever seen him before ¢” 

With a trembling voice, I told her of that 
interview. She scarcely replied ; and for a long 
time there was silence, broken only by the steady 
click of the needles as they passed in and out of 
our work. I began to fear that she was at last 
tired of me—that she feared risking her reputa- 
tion by keeping me longer in the house—and the 
old troubles and doubts, aad dark, deeperate 
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feelings now got the better of me, sothat I 
exclaimed : 

“I did not hear any one coming, Mrs. Mosely 
indeed, you must believe me! I wonld not 
have been seen for worlds.” 

She gave me a mild, motherly look over her 
spectacles, as if astonished at my vebemence, es 
she said : 

“Certainly I believe you. 
doubt ?” 

“0, I feel such trouble, at times, for fear all 
this peace and quiet must vanish and leave me 
to some dark fate. Indeed, to escape that, I 
would be kept behind iron bars and never see 
the face of mortal man.” 

“ You are not feeling right, now,” she said, 
very gently. ‘Christ came to save that which 
was lost, and he has sent you to me, that you 
also might be saved. Never fear that I shall 
turn you away, my child; you have betome 
dear, and in fact necessary to me.” 

This was so sudden, s0 overwhelming, that I 
arose before I knew what I did, and throwing 
my arms about her neck, I sobbed on her bosom. 
Then remembering myself, I sprang back, cry- 
ing hambly : 

“0, forgive me! I forgot myself.” 

“Forgive you! why forgive you, my child? 
Never fear to lay your head on my bosom, for I 
will be as a mother to you.” 

She was weeping quietly, and a blessed, 
blessed love was warming my heart, my whole 
being. From that moment, I seemed to feel 
that God’s smile rested upon me—me, the out- 
cast, the sinner as it seemed above all others. 

It was very strange that several times, after 
that day, I saw this man who seemed to me s0 
holy, and who, when I was steeped in wretched- 
neés, uttered that benediction over me. At last 
Mra. Mosely said that I need never leave the 
room, when the gentleman came ; and then—my 
heart throbs wildly, even now, at the recollection 
of that moment—she told me that he loved me, 
that he wanted to marry me! Think of it! 0, 
it humbled me to feel myself even thought of by 
one like him! I trembled from head to foot. 

“Did he know all, he never would have 
dreamed of making me his wife!” 

“ But he does know all,” seid my more than 
mother, gently; “and he knows, too, how you 
have been striving, for the past nine months, to 
redeem yourself. That you are worthy to be- 
come his wife, I verily believe, in the sight of 
heaven; and he loves you—has loved you from 
the first time he saw you in this house.” 

Yes, he loved me. I heard it from his own 
lips. But in the midst of my almost over- 
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whelming joy, I could quietly resist his en- 
treaties that we should be married. One year— 
I told him—one year he must wait; he must try 
his love, for it might be that he would repent. 
And if he did, I said, dear as he had become to 
me, I would bless him and live on the sweet 
thought that he had stooped to regard me in apy 
light. 

At last he consented, and slowly the year 
passed along. A terrible scourge broke out, 
and my beloved lay near to the gates of death 
with the sickness. Iwas his nurse. The doctor 
said again and again that he owed his life to me 
—and, indeed, I came near giving my own, for 
I took the dread malady, and bear its marks to 
this day. 

But O, I am blessed !—am I not blessed ¢ My 
husband, my children, my mother, my darling 
Elly living with me as a sister—I ask you, am I 
not blessed? | 


My own mother site at my beautiful fireside, 
My own father blessed me before he died. 





INCREASE OF A POTATO. 

Some years ago, a gentleman visiting a farmer 
in Tolland, Connecticut, took from he et a 
small potato, which somehow had got in there 
at home. It was thrown out with a smile, and 
the farmer taking it in his hand to look at it, a 
curious little boy of twelve, standing at his el- 
bow, asked him what it was? “0,” said he, 
“nothing but a potato, my boy; take and plant 


it, and you shall have all you can raise from it - 


till you are of age.” The lad: took it, and the 
farmer thought no more about it at the time. 
The boy, however, not despising small potatoes, 
carefully divided i into as many pieces as he 
could find eyes, and put them into the ground. 
The product was carefully put aside in the fall, 
and planted in the spring, and so on ti 

fo year, when the yield being good, ‘the act- 
ual product was four hundred bushels! The 
farmer seeing the prospect that the potato field 
would, ye another year, cover his whole farm, 
asked to be released from his promise.— 
Farmer. 





LONDON DAILY PAPERS. 

London has at least four daily penny papers, 
the Morning News, Standard, Telegraph and 
Star. Some of these have a circulation only 
limited to the sopecty.of their mechanical means 
of working off the impressions. The Standard 
and Telegraph are supposed to publish from 
40,000 to 60,000 copies. They are printed on 
double sheets of size, with eight a8 
large as the twelve or sixteen of the ‘Times. The 
Star ison a single sheet, and has, probably, s 
larger evening and morning circulation. These 
papers are well edited, the ‘Seanderd particalarly 
oo, giving two or three leaders scarcely inferior 
f.8 je lucubrations of the Times.—New York 
‘times. 





‘The smaller the drink the clearer the head, 
aud the cooler the blood. 


THE STORY OF RACHEL FELIX. 


THE WAG’S PHILOSOPHY. 





BY DON QUINEBAUG, JR. 





An honest artist, Stokes by name, 

‘Who had acquired moderate fame 

In the ability “ the gift to gle us 

‘To see ourselves as others see us,” 

‘Was found, one summer’s afternoon, 

Upon the street, quite out of tune; 

Dispensing imprecations dread 

Upon some erring mortal’s head, 

Who had been led, for what, unknowing, 

Said Stokes’s own likeness to purloin; 

A most magnificent affair, : 

He'd just produced with student's care; 

Which, scarcely half an hour before, 

He'd proudly hung at the street door. 

While in the midst of bis harangue, 

A waggish wight, named Lorenso Lang, 

Renowned for getting off odd jokes, 

Steps up, and thus addresses Stokes : 
“My friend, with you I sympathize 

Sincerely ; but tis with surprise 

I see you act 80 indiscreet, 

And to the wretch such measure mete; 

That he did wrong, ’tis very true, 

And sheuld be brought his course to rue; 

But it’s no more criminal, I’m sure, 

For him to take your minature, 

Than ‘tis for you, my good frend Stokes, 

Thus daily to treat other folks.” 





THE STORY OF RACHEL FELIX. 





BY MARY W. JANVEIN. 





Ir was at the sunset of a long, bright, spring 
day, in early March, 1821, that a strolling Jewish 
hawker, accompanied by his wife, and two or 
three little ones, paused from the day’s toilsome 
journey through the Tyrol, in the quiet lite 
Swiss village of Munf. 

All that day, and for many preceding ones, 
had the little train wound its way along through 
fertile valleys and country roads, past smiling 
vineyards and broad wheat fields just showing a 
faint green, the dark-eyed, swarthy-skinned son 
of Israel crying his wares with shrill voice, and 
hoarding his gains with all his nation’s fondness 
—the pale, patient wife, like Rebekah of old, 
“fair to look upon,” but now silent and weary- 
looking, who had forborne to utter a word of 
fatigue through all the long day’a journey—end 
the dark-eyed dusky-haired children, who, less 
patient than their gentle mother, began to make 
complaint, as children are wont, of “ being so 
tired,” and welcomed gladly the sunset hour 
that would bring them rest. 

“Thou art worn and ill,” said the hawker, 
bestowing a glance on his wife, and apparently 
noticing for the first time her pale, tried face, 
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and air of suppressed suffering, as they drew 
near the village which alept in the Jap of a smil- 
ing valley. ‘Sarah, take from thy mother the 
package of stuff—and, wife, we will not travel 
again till thou art stronger. I fear we have 
come on too fast this day; but the fruit of our 
day’s work has been no meagre one,” and the 
Israelite displayed his leathern pouch, filled with 
the coin he had taken in barter for goods from 
the pack on his shoulders. 

“ Yea, Felix, I am tired, and would fain rest,” 
replied the dark-eyed Jewess, mildly. “We 
will lay by at the village till I am strong again. 
Mayhap these folk will buy all your stuffs; at 
least, we have the means to pay for lodging for 
ourselves and our children during our sojourn. 
’Tis a long d&y’s journey we have walked through. 
the Tyrol.” 

And 0, while the sunset shadows stretched 
away over wheatéield and vineyard, gilding the 
hoary crests of the distant. Alps, darkening 
the chasms, and broad lakes, muffling ome way- 
side cross in darker gloom, and deepening along 
the country track the travellers had left behind 
them—their feet trod the streets of quiet Manf, 
and the kind-hearted Swiss peasants welcomed 
the weary family to their hearths and homes. 
Days passed, in which the dark-eyed Jewess 
abode in the cottage of a generous vine-grower, 
whose wife sewed and chatted with her guest, 
while the children of the two played together 
among the vines and early blooming flowers 
without the cottage door; nor was the hawker 
idle, for, from morning till sundown, he dis- 
played his wares at every door of the litt!s 
bamilet, till his shrunken pack and swelling purse 
gave.token of his thrifty calling, and scarce a 
good housewife or maiden in that Swiss village 
but displayed on her person some gay stuff or 
tinselled ornament he had urged upon her. 

And there, too, came the hour of trial for the 
worn and weary Jewish mother; for on the 
night of March 24th, she gave birth to a daugh- 
ter, thus consecrating to that humble, wayside, 
Swiss hamlet the honor which all the future 
cannot wrest from it—¢he honor that will bring 
thither pilgrims from every land and clime—to 
look upon the birthplace of the humble Jewish 
hawker’s child, and yet the greatest artiste whom 
the world afterward saw — the incarnation of 
passion, power, genius and tragedy—Rachel ! 

“Now, good wife, we must be moving again,” 
said the hawker, when his infant had gained a 
few weeks of its litéle life; ‘already we have 
made a long rest; and since I have replenished 
my pack at Berne, I will journey northward, 
into the mountainous Caafons, and there dispose 
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my wares. And I will buy a stout mule to 
earry my pack, and when you grow weary, will 
transfer the goods to my own stout shoulders, 
and you, with the infant Rachel, shall ride over 
the rough ways. The little ones can tradge 
along easily, for children’s hearts are light, and 
children’s feet are not soon weary; and since 
our little Sarah has been blessed with such a 
gift for singing, I have a mind that she should 
earn usa few coin by trolling ballads in the 
streets of hamlets and towns through which we 
may pass. What think ye of it, wife?” 

“ Yea, Felix, our ‘Lord God of Israel hath 
bestowed upon the child a marvellous voice. I 
bethink me of ‘the sweet singers of Israel’ when 
I listen ; and it is surely pleasant to hear children 
carol light, happy. songs,” replied ‘the Jewess. 

And so the family wound on throughout 
Switzerland, the hawker crying and selling his 
wares, the childven skipping and playing along 
theinjouzmey—now pansing to pull the wild 
flowers, or to rest at the foot of some wayside 
cross, too innocent te reck whe slept there, “un- 
wept, unhonored, and unsung ”’—while the little 
Sarah carolled in the streets of towns and 
villages, adding her mite to her father’s stores, 
and the mother trudged wearily along beside 
her husband, and the great black eyes of the 
infant in her arms gradually learned to rove 
from her mother’s face, to the new and strange 
objects constantly presented to her. 


A few years went by, and we behold the fam- 
ily of the Jewish hawker settled down at Lyons, 
® more congenial home to the mother with her 
growing family, since it afforded her rest from 
the wandering life she had hitherto led ; and the 
father became the lessee of a small dingy shop, 
underneath the apartments occupied by his wife 
and children, where wers collected the various 
goods, articles of jewelry, etc., usually found in 
a Jew’s shop, by the sale of which he contrived 
to add daily to his little stores. 

And in this city, also, the eldest child, Sarah, 
again took up her life of singer, daily going forth 
into the streets and various cafes, and this time 
accompanied by the little Rachel, who, at the 
close of her sister’s songs, collected in her tam- 
bourine money from admiring connoisseurs. At 
day-break the mother’s hands clothed these little 
ones, smoothed their coal black bair, taught 
them the formula of that Hebrew faith in which 
she had been born, and to which her children 
always clung ; then busied herself all day with 
her younger brood, while their childish feet 
sought the thronged streets, cqfes and pleasure- 
grounds of the city—the sweet voice of the 
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elder carolling blithe French songs, and the 
large black eyes of the tiny Rachel smiling 
thanks to the kind monsieur or madame, who 
dropped a sou into her tambourine. 

Who, then, of the throng who bestowed their 
coin upon this pale, thin, meagre, il! clad, litde 
wanderer, saw trace of her, who, years afterwards, 
on the boards of the Theatre Royale, mored all 
the Parisian world? Who, then, pausing a mo- 
ment to look into the lambent eyes of the Jew- 
ish child, read therein their wondrous prophecy? 

In 1880, the Felix family removed to Paris— 
® new and untried field of action. Here again 
the mother pursued her household cares, and the 
Jew his employment, and the little girl Sarah her 
role of singer at the cafes and on the Boulevards, 
but the litle Rachel was promoted from the 
financial department to join her sister in her 
songs and ballads. 

“What is your name, my child?” asked a 
grave, benevolent looklng man, one morning, 
attracted by the child’s clear, liquid voice, as he 
was sauntering along the gay Boulevards. 

“Rachel Felix, monsieur,” replied the sweet 
voice, while she dropped a graceful courtesy, 88 
monsieur slid a golden coin into her thin little 
hand. i 

“ And why do you sing all day in the streets, 
my child 2” 

«Ah, bon monsieur, it is to earn a sou, and 
sometimes a kind gentleman bestows upon me& 
franc, but Sarah and’ I carry it home to our 
mere,” and the girl’s lustrous eyes glistened her 
thanks. 

“ And how should you like to accompany me 
tothe great church Notre Dame, end hear the 
grand organ play?” he asked smilingly. 

“Eh, bien—tres bien, bon monsieur !”” ox! 
the eager child. 

“ You love to sing, mon enfant?” 

“ Qui, monsieur 1’ and she broke forth into & 
joyous carol. 

“Where do you live, petite une?” 

“In de Rue——. Vieadres tu et vois ma chere 
mere, monsieur 7” A 

The result of that visit to the apartments of 
the Jewish hawker and his wife has been seed 
by those who are familiar with the career of 
Rachel. The visitor, who was no otber than Bf. 
Charon, founder of the royal institution for the 
study of sacred music, obtaining the consent of 
her parents by reprecenting the advantage? of 
such = career for their wonderfully endowed 
child, at once took charge of her fortanes. She 
remained under his tuition for some months, bet 
at length discovering that her vocal develop- 
ments suited her moro for the dramatic than 
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the musical profession, her patron accordingly 
placed her under the tuition of M. St. Aulaire. 
Here, in l’ ecole dramatique, her true home was 
found, and her true career first began. For 
months she studied under the best masters of 
elocation, and in 1836 was admitted as a pupil 
at the Conservatoire. For another year she 
remained at her studies—committing those won- 
derful tragedies of Racine and Corneille, the 
perusal of which not only stereotyped them into 
her memory, but enforced their soul and spirit 
into her life, till tragedy was Rachel and Rachel 
was tragedy! In April, 1837, the artiste made 
her debut at Gymanse, in a play entitled “La 
Vendeenne.” Her performance was good, un- 
exceptionable, but giving no token of her par- 
ticular talent, Rachel made no particalar sensa- 
tion. But on the 24h of June, 1838, at the 
Theatre Francaise, Rachel burst like a comet on 
the dramatic world. She played Camille to an 
audience which almost went mad with enthu- 
siasm—to an excited people, whose applause was 
not only that of shout, and stamp, and bravo, but 
who gave the fitter tribute of hushed breath and 
tearful silence. From that hour, there was a new 
meteor of unrivalled brilliancy in the dramatic 
sky, and from that night her European reputa- 
tion was dated. Various were tho pieces in 
which this tragedienne gave token of her won- 
derfal genins—in “ Adrienne ” and many others, 
she was pre-eminent; but in Camille she was 
unsurpassable, and must .continue so, till a 
greater star than hers, now set, shall flash 
across the dramatic sky—and that shall be—ah! 
when? Camille always remained the most cele- 
brated character in her repertoire. 

Daring these bright years, these sunny years 
of triumphant success, began the love-dream of 
Rachel's life. Whose pen shall chronicle the 
first wild, thrilling bliss of the woman who hears 
from ardent lips the story of passion—alas, a 
guilty passion, unhallowed by churchly rite !— 
and that woman, her with the heart of fire— 
Rachel ? 

Not mine. 

‘We know that her life had many temptations ; 
and the code of woman’s honor in lax, gay, la belle 
France, is lighter held than in colder climes; but 
more’s the pity, that a great soul yielded up its 
woman’s virtue! It is said that Rachel might 
have married the father of her first child, the 
Count Walewski, and thus have become the 
sister-in-law of the emperor of the French, for 
‘Walewski was the son of the great Napoleon; 
andthe reason assigned for his rejection was, 
that such a union would not have conduced to 
her happiness, since the noble count, though of 
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so royal lineage, was poor in purse, find would 
have squandered the earnings of her profeesion» 
which, with the natural instinct of her Israclitish 
race, she was said ta be fond of hoarding. This 
we cannot believe; we do not believe thatthe 
great tragediemme preferred her gold to her 
honor. It may be that the fire of her ardent 
love had grown cold, for a nature like Rechel’s 
was capable of loving or hating with an equal 
degree of intensity. Hers wasa strong, deep, 
passionate natare, and as her loves were cher- 
ished with all the abandon of her orient race—so 
her resolves and antipathies may have been as 
firm and determined. But who can lift the veil * 
from woman’s heart in the matter of her loves, 
the children of her soul ? 

In the early autumn of 1855, Rachel set foot 
in America. Here, too, she set the dramatic 
world in a farere. In New York, Boston and 
Charleston, S. C., she held audiences enthralled 
hy the grace and tragi¢ abandon of her attitudes, 
and by the terrible flashes of her fierce black 
eyes. 

Said ono who encountered her at her private 
hotel, and caught the full expression of her 
gaze, “I would not like to incur that woman’s 
hate!” Another who saw her in “ Adrienne,” 
said to me, “Rachel was on the stage, and I: 
trembled. The mere glance of her eye had a 
fiendish fascination—it made me shiver from 
head to foot. She spoke, and her voice was 
like nothing I ever heard, ever imagined ; but it 
was the glance of her terrible eye, the mobility 
of her features, their passion, wildness, pallor, 
which thrilled me. Her thin lips worked con- 
vulsively, her hollow lips were pale ss marble— 
the very spirit of tragedy seemed essenced in 
her terrible voice—but burning, burning, beneath 
the dome-like forehead which rises above the 
classic structure of her face, were thosclummmous 
eyes. The eyes wore Rachel!” 

Racbel’s career in the new world was  tri- 
umph. Every night the impersonations of her 
genius electrified the world of play.goers. Men 
and women grew pale as death beneath the 
tragic spleador of her genius. Sometimes 
storms of applause heat the air; sometimes 8 
rain of flowers fell at her feet. Although few 
comparatively among her audiences could in- 
terpret much beside what was told in the univer- 
sal language of expression and gesture, still, so 
perfectly were the emotions which filled the soul 
of Rachel conveyed to them by the varying 
shades of expression, and the play of her hands 
and arms, that bat few, and very obtuse were. 
they, who did not comprehend all. She gave 
us the Inst flashes of her brilliant genias—but it 
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seems a melancholy, but accredited fact, which 
is confirmed by her own letters, that here she 
first caught the cold; which finally terminated in 
that dreaded dvstroyer,’ consumption. She 
writes to a friendin New York: “I am really 
tired ont—perfectly tired ont. If/laurels ward 
off the thunder, they don’t keep me from grow- 
ing rusty. The’fact is, I took cold in the train, 
and ever since I have been in Boston, have been 
coughing like a consumptive, which I am not, I 
beg you to believe, in’ spite of my pale com- 
plexion and seeming thinness.” 

Poor Rachel! the seeds of disease were al- 
ready sown, and our harsh, New’ England cli- 
mate may have ripened them. The transition to 
the sunny South, to the warmer clime of Cuba, 
to France—to Egypt—could not save her. Nor 
airs laden with orange blossom or pomegranate 
fragrance, could bring the easier breath to the 
laboring lungs ; nor France, with Provence roses 
and luxuriant vines, restore the bloom to her 
cheek, or dimming splendor to her eye; nor 
lotus-flowers of Egypt recall the faded dreams 
of youth and passion; nor triumphal passage 
adown the Nile in'a barge of Cleopatra-like 
magnificence, reseue her from the thraldom of a 
conqueror more potent, and, alas, mote terrible, 
than imperial Roman Casar—even Death! 

‘There came a time when it was said’ Rachel 
wasidying! And then, Rachel went home— 
home to the land of her childhood, if not of her 
birth, to the land of her struggles, her loves, and 
her splendid triumphs. That sad, mournful 
prophecy, written at Havana just two years pre- 
vious, was literally fulfilled: “I have earried 
my name as far'as I could, and I shall take my 
heart back to those who love me.” Itsis said 
thatin her last hours, the tragedienne desired 
her stage dresses, ornaments, and jewelry, to be 
spread out on’ the bed before her; and, fingering 
them over with her diaphanous, émaciated hands, 
she mournfully exclaimed, “Must I, then, part 
with you?” Some ‘would pronounce this but 
an exemplification of “the ruling passion strong 
in death”—an Israelitish fondness for her gains ; 
rather let us recognize the association which ex- 
isted in her mind between these gaudy emblems 
and her’ brilliant’ successes, And yet, it isa 
mournful token of the influence earthly honors 
and distinctions can wield, even inthe valley of 
shadows, over the soul just ready for its launch 
into that vast unknown sea, whose waters lave 
the shores of the silent Jand. ‘Sad, mournful 
evidence—may it also prove @ monitor to some 


. Other soul, craving wholly earthly goods ana’ 


distinctions. There ‘came a Jater hour, when a’ 
hushed whisper circled’ outwardly from Cannes 
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throughout France— Rachel ‘is dead!” And 
from thence, the waves of the Atlantic washed it 
to our shores—the mournfal tidings—* Rachel 
is dead!” They said she clung to the Hebrew 
faith of her fathers in her dying moments; they 
said her heart beat slowly, lingeringly, pulsating 
even when the embalmers came to do their office, 
ere they laid her away in the beautiful cemetery 
of Pere la Chaise. Strange, wonderful tenacity 
of life, and yet, not wonderful, since the “heart 
can remain young, even after the foam has long 
heen kissed from life’s mantling goblet, and the 
very dregs been exhausted. ‘Not “strange ”"— 
not “wonderfal ”—for the heart of the mother 
lingered with her children. And ‘she was so 
young to die—only thirty-seven. Rachel Felix, 
the hawker’s child of the humble Switzer village, 
the musician and singer of the cafes and Boule- 
vards of Paris, the queen of the Parisian stage, 
the empress of the drama, the incarnation of 
tragedy—only thirty-seven! 

hace eral gt 

HINTS TO LADIES. 

A very sensible matron once remarked : “ Men 
of sense—I speak not of boys of eighteen to five- 
and-twenty, during their age of detestability— 
men who are worth the trouble of falling in loye 
with, and the fass and incotivenience of being 
married to, and to whom one might, after some 
inward conflicts, and a course, perhaps, of fast- 
ing and self-humiliation, submit to fulfil those 
ill-contrived vows of obedience which are ex- 
tracted at the altar—such men want not dolls for 
their companions; and women who would suit 
such men are just as capable of loving fervently, 
deeply, as the ringlettina, fall of song and senti- 
ment—who cannot walk—cannot rise in the 
morning—cannot tie her bonnet strings—faints 
if she has to lace her boots—never in her life 
brushed ont her beautiful hair—would not, for 
the world, prick her delicate finger with plain 
sewing; but who can work harder than a factory 
girl upon a lamb’s-wool shepherdess—dance like 
a dervise—ride like a fox-hunter—and, whilst 
every breath of air gives her cold in her father’s 
gloomy country house, and she cannot think how 
people can endure this climate, she can go out 
to dinner parties in February and March, with 
an inch of‘sleeve and half-a-quarter of boddice.”’ 


THE SOUL. 
One thinks the soul is air; another, fire; 
Another, blood diffased about the heart; 
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TIME AND LIFE. 





‘BY vy. L. HOSMER. 





A dewy morning smiled 
Upon the opening flowers, 
To purest innocence s child 
Was whiling the soft hours; 
Hie brow was like the whitest snow, 
His cheek as red as morning's glow. 


‘The flowerets were alone 
Companions of the child; 
With them he talked in gentle jase: 
And joyously he smiled, 
‘TIN tired at length, be laid his head 
Upon a little floweret bed. 


But there came an aged man, 
With stern and wrinkled face; 
Ho held s reaper in his hand, 
‘And walked an even pace; 
* He caught the boy unto his side, 
and walked slong with even stride, 


The ever-changing view 
‘Was pleasing to the child, 
He longed for each scene new, 
‘With a yearning strong and wild; 
And he bade the old man Aaste his gait, 
But atill he strode at a measured rate. 


‘He bore the little boy 
‘Through manhood's sterner field ; 
‘Through scenes of woe, of pain, of joy, 
Till his gentle heart was steeled! 
Then he bade the old man dack his gait; 
But he ever strode at that measured rate. 


He bore him through the scenes 
Of sorrowing old age; 
On through the shadowy vale of death, 
‘Through Mfe’s Inst Hngering stage; 
‘Till the old man fell in a deep abyss, 
But the spirit he bore moved on in bliss! 


‘That aged man was Time, 
‘With etern and wrinkled fice; 
And the child he caught unto his side, 
And walked an even pace, 
‘Was one of the children of this earth, 
Whom the old man caught at the moment of birth. 
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BY CARRIE 








“Sun is certainly handsome,” rejoined Mrs. 


Dr. West. 
“‘ Handsome! how can you say 80 1” rejoined 


Mrs. Sawyer Pendleton. “ Why, I consider her 
very plain-looking.” 

“The doctor saw her in charch yesterday, and 
he pronounced her the most striking looking 
person he had seen in an age.” 

“She is sufficiently singular in her appear- 
ance to be sure,” said Mrs. Pendleton; “but 
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how any person can pretend to call her large, 
singular features handsome, I don’t see. For 
my part, if I looked like her, I should consider 
myeelf a perfect fright.” 

“Well, at any rate she was elegantly dressed ; 
and in each perfect taste, too. And she has the 
air of a queen. I am certain she is a lady born 
and bred; andI am determined to make her 
soquaintance.”’ 

“ You certainly don’t think of calling on her 1” 

“Ido. I am going there this very day.” 

“What, call on the guest of a common seam- 
stress! Absurd! I knew you were romantic, 
Isabel, but I did not think you would carry your 
whims #0 far as that.” 

“Nevertheless, I am just so absurd. Mrs. 
Green is a respectable woman, if she is poor; 
and although I know nothing of her antecedents, 
Ihave always been of the opinion that she has 
been well-bred, and has, to use the vulgar phrase, 
‘seen better days.’ I like what little Ihave seen 
of her very much, and am determined to take 
this opportanity of making a further acquaint- 
ance with her.” 

“Well, I must say, I have some curiosity 
about this singular relative of hers. She dresses 
like a queen, snd carries herself with as much 
dignity ; and though I have not a doubt but she 
will tarn out to be some city Uress-maker or mil- 
liner come out into the country to make a display 
of her fine clothing, and impose upon her supe- 
tiors, yet if you will be so ridiculous as to 
patronize her, why I think I’ll go too, just out 
of curiosity.” 

Mrs, West bit her lip, and’ after a moment’s 
pause, replied. ‘Certainly, Sarah, I should be 
bappy to have you accompany me; thongh I 
am sorry you are actuated only by a vulgar cari- 
osity in making the call. I am afraid if the 
young lady could see your heart, she would not 
feel very highly honored by the attention.” 

“O, nonsense, Isabel; what a bore you are 
with all your prating about sincerity. Come 
hurry on your things, and we'll go right away to 
Mrs. Green’s.” And the elegantly dressed little 
lady consulted her jewelled watch, and added : 
‘Fred will be home for dinner in a couple of 
hours, and I believe he mentioned that he was 
to bring guests with him, so I must hurry.” 

Mrs. West was soon ready. Her plain but 
handsome dress contrasted somewhat with her 
sister’s more elegant and showy attire, and the 
latter noticed it. 

“ Why didn’t you put on your robe silk,” said 
she, “and, show this young chit that we can dress 
here in Centreville, if we do live a hundred iniles 


out of town? For my part, I am going to put on 
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all the airs I can, and awe her dowa into her 
proper sphere.” 

Mrs. West smiled, and had scarcely time for a 
reply, before they reached the little brown house 
where Mrs. Green resided. 

“Do you knock, Isabel ; of course there is no 
bell, not even a knocker; and I shall soi] my 
gloves.” 2 

Mrs. Green soon answered their summons. 
Her apron was wet, and her hands moist and 
red, and it was very evident that she had just 
left the washing-tub. She blushed slightly, as 
sho recognised her aristocratic visitors, and mak- 
ing some slight apologies for the appearance of 
her room, which was somewhat disordered, iuvit- 
ed them to a seat, 

“ We noticed a lady at church with you yee 
terday,” said Mrs. West, after a fow remarks, 
“and as she appeared to be a stranger, wo have 
taken the liberty of calling to make her ac 
quaintance.”” 

Mrs. Green was too well-bred to betray the 
surprise which she might have felt; and sent her 
daughter Augusta to call Candace. It was ten 
or fifteen minutes perhaps, before the young lady 
made her appearance. 

“My cousin, Candace Iron,” was Mrs. Greon’s 
brief introduction. 

Candace was tall and slightly built; with very 
dark hair, whose glossy abundance, constituted, 
but for her dark, lustrous eyes, her chief beauty, 
She was very pale, and her features, though 
large and irregular were very expressive. She 
was dressed in a simple white wrapper, edged, 
however, with exquisite and costly lace, and a 
heavy, old-fashioned pearl brooch confined its 
folds at her throat. Her only.other ornament 
was a black enamelled ring, set with a very large 
and brilliant diamond, and a heavy plain one 
above it. She received the salutations of her 
lady guests with the most perfect ease and dig- 
nity, apolagized for the delay which the neces- 
sity of preparing certain letters for the mail had 
occasioned them, and seated herself upon the 
hard deal chair, with as much grace as if it had 
been a velvet fuuteuil. 

If the ladies were both surprised and delighted 
with her dress and appearance, they were not 
Tess charmed with the chasteness and elegance 
of her conversational powers. She was evident- 
ly a pereon of fine natural endowments and nch 
culture. As her very appearance made the 
place in which she dwelt a palaco, so the incffa- 
ble charm of her mind threw a halo over every 
subject which she discussed. That she was pos- 
sessed of the most acute discrimination also was 
apparent to both ladies, as at the end of an hour— 
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for the fascinating stranger had beguiled them 
into an unfashionably long call—they arose to 
take their leave. Mrs. Pendleton’s resolve of 
“awing the young woman into her proper 
sphere,” had vanished into thin air, before the 
high-bred girl had set her dainty foot upon the 
threshold ; and she had felt every moment she 
had lingered in her presence the paueity of her 
own intellectual stores, and envied the selfpos- 
session of her more accomplished and amiable 
sister. At parting, therefore, she felt very keenly 
the difference in Candace’s manner, toward her, 
and Mrs. West, although so delicately was the 
distinction made that the most exquisite breeding 
could not take the slightest exception to it. 

Mrs. Pendleton, who was a woman of more 
surface than depth of character, immediately 
went into ecstacies over the stranger, and trum- 
peted her perfections in the most exaggerated 
way all over Centreville; while her sister, more 
quietly, but with better effect, bestowed upon 
Candace such attentions as would render her 
visit in town agreeable; thus bringing her into 
notice, and allowing her native graces to win 
their own way. Thus it came about, that the 
cousin of honorable Mrs. Green became in a 
fortnight’s time, the lion of Centreville society. 
Parties were given for her, rides and picnica-fol- 
lowed for her especial pleasure, and all the varied 
hospitalities of our unusually hospitable town 
were freely lavished upon her. In short, Can- 
dace narrowly escaped becoming popular in Cen- 
treville. There was, however, in her nature, 
despite the exquisite refinement which made her 
strive to be agreeable to all, a thin ice of reserve, 
8 delicate trace of hauteur, which sometimes s- 
riously threatened her popularity. No ong could 
ever feel that Miss Iron was receiving a favor at 
their hands. Whatever the circumstances, the 
obligation was reversed ; it was she who honored 
Centreville and the Centrevillians, by suffering 
herself to be drawn from her self imposed ob- 
security, to shed her native lustre upon their 
society. 

Not that she ever by word or deed inti- 
mated this, but there were few who did not ex- 
Ferience the consciousness while in her presence. 
All inquiries too, in regard to her family or cir- 
cumstances, were quietly eluded. She was from 
New York; she intended to remain in Centre- 
ville for s few weeks, possibly longer—it was 
quite uncertain how long. While there, the 
bumble abode of Mrs. Green would be her home, 


- and the delicate intimations of some of her aris- 


tocratic friends of the pleasure which her society | 
would give them in their own homes, were 
silently disregarded. Of course, under these 
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circumstances there were not wanting those who 
could hint at disagreeable things in connection 
with the interesting stranger ; but our best soci- 
ety, with one accord, frowned down every calum- 
nious insinuation, and the croakers were forced 
from very self-respect to be silent. 

It could not be supposed that a woman like 
Candace Iron could be thus generally received 
in society without attracting attention, and in- 
spiring admiration among the gentlemen. In 
fact, she was universally admired, though there 
were few who could claim an intimate acquaint- 
ance. »There were several among them whose 
hearts seemed really touched ; and conspicuous 
among these was Frank Perkins, a young phy- 
sician recently settled in the village. He was a 
handsome, open hearted, enthusiastic young man, 
much respected in the community, and a great 
favorite among the ladies. He was a cousin of 
my mother, and a dear and intimate friend of 
my own, and it was when he first confessed to me 
his interest in Miss Iron, that I determined to 
cultivate my slight acquaintance with her, that I 
might form some better idea in regard to the 
wisdom of Frank’s choice, and his prospects of 
success. As Mrs. Green was our next neighbor, 
our houses being separated only by a sloping 
field and an orchard, and as, moreover, she had 
been in the habit of doing a good deal of our 
family sewing, there was no difficulty in doing 





As my acquaintance with Candace ripened 
into friendship, I began to experience the won- 


derfal power of her fascinations, and I no longer |’ 


wondered at the intensity of Frank’s passion. 
Yet the more I studied her, the more enigmati- 
cal she seemed. Singularly retiring and unob- 
trusive in her manners, seeming rather to shun 
than to court remark, it was yet almost impos- 
sible to remain an hour in her presence without 
being drawn out in love and confidence towards 
her, while the most perfect respect was what she 
commanded from all. Sitting one evening in her 
room, which was a small attic chamber, farnished 
with the utmost plainness, yet beaatifal by the 
nice touch of her artistic fingers, I observed for 
the first time a guitar standing in the corner. 

“Are you musical, Candace?” I said. 
thought you never sang.” 

She was unusually pensive that evening, and 
I shall never forget the singularly mournfal smile 
with which she replied : 

“T do not often sing in company, for the only 
music which has any meaning for me, accords 
but ill with gay assemblies. If you can listen to 
one of my songs without being saddened by it, 
I will sing for you.” 
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“O, do,” I replied, ‘I am passionately fond 
of old ballads.” 

She strung the blue ribbon of her guitar over 
her shoulder, and after a wild, yet tender and 
mournful prelude, commenced singing a song 
which I had never heard before. The power and 
pathos of her voice, which was not loud, . but 
deep and rich, transcended anything I had ever 
before heard, while her touch was masterly. 
She seemed fingering one’s very heartstrings, so 
perfect was the unison of her harmonious voice 
arm instrument with the tones which the heart- 
chords give out when swept by any wild emotion. 
T was like one in a trance, while she, sitting 
there in the twilight obscurity of the room, her 
delicate white robes softly defining themselves 
against the shadows, with her rich dark eyes and 
cloudy masses of hair, and her pale, syeet features 
which the indistinct light softened into perfect 
harmony and beauty, seemed to my rapt gaze 
like some pure angel from a brighter realm, half 
veiled from my vision by the dusky shadows of 
earth, yet sadly singing the divinest melody of 
sympathy which the sorrows of humanity ever 
evoked from angel harps. It was a full minute 
after she ceased singing, before the transfigura- 
tion ceased, and J regained my powers of speech. 

“Candace,” I exclaimed, “where did you 
learn that song 7” 

“From my own heart,” was the low, sad 
reply. 

I paused a moment. “Do you mean that itis _ 
original ”” 

“Yes; I have a peculiar feeling towards mu- 
sic—perhaps a eelfish one; but any sentiment 
which I cannot feel with sufficient depth to be 
able myself to clothe it in language and song, I 
have no pleasurein enjoying. Music is a divine 
gift—it is properly the harmonions expression of 
the soul’s highest affections—and therefore one’s 
songs should be a part of himself. Such can- 
not always be the ease on earth, but so it will be 
in heaven.” 

I began to wonder whether, after all, my vision 
was not frue, and eke an angel, or at least a 
Peri, she speke with so much .assurance of 
heavenly things. 

“Candace,” I said, with a boldness I had 
never dared to assume before, ‘‘ you are.a singu- 
lar creature. Are yonr idiosyncrasies a mere 
freak of nature, or are they the result of strange 
experiences?” 

She was not affronted et my plainness. “ Per- 
haps,” she said, “both causes are combined. 
Mine was a strange birth, ldazie—a strange for- 
tune.” She paused 4 moment, a pause which I 
could no more have interrupted than I could 


have jarred with my feeble note of discord the 
harmonies of celestial spheres ; and then contin- 
wed, “I am strange ; I suppose I seem peculiar 
and eccentric to my fellow-mortals, one and all. 
There are no exceptions, are there? Your cousin, 
Frank Perkins, for instance, he thinks me as 
strange and peculiar as all the rest.” 

I was astounded at this allusion, for never be- 
fore had I heard her mention his name, save in 
the most common-place accents; and I had been 
thoroughly mystified in all my endeavors to 
fathom her mind on the subject. Foran instant 
I scarcely knew how to reply. 

“Frank certainly considers you very far re- 
moved from young ladies whom one ordinarily 
meets in society ; bat your peculiarities excite 
his highest admiration, and I am afraid”—! 
emphasized the word—* awaken too deep an in- 
terest for his own peace of mind.” 

“ Afraid !”’ she said, captiously, “ why afraid ?” 

“ Because, Candace,” I replied, speaking right 
to the point, “I don’t think you ever intend to 
marry him.” 

Another pause. “ Youare right,” she said, at 
length, “I do not intend to marry him. Will 
you tell him so from me? Tell him gently, del- 
icately, as you can—for you are a true woman, 
Lizzio—but pointedly, settle the matter at once 
—for—he must never speak of love to me.” 

“Candace,” I asked, because I could not re- 
frain from asking, “do you not love him? I 
have been certain of it sometimes when I marked 
the softening of your voice, the melting of your 
eye toward him.” 

“When did you notice all this?” she de- 
manded, with an eagerness that startled me. 
“When, and who else saw it? Did he ever 
notice it, think you !” 

I did not know how to answer, and she 
continned : 

“Love him? No, I would not for worlds 
curse him with my love. It would scathe him 
like the lightning. No, he must never, never 
crave the- boon. “ Liszie, Lizzie,” she said, 
looking at me with wild, teariess eyes that were 
almost fierce, ‘Lizzie, go home, my child. I 
am not a fit companion for you now; in another 
half hour I might tell you things which would 
scorch and scathe your pure soul, as they have 
mine. Go home, I say, do the errand I bade 
you; but never allude to the scene to any one— 
never think of it again.” 

I bade her good-night, and wished her pleas- 
ant slambers that should dispel this wild mood, 
which was so unlike her usual quiet self. She 
only smiled in reply ; but it was a smile eloquent 
with the same proud yet mournful significance 
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which had marked her manner. At the door 
I met Augusta Green, with a letter for her 
cousin. < 

The next day it was known all through Cen- 
treville that Miss Iron had been unexpectedly 
recalled to New York, and had been obliged to 
leave without ceremony. When she would re 
turn, if ever, Mrs. Green could not tell, neither 
could she give any clue to her address, as she 
said her cousin might be obliged to travel, and 
there would be no certainty of letters reaching 
her. People thought it rather singular, but when 
six weeks passed, and nothing was heard from 
her, either direetly or through Mrs. Green, in- 
quiries ceased, and Miss Iron was in a fair way 
to be peacefully forgotten, at least by most. 
Cousin Frank and myself certainly formed two 
exceptions. I had delivered to him her message, 
and it sct him almost wild. With the fall 
strength of a generous, manly being, he loved 
her, and he vowed he would search her ont if 
any part of creation still held her; he would 
know with certainty whether she loved him ; and 
if so, what barrier existed that could not be 
overborne by love like his. It was impossible 
to leave his patients just then, but at Christmias, 
if no news came, he would go to New York, and 
search until he found her, if it were # year. 
Time was nothing to a love like his. 

He was saved the trouble; for one quiet day 
in November, a carriage drove up to Mrs. Green’s 
door, and Candace Iron alighted from it, and 
passed up the walk, leading by the hand a little 
boy of three years. I happened to be standing 
by the window at the time, and saw all this ; and 
as soon as etiquette permitted, I donned a bon- 
net and shawl, and tripped across the fields to 
welcome her. 

“Yam very, very glad to see you back again, 
Candace,” I said, as I kissed her, “wo have 
missed you very much; but it seems to me you 
are thinner than you used to be. I hope you 
have not been ill.” 

“No,” she replied, quietly, “I have been in 
my usual health; but I have been travelling, 
and am very much fatigued.” 

“What a sweet little boy you have found in 
your journeyings; what is his name, and whose 
is it?” 

“ His name is Henry—he is my child.” 

It was said calmly, in a low voice ; but a faint 
color rose to her cheek. 

“ Yours !” I exclaimed, “yours by adoption, 
then ; the child of some relative I presume?” 

“No, mine by birth; I am his mother.” 

I was speochless for a moment, but her ready 
tact relieved me, 
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“ When I first came to Centreville, I was taken 
for a young lady, and as I desired to avoid ques- 
tions, I allowed the mistake to pass uncorrected. 
Tam a widow.” 

I scratinized her closely, and tried, as I had 
often done before, to form some estimate in re- 
gard to her age. At first glance, you would have 
said she was no more than nineteen ; her form 
and features were certainly youthful; yet the 
soul which animated her countenance, and looked 
out at her dark eyes, was certainly old in expe- 
riences. As always before, I was baffled. She 
must have been widowed for some time, for she 
wore no mourning garments. I longed to ques- 
tion hér, but she had signified that it would be an 
intrusion, so I forbore. On my way home I 
met Cousin Frank. 

“Have you seen Candace?” was my first 
question. 

He had not even heard of her arrival. “Iam 
on my way to the cars,” he said, “ for a week’s 
absence. I cannot see her now, but you must 
give her my hearty welcome back, and assure 
her that my first call when I retarn, will be at 
her door. And then,” he added, “I will know 
the worst.” 

Great was the consternation in Centreville 
when the circumstances of Candace’s return 
were known. Her best friends were surprised 
into silence, and the croakers, whose mouths had 
before been shut, repaid themselves richly for 
their enforced silence. They always knew it 
would turn out so in the end ; they were always 
certain she was an impostor, and no better than 
she should be. Some people always were so 
taken by outside show; they had seen the end 
from the beginning ; but they charitably forbore 
their evil prophecies. Amongst this sapient set 
was Mrs. Pendleton, who was certain from the 
firat that there was something wrong ; but then 
Mrs. West was so blinded by the artfal creature, 
and she felt it her duty to stand by her sister. 

The tide having once turned, it was not long 
in running its downward course, and Candace’s 
popularity had soon reached its lowest ebb. A 
few ther were among those who knew her best, 
who trusted her, and although even to them she 
still, as before, refused all explanations in regard 
to her own private affairs, there was that in her 
truthfulness of character and conduct, from which 
they could not withhold their confidence. In 
answer to all expressions of sympathy in regard 
to her present unenviable position in society, her 
quiet reply was : 

“Tt is only what I have expected. I came 
here for retirement and privacy. The attentions 
which I received were never solicited, and al- 
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though in consideration of my own health which 
then needed the stimulus of activity, I did not 
feel at liberty to decline them, I knew it could 
last but for a season ; I am, therefore, not disap- 
pointed, and need no sympathy on that score.” 

‘When Frank returned, little Harry was quite 
ill, and his. first professional call was at Mrs. 
Green’s. It was at the twilight of a wild, tem- 
pestuous day that I saw his carriage stop there. 
An hour or two later I ran over to inquire after 
the sick child. He was sleeping quietly upon 
Mrs. Green’s bed, and Candace and the doctor, 
I was informed, were closeted in her own room. 
It was nine o’clock when I left. From my 
chamber I could watch the light which barned 
from Candace’s window. I counted the cloek 
stroke at ten, eleven, twelve, and still through the 
trees of the orchard I discerned the twinkling 
ray. Half an hour later I heard the click of 
Mrs. Green’s gate, and the roll of carriage 
wheels. Then I fell asleep; but waking again 
near morning, I looked out, and the light still 
burned on. 

After breakfast I called with some little deli- 
cacies for the sick child. Candace sat by his 
bedside, with deep traces of her last night's vigil 
upon her face. Her eyes were dim and sunken, 
her cheeks, always pale, were now sallow, and 
seemed fairly emaciated by the intensity of her 
suffering. She was holding her moaning boy 
close pressed in her arms; patting his rosy 
cheeks, threading her thin, delicate fingers 
through the soft ringlets of his hair, and anon 
pressing passionate kisses upon his brow and 
fevered lips. 

“He is better this morning,” she said, in an- 
swer to my inquiries. ‘‘ Thank God, he has not 
been seriously ill ; I think it would kill me to lose 
him.” 

O, how I longed to take her to my arms, poor 
stricken, sorrowing dove! and comfort and 
caress her, as she petted her boy ; but I dared nat. 
I did lay my hand upon her burning brow, and 
print a kiss softly upon it, as I left, and the 
glance of tender, heartfelt gratitude which repaid 
me, brought tears to my eyes. Isaw Frank that 
afternoon. 

“ How is it?” was my first question. 
there any hope?” 

“*None, save one which it is a sin to cherish, 
Yet, O, Lizzie! she loves me. I know it. She 
forbade her lips to murmur the sound ; yet in the 
intensity of her sorrow and my sympathy I 
caught her wildly in my arms, and she lay for 
one moment sobbing upon my bosom. It was 
only an instant, but as she raised her head, she 
murmured, ‘This must not be; even this drop 
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of sweetness is denied to me—I must drink my 
bitter cup to the very dregs—but I will go down 
to my grave with untainted honor, and an unsul- 
lied conscience.’ O, Lizzie, she is an angel. 
Let the world say what they will of her, she is 
too pure to breathe its air.” 

Poor Frank! I pitied him. I knew the hope 
of his manhood had perished, and I felt keenly 
all the peculiar trials of his lot; but he seemed 
to have caught something of her heroic spirit, 
and I saw that he asked for no sympathy, so I 
only pressed his hands in my own, and received 
in silence his cousinly kiss, and then we parted. 

A year passed, and still Candace romained 
our neighbor. Among all who had at first over- 
whelmed her with attentions, scarce one true 
friend remained to cheer her ‘solitude. Frank 
had removed to @ neighboring town; he hed 
been an altered being since that sad niht of 
vigils. He was the same manly, upright, noble- 
hearted man as ever; but his buoyancy and 
cheerfulness were gone. He came frequently to 
see me, and never left without calling on Can- 
dace ; but he never saw her save in the presence 
of the family. Usually I accompanied him in 
his calls ; and his manner, though always touched 
with a saddened tenderness, was still that of the 
utmost deference and respect. He seldom took 
her hand, even at parting, and although I could 
occasionally discern a gleam of tenderness in his 
glance toward her, her smile to him was always 
calm and friendly, never more. One day as I 
received my own mail from the post office, the 
clerk said to me: 

“Miss Lizzie, here is a letter in mourning for 
Miss Iron; it is marked ‘in haste,’ and as you 
pass her door in going home, may I trouble you 
to call with it?” 

I took the letter joyfully. Idonot know why, 
but a thrill of hope ran through my heart, as I 
looked at the black seal and the heavy line of 
mourning which encircled the envelope. I flew, 
rather than ran, my feet scarcely touched the 
sidewalk; it seemed to me an age, yet it was 
scarcely three minutes till I had placed the epistle 
in her hands. Her color rose, and she uttered 
a faint cry, as she glanced at the superscription. 
An instant sufficed to reveal its intelligence to 
her quick eye. She drew one long, shudderjng 
breath; I thought she would faint, but she only 
buried her face in her hands, and trembled from 

head to foot. 

“0, God!” she murmured, at length, “am I 
at last free? After these long, weary years, 
Heaven forgive me if it be sinful, but—I em 
thankful.” 

Three minates elapsed, and she did not speak 
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sgain. At last she arose, and kneeling by her 
bedside, seemed for some minutes to be engaged 
in fervent prayer—after that she wrote and de- 
spatched a hasty note—then she came and sat 
by my side again, and laying her hands confid- 
ingly in mine, and smiling upon me with one of 
those radiant smiles which I never saw on any 
other countenance, she said : 

“ Lizzie, if I have seemed ungrateful in with- 
holding my confidence from your pure and 
priceless friendship, the hour has come when I 
can ask, and I trast receive your pardon.” 

And then briefly, but impressively, she told 
me her story. 

“My father was a young English nobleman, 
who in his first visit to the continent, fell in love 
with and espoused an Italian opera singer of 
some note. He died, however, before I was 
born, and his widow, with a proud shrinking 
from all the trials which she must undergo in 
establishing her claim to a legal marriage, and 
@ recognition by his family, preferred emigrating 
to America. She had scarcely been a month in 
this country, when I first saw the light. She 
was not then destitute, but her resources were 
not sufficient to support her without labor. So 
that notwithstanding her desire to live for her 
child’s sake a private life, she was forced by her 
ignorance of the ways of procuring a livelihood 
in this country, to go again upon the stage. She 
resolutely avoided all introductions to society, 
however, and lived in quiet lodgings in the most 
retired part of the city, devoting all her leisure 
and resources to my education. When I was 
fifteen she died, and I mourned her loss as it be- 
came the child of so much love, and patient toil 
and self-denial todo. With her dying breath, 
she committed me to the care of her only friend, 
an honest stage-manager whom she had long 
known, and he was faithfal to his charge. At 
the end of a year, however, by accident I was 
brought to the notice of a young man of wealth 
and standing, the heir indeed of one of the 
wealthiest merchants of New York. He fell in 
love with what he used to term my ‘gipseyish 
charms.’ And as he proposed an honorable 
marriage to my guardian, the latter thought it 
his duty to counsel my acceptance. I was but 
sixteen, and had been bred in utter retirement. 
Ihad a keen sense of my obligations to Mr. 
Richards, and my dependence upon him. What 
was more natural than that I should accept this 
flattering offer? I did so; and we were mar 
tied. I have reason to believe that Robert Iron 
never intended that the ceremony should be le- 
gal; but thanks to the watchfalness of Mr. 
Richards, it was so, as I have now the blessed 
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satisfaction of knowing, although with childish 
carelessness I was persuaded to entrust my mar- 
riage certificate to his care, and have therefore 
had no certain proof of its validity since the 
death of Mr. Richards, which occurred shortly 
after our marriage. 

“For three years I lived with my husband. 
At first I was perfectly happy. We travelled 
constantly ; Robert said because he preferred it, 
and because it would give me a style and finish 
of manner which he much desiréd I should attain 
before being presented to his family. We stopped 
at first class hotels, and mingled freely in the 
best society of all the principal cities of the Unfon. 
Six months had not passed, however, before he 
grew jealous of me. He soon found that I did 
not love him, and after that he made my life 
miserable by his suspicions and his tadnts. For 
the last two years that I lived with him, my suf- 
ferings were terrible. I cannot now recall them 
without shuddering. Yet I think he loved me 
more traly than he ever loved anything else ; but 
his nature was naturally selfish. The birth of 
our child gave him pleasure, and for a time he 
softened towards me; but it did not last long. 
Yet he was my only protector, and I clung to 
him ; he was moreover the father of my child, 
and I could not leave him. Judge then of my 
horror and consternation when he one day pro- 
posed that I should free both him and myself from 
the galling chains with which we were bound, by 
anelopement. At first I refused unconditionally, 
and with the utmost indignation ; offering, how- 
ever, to separate myself from him, publicly and 
honorably. This made him outrageous. He 
would submit to no such scandal, he said; his 
fair fame should never be tarnished in that way ; 
as for me, what was I, but the base-born daughter 
of a base-born mother. My father’s blood boiled 
in my veins, and for an instant I could have 
stabbed him to the heart. He insisted, however, 
on his infamous proposal, offering me but one 
alternative: I might pretend an elopement and 
live in retirement in some out-of-the-way placo 
where I should not be known, or he would reject 
me as a cast-off mistress, and I, having no proof 
of our marriage, and neither money nor friends, 
should star before the world as sach. You, my 
dear child, cannot picture the sufferings of that 
night. God grant you may never experience 
aught to remind you of what I have endured. 
The next day I put the whole case into the hands 
of a lawyer, who was a tried friend; and in 
view of all the circumstances, he advised me to 
the quietest course, which I at last pursued. At 
first Robert would not give me my child. This 
nearly killed me ; it seemed the last drop which 
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was wanting to make my cup overflow. But 
soon after I left he was taken ill at a southern 
city, and wrote me that if I would come for the 
child, or send a trusty messenger, I might have 
him. Of course I flew to him, and regained my 
precious boy. 

“Mrs. Green is no relative, only an acquaint- 
ance whom my mother befriended while living 
in New York—I knew her to be a tried friend, 
and Ihad not many sach—to her therefore I 
applied for a home ; my success you know. All 
these weary months I have lived on, striving for 
calmness, yet on the verge of despair, struggling 
not only with past memories, but with living, 
throbbing, burning emotions, for, Lizzie, I love 
your cousin as I never loved before, as no woman 
can love twice; and yet true always, as far as I 
might be, to those bonds which bound me to Rob- 
ert Iron—for I bore his name still, and I could 
not forget thas I was yet a wife. To-day, deliv- 
erance has come—Robert Iron is no more—and 
—I am free!” 

As she spoke the last words, she bowed her 
head, and seemed struggling with a tide of mem- 
ories and hopes. There was no need that I should 
reply, for the door had opened quietly as she 
uttered those heart-felt words, ‘“‘I am free,” a 
quick bat noiseless tread passed over the car- 
pet, and béfore she was aware of his presence, 
Frank Perkins knelt at her side, and wound his 
strong arms around her yielding form. I felt 
myself Madame De Trop, and left. There 
was a wedding in the Widow Green’s humble 
parlor, six months after, and though Centreville 
never quite forgot the chagrin. which the an- 
nouncement cost them, Dr. Frank Perkins and 
his lady lived very happily together, and gave 
themselves little uneasiness about what the 
croakers might say. 

er 
FRUIT ‘TREES. 


There is a practice among the Swiss and Ger- 
mans of boring into the ground among the roots 
of fruit trees (with an instrument made for the 
purpose), and pouring in liquid manare to force 
the tree forward, and also, to enable it to resist 
the drouth of dry weather. I have practised 
this for some four years with some fine Seckel 
pears, in dry land, with good success. Avoid 
this after the first of September, as it will in- 
duce a second growth late in the fall, which 
will be quite irregular, and very liable to be 
winter-killed. The instrament I ase is the 
common iron bar, which can be driven in 
among the roots without injury. ‘Take for a 
wash (as I buy no “special” manures), to 
three-fourths of a barrel of water, four quarts o 
ashes, two quarts of lime, two shovels full of 
light soil—stir up well, and pour into holes made 
as above, what the tree requires. suds are 
capital for this parpose.—Rural New Yorker. 
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‘Wao hasn’t spent a rainy day in some quaint, 
old-fashioned farm-house?—a farm-house with 
brown or red walls, and a mossy, clever-looking 
roof—with low chambers, where the ceaseless, 
never-wearied footsteps of the rain sounded 
through them all the day, as they pattered and 
slid adown the roof? Who hasn’t spent hour 
after hour under the low eaves, pulling from their 
quiet rest, old, antiquated newspapers, which 
were as carefully preserved as though they were 
worth thousands of dollars to the owner—news- 
papers that were dated away back among the 
eighteen hundred and twenties, and piled away 
sacredly before your busy, bustling hands, and 
inquiring face had blessed the world with their 
presence. And who hasn’t grown weary, too, 
and thrown with a sacrilegious haste, these old 
relics of by-gone days, back into their resting- 
places in barrels or boxes, as they chanced to 
belong? Who hasn’t turned to the small 
chamber window with a sigh, and looked out 
upon the bending, dripping grass,—the sober- 
looking barns, with their drenched yards—the 
awkward hens, twisting and shaking ‘persever- 
ingly along through the rain, talking. cheerfully 
in spite of the soiled and defaced appearance of 
their glossy coats, and their uncomfortable feel- 
ings generally,—for I know that hens can’t feel 
comfortable when they look so shockingly ;— 
little paths running out from the house, like 
brown pieces of insertion set in the green gar- 
ments of grass that sloped gently away across 
the sombre-looking fields? Ah, and who hasn’t 
looked out farther, and watched the ribbon-y 
roads stretching away up over the hills in the 
distance, like caressing arms—away up, until 
they seemed lost in the heart of some giant 
growth of woodland, or to have met secretly the 
very trailing robes of the gray sky itself? Who 
hasn’t watched the smoke curl up from the 
neighboring houses, listened attentively to the 
sound of every voice that came across the fields, 
looked anxiously out to the scowling west, to 
catch a smile of pleasant weather upon its dark 
face, until wearied out the wandering heart has 
turned home upon itself ? 

And then—and then, there was a new “ path 
across the hills.” The path that one’s own feet 
should break through the fature. Then there 
was a wrenching from out fate’s hands all her 
closely-held secrets. The low alto of the rain 
was forgotten; the crabbed eastern wind was no 
longer heard; everything was dumb in the 
presence of that wild, youthful imagination. 
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‘What a life was seen from that low window! 
What a life of brilliant conquests, of pure deeds, 
of love and joy was pictured out; there were 
storms ahead, to be sure, but none so dark but 
what they carried within their bosoms a litle 
torch of heaven’s sunshine. There were trials 
to be met, but they would be conquered bravely 
and resolutely. There were disappointments to 
be endared, but they would be borne with heroic 
fortitude, such as few could sammon to their aid. 
How the bright, glad eyes sent their light, and 
the happy heart its joy into the stern future, 0 
that its darkness gave way before them. And 
how restlessly the young feet tarried in the still 
places of youth, and the childish hands brushed 
the sweeta from the flowers, and the heart kept 
its freshness in the dewy morning of life, so 
eagerly was the bustling, active noonday looked 
forward to. 

Ah, but the coming days when the ears shall 
be deafened by the world’s tumult that no longer 
may be heard the songs of birds ; whon the heart 
is so buried in the dusts of selfishness and in- 
trigue, that every dear influence of early life 
slumbers as if dead; when the eyes have gath- 
ered upon themselves a mist of iniquity which 
spreads over everything on which they fall— 
what, O, what shall then bring back the hear- 
ing, the sight and the heart of youth? 

Dear, dear old farm-houses! Who does not 
love them—who ? 





RUSTIC WIT. 


Ata north country inn, the Boots being called, 
a shrimp of a lad in rustic attire presented him- 
self. “ Well, are thie the Boots?” The youth 
supposing, no doubt, that the gentleman was u 
to a joke, replied, “no, I’m stockings, sur.” 
The traveller, not exactly pleased with the an- 
swer, asked him what he meant by such a reply. 
“Wha,” repeated the boy, in a sort of simple 
laugh, “I’m the stockings, sur.” ‘ Stockings! 
What do you mean by stockings, you imperti- 
nent snapper, you?” ‘ Wha, sur,” said the boy, 
with an unaltered countenance, I’m Under-boots, 
8o, ha must be stockings, sur.”—Scottish Guar- 
dian. 
re 
COLORED ARTICHOKES. 


St. Aubyn, the retired actor of the Theatre 
Francais, is living at Nice, where he has just 
archased a charming villa on the sea. He has 
Just made a discovery which they say is destined 
to create quite a revolution in horticultare. By 
placing caps of different colored linen over the 
head of the artichoke, he has succeeded in pro- 
ducing them of different colors. At the table 
of the Tuilleries the other day, was served 8 
dish of this vegetable, red, light green, green, 
blue and yellow, much to the diversion of the 
company. May not this be of service to those 
who are in quest of the long sought blue dablia? 
—Court Journal. 


AN ANCIENT INSTITUTION. 


AN ANCIENT INSTITUTION. ~ 

The Ancient and Honorable Artillery Com- 
pany of Massachusetts in June celebrated its 
two hundred and twentieth anniversary. The 
existence of this military body for a period of 
nearly two centuries and a quarter, is a most 
interesting subject of contemplation, in the his- 
tory of our country. What, it may be asked, 
has:caused this company to be kept up in full 
vigor, through war and peace, through colonial 
and independent state governments, for seven 
generations of men, and brought it down to our 
day in a condition abundantly flourishing, and 
full of promise for the fature? There must be 
something more than the mere pride and pomp 
of military array, to produce 4 result like this ; 
for many military organizations, involving 
greater display, higher distinctions, and more 
valuable emoluments than this, have lived, flour- 
ished, died, and been forgotten, during the period 
which marks the age of the “Ancients.” The 
secret of the perpetuity of the company is to be 
found in the symbolic significance of its organ- 
ization, that symbolism being direct and ex- 
pressive in its bearing upon the nature of 
American institutions The right of self-defence, 
free election of rulers, and religious dependence, 
are the three prominent characteristics which 
have ever marked civil society in this country. 
They stamped the Puritan character which 
founded the early colonies, and which in process 
of time has diffused its influence across the con- 
tinent, and built up @ free, united, and indepen- 
dent nation. The Bayonet, the Ballot-box and 
the Bible are the insignia of American liberty ; 
and these three are combined in the organization 
of this ancient institution. 

The capacity and ability of a free people to 
defend themeelves, is symbolized in the nature 
of the Ancients’ organization, as a company 
bearing arms; the right of a free people to 
choose their own rulers from among themselves, 
is symbolized in the annual election of its officers 
from the ranks; and the necessity of humble 
dependence upon Divine Providence, to the 
security of a people’s freedom and prosperity, is 
farther symbolized by the public worship of the 
Almighty, which precedes the annual election. 
The annual observances of the company have 
therefore spoken to the heart and judgment of 
the people, by constantly reminding them of 
what their fathers did for free institutions, and 
upon what they themselves must rely for their 
preservation and improvement. There has al- 
ways been a fresh and living soul in the organ- 
ization, which could appeal to the liveliest sym- 
pathies of the people; and it is this soul of 
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Americanism in its troest sentse, which has kept 
the body alive, through all changes and vicissi- 
tudes, and brought it down to us, hale, hearty 
and strong, reverenced for its antiquity, honored 
for its perennial youth, and loved for its vivid 
interpretation of the hopes and duties of freemen. 

The charter of the compeny bears date March 
17th, 1688, and was granted by John Winthrop, 
Governor, by the advice of Council, and by or- 
der of the General Court. The original name 
was “The Military Company of the Massachu- 
setts,” which in process of time became changed 
to the “Honorable Artillery Company,” and 
later still, to its present title of the “Ancient and 
Honorable Artillery Company,” by which it has 
been recognimeti, for years past, in various execu- 
tive documents. 

The first commander of the company was 
Robert Keine, mentioned in the charter. The 
officers were commissioned by the Governor on 
the first Monday in June, in great state; and 
ever since that time, with very few exceptions, 
the annual clections of officers, the attendance 
upen public worship with the Governor and 
suite, and the commissioning of the new officers, 
have taken place, down to the present year. 
During the period of the Revolutionary contest, 
the company did not assemble, the members be- 
ing mostly @ngaged in the strife for indepen- 
dence. Butat the close ofthe war, the meetings 
were renewed, and have continued without inter- 
ruption ever since. At the present time, the 
company is composed mainly of past and present 
officers and members of the Volunteer Militia. 
Besides these, there are other public-spirited gen- 
tlemen who are enrolled as members, either upon 
the honorary or active list, and the several gover- 
nors of the State are made ex-officio, honorary 
members. The present roll consists’ of about 
350 members, of whom 80 are honorary, and the 
rest are classed as active. 

We have thus given @ meagre sketch of the 
history and condition of this ancient institution, 
the oldgst military organization in the nation, 
and ti germ of that military power which has 
rendered our country invincible in every contest 
in which she has been engaged. It had its birth. 
in the same year with Harvard University, and 
the two have walked hand in hand down the 
pathway of centuries, the one dispensing the 
light of learning and piety, and the other the fire. 
of patriotism. May they both continue to move 
on in harmony and prosperity! 

ore 
‘We suppose there are some virtues that may: 


exist in the worst hearts, even as there are some 
kinds of fire that will burn under water. 
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Curions Matters. 


— 
A wonderful Creature. 

A curious looking native of the briny deep was lately 
fished up near Fisher's Island. It is of a bright red 
color, nearly round in form, and perhaps three inches In 
Gameter, snd of s pulply consistency, rether more solid 
than the ‘jellies’? ecommom in these waters. It is at- 
tached tos stone, to which it adheres as firmly as if it 
‘and the stone were a pair of marine Siamese twins. On 
the top of this leathery looking customer is an orifice 
which varies in size from about two inches In diameter 
to almost nothing, opening and shutting according te 
the sovereign will and pleasure of the animal, ifs ‘sea 
rose” ean be calleden animal. A very curious operation 
to witness is ite mode of taking refreshment. Little 
scraps of raw fish put into the creature's mouth, or 
whatever the orifice above mentioned should be called, 
are seized by numerous little flres or feelers and drawn 
in out of sight after which the ‘‘sea rose” is ready for 
more. This singular creature was fished up by a smeck- 
man. It is said to bea very rare article, seldom caught 
and exhibited to the inspection of curious members of 
the human race. 


A queer Trick. 

‘A glaring imposture has been detected In ® perfora- 
‘ance at the cirous at Parts, which has for mouths been 
drawing crowds of spegtators. A men who oailed him- 
self ‘‘L'homme canon” professed to sustain on bis 
shoulder, as on agun-carriage, what seemed to be a piece 
of ordnance of the calibre of a ten-pounder, which, 
Joaded with a fall charge of powder, was discharged 
within a few inches of his ear. The shouts of applause 
at the explosion were inatanteneous, butte the profes- 
sional ear there was « want of sufiicient simultaneity be- 
tween the flash and the report. To the professional eye 
there was also an absence of recoil which a» full charge 
mustereate. It now appears that a mere Roman candle 
was shot from the gan, while immediately under the 
stage tin box, crammed with powder, was made to ex- 
plode among sand-begs, while the smoke circled round 
the Intrepid performer. 


A wonderfal Machine. 

‘The Dudley Observatory recently established at Albany 
‘under the auspices of the Dudley munificence, and the 
eloquence of Edward Everett, has been presented with a 
calculating engine; the operation of which is one of the 
marvels of modern science. This extraordinary inven- 
tion is the work of a Swedish mechanician, and the 
labor of twenty years. It-was built at Stockholm, and, 
to ald in its completion, the Swedish government has 
given more than ten thousand dollars. With pared 
formals, it will do the work of four computers. “It will 
not only calculate almost every description of mathe- 
matical tables, but will print and stereotype them. 


— 


A Curiosity. 

‘An Engiish paper publishes sketch of the life of a 
prisoner, compoed by himself in Winchester jail. The 
original is in the shape of a printed book; the letters 
and words having ali been cut out of waste paper by the 
man with his finger nails,as no kuife or acissors were 
allowed. After cuttlog out the words suitable to bis 
purpose, he carefully pested ‘them In proper order to 
forms meal! book, comprising twenty-two pages. A piece 
of poetry addressed to the prisoner's wife, is included in 
this singular literary curiosity. 


CURIOUS MATTERS. ‘ 


Superstitions. 

In many parts of England, where the fairles stil 
maintain their ground, the milkmaids sprinkle water— 
the true descendant ef holy water—about their dairy, te 
prevent the little people from dipping their whiskers in 
the milk pans duriog the night. Ths seme persons are 
also persuaded that witches often prefer fine, handsome 
horses to broom-sticks, and accordingly take them from 
the stable, and ride them over earth and water all night, 
though they are always very careful to bring them beck 
before the morning. To prevent this, the grooms stadi- 
ously stop up every aperture in walls and dooss, by 
which a witch might be supposed to effect an entrance. 
Still, the members of this sisterhood are so ingenious 
and powerful, that they get into the stables nevertheless, 
and ride the horses ap fartously that they are found in 
the morning trembling all over, and eoversd with owsat. 
It seems never to cocur to the worthy grooms that lock- 
ing out the wholesome air may produce this effect 





The obedient Wateh. 

Borrow a watch from person In company, and re- 
quest the whole to stand around you. Hold the watch 
up to the ear of the first in the ctrole, and command it 
togo; then demand his testimony to the fact. Remove 
itto the ear of the next, and enjoin it to stop; make the 
same request of that person, and so on, throughout the 
entire party. You must take care that the watch isa 
good ove. Conceal fn your hand a piece of londstone 
which, 60 6e0n ae you apply it to the watch, will cece 
ston a suspension of the movements, which a subsequent 
shaking and withdrowlng of the magnet will restore 
For the sake of shifting the watch from one hand to the 
other, apply it when in the right hand to the left caro 
the person, and when in the left hand to the right ear 


Death from a Parasol. 

A young woman, while hurrying scross the road to 
the London Bridge station to cateh’s train, tripped aad 
fell. When raised, she stated that her parasol bed 
wounded her in the breast. It was noticed that the 
parasol handle, which had been broken, was quite sharp 
attheend. Ins minute or two, blood flowed from ber 
mouth, and she was taken as quickly as possible to 8t. 
Thomas's Hvspitel, on reaching which she was found to 
be dead. The surgeon found that the peresol headle 
had piereed through the right lung. 


Destructive Invention. 

A Frenchman, named Gaultier, gave an exhibition 
few years nt Red Bank opposite Philadelphia, of # m® 
chine for burning ups hostile fleet approaching & city. 
‘The experiment which was on a small seule, consisted of 
pouring into the Deleware a composition somewbet ami- 
lar to burning fluid, and then setting fire hy ousting 
upon it burning material from a small hand pump. Tbe 
fire buroed for a short time with great inthnsity, at the 
same time throwing off volumes of black smoke. 


An Anomaly in Nature. 

Captain Richard Jehneon, on High street, Newbury 
port, had » hen hateh eleven ebickens from thirtesn ¢s%" 
not long since, and one of the chickens is supplied with 
an extra pair of legs. It is a well, healthy chicken, and 
runs about as chipper as any of them, but does not *?- 
Pear to use ite bind legs at all though they ere at ss" 
as the others. 


CGBIOUS MATTERS. 


‘What will a Glass of Water hold P 

It Ss generally thought that when vessel is fallof 
water, any solid substance {mmersed in it will cause it 
to overflow, and such will be the case if the substance is 
not soluble in water; but the philosophic trath that, in 
dissolving a body, you do not increase the volume of the 
solvent, may be proved by a simple and interesting exper 
iment. Seturates certain quantity of water, at a mod+ 
erate heat, with three ounces of sugar; and when it will 
no longer receive that, there is room for two ounees of 
ealt of tartar, and after that for an ounce anda drachm 
of green vitriol, nearly six drachms of nitre, the same 
quantity of sa] ammoniaec or smelling salts, two drachms 
and ascruple of alum, anda drachm end a balf of borax, 
—when all these are dissolved in it, it will not have in- 
creased in volume. 

& monster Grape Vine. 

‘A Loe Angeles correspondent of the Alta Californie 
writes as followa: ‘' At Montecito, four miles from Sante 
Barbara, there is a grape vine, probably the latgest in 
the world. Its dimensions and yield would be tneredibie, 
were it not that my informant is s man of veracity, an@ 
he spoke from personal observation. It isa cingie vine, 
the main stock being ten feet in diameter. It is trained 
upon a trellis 60 feet in diameter. My informant, with 
‘nother pereon, counted 7000 bunches, and the estimate 
yield was 18,000 pounds of frit. Can this be bestent 
The only thing that surprised me in the relation of my 
friend was that any person in Santa Barbare should have 
displayed the energy necessary to build the trellis for 
this noble vine.” 

Important Discovery. 

‘An experiment has lately been tried in Paris, after 
new system, by which hides and skins of all descriptions 
may be dried in a few minutes, without any machinery, 
end In all latitudes. Skins so dried are preserved with- 
out any unplessant smell or diminution of weight or 
quality. They are dried at the small expense of four 
sous the ox hide, and are said to be superior te those 
dried in the sun. South America supplies more than 
12,000,000 pounds weight of green hides, which arrive in 
France in bed condition, sometimes in a state of decom- 
position, with considerable loes to the owners. This 
new proces will, it i sald, preserve them completely. 
The ‘‘ Madstone.” 

The madstone, reputed to cure hydrophobia, is gen- 
erally considered a myth, but Seth T. Stanton, of Cin- 
cinnati, whore credibility has good vouchers, states that 
he was bitten by a mad cat recently, and was completely 
cured by a madatone, in the posession of Samuel Treble, 
of Macoupin County, Ill. The terrible direaze was well 
developed before he reached Illinois, but the madstone, 
on being applied to the wound, sucked iteelf fall of the 
polson, whén {t dropped off and was cleaned, and seven 
applications effected a cure. 


Poison-spitting Suakes. 

Says the author of Sporting Scenes amongst the Kaffirs 
of South Africa: “Ihave heard from both Dutchmen 
end Kaffirs, that there is a snake which spits out its 
poison at any one who may approach, and makes eapital 
shots. Blindness often fullows if the victim is struck in. 
the eyes, and a horrible disease of the skin ifthe face or 
hands are touched by the poftonous secretion. I em not 
aware of the appearance or name of this reptile.” 
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Use of Poisons, 

Dr. Taylor, in his evidence befow the select committee 
of the English parliament on the “ sale of poisons bill,”” 
after pointing out that arsenic was much used in sev- 
eral manufactures, such as in the mavufacture of glass, 
especially opal giass, of shot, in the steeping of grain, 
‘and other purposes, states that the largest quantity of 
arsenic is used in the manufacture of paper for covering 
walls, and is very dangerous, both to those living in 
houses papered with the article, as well as to those em- 
ployed in the manufacture. An Instance was sometime 
sinee published in one of the medical journals, of sont 
cases of illness occurring to persons living in ® room pa- 
pered with this paper, and the effects were described as 
those arising from arsenic. 

Strange Custom. 

A most extraordinary custom prevails among the Viz- 
Tees, a powerful tribe occupying an. extensive district 
in Caubal, among the mountains between Persia and 
India. It ls, in fact, a female prerogative that bas no 
parallel among any other people upon the earth, and 
that reverses what we are in the habit of considering the 
natural order of things—the women choose thelr hus- 
bends, and not the husbands their wives. Ifa woman 
be pleased with a man, she sends the drummer of the 
camp to pina handkerchief to his cap, witha pin she 
has uved to fasten het hair. The drummer watches his 
opportunity, and does this in public, naming the woman, 
and the man is obliged to marry her, if he can pay her 
price to her father. 





A Hermit. 

Bucks county, New York, 1s alive with excitement at 
the discovery of a hermit, who, itis said, has occupied 
caveat Wolf Rocks for the last eighteen years, who 
hase beard a yard long, and whose apartments are said 
to be wonderful cozy. The Democrat, at Doylestown, 
says about one thousand persons visited the cave on 
Sunday. Wonderful stories are told about the Hermit 
of the Mountain. Certain unexplained ghost stories 
which have baffled the people of the neighborhood, have 
all at once been solved. What has induced this strange 
plece of mortality to have secluded hineelf fiom society, 
nobody can tell. The particular locality of Wolf Rocks 
is {n the upper end of the county. 


Batreordinary Occurrence. 

‘The following, from the Colombo Observer, gives an 
account of an extracriinary sceidemt to Major Milman, 
Royal Artillery :—‘‘It seems that an elephant charged 
him, and was within a few fert of him, when Mr Tyndall, 
determined to save his friend's life, fired. The bullet 
went through Major Milmsen’s left shoulder, splintering 
a small portion ofthe bone. But the end was answered: 
the bullet which had thus disabled Major Milman killed 
the elephant, which fell within a few feet of him. 80 
narrow an eecape, and under such clroumstances, is 
unprecedented.” 





A remarkable Otter. 

Some years ago the otter hounds of Mr. Coleman, of 
Lecminster, killed, in Monkiaad Millpond, an otter of 
remarkable rise; it measured frem the nose to the end of 
the tall, four feet ten inches, and weighed $4 1-3 Ibs. 
‘The animal was supposed to be eight years old, and to 
have destroyed for the last five years = ton of fish 
snnually. 
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How gaily shines the early dew, 

Loading the graas with its silver hue! 

And freshly comes the fragrant breese, 
Dancing among the cherry-trees; 

The bees are humming all so gay; 

Humming enthems for the sanny day.—HxsE.. 


Culture of Violets. 

‘The cultivation of the violet is¥ery simple. It may 
@esily be increased by dividing the roots in the spring or 
fall, and aleo by layers and pipings. To- obtain new 
varieties, the seeds from the best sorts should be gathered. 
as they become ripe. and sown directly. The plants will 
appear in about fourteen days. Those of the spring 
sowing will bloom in autumn, and autumn plants in the 
spring; and if they are protected from the summer's sun 
after ten o'clock in the forenoon, they will continue to 
bloom until the frost becomes severe. Indeed, this 
lovely little flower possesses the quality of blooming 
while the coming frosts of later autumn have put most 
other plants to sleep for the winter, and it is sometimes 
seen in moderate winter, partially covered with snow, 
with {ts buds ready formed to usher in young spring. 





Watering. 

Watering sppears en extremely simple operation, yet 
nevertheless there are several points relating to it thatare 
necessary to attend to. Ove of these is, never to saturate 
the soil. Water, to be in the best state for being taken 
‘up by the plants, should be kept in detached globules by 
the admixture of air; and {t should be only slightly im- 
pregnated with nourishing matter from decaying animal 
or vegetable substances. Nain water is the best for plants. 
Avoid the common mistake, of pouring water close around 
the stem. Water, if poured profusely on the collar of 
the plant, which is the point of junction between the 
root and stem, is likely to rot, or otherwise reriously in- 
jure thet vital plant; while the spongioles, which alone 
absorb the water, are left without nourishment. 


Grapes as House Plants. 

Somebody has recommended to cultivate dwarf grape 
vines as parlor window plants. There are certain utili- 
tarians who cannot consent to grow anything which does 
not farnieh food for the stomach, or money for the pocket; 
as for ‘cluttering up” thelr rooms with geraciums, 
roses, and lilies, that is all folly! Now, let such persons 
try @ grape vine at their south window. Plantinalarge 
pot or neatly painted box, and train the vines on wires 
stretched across the window-frame. We can conceive 
that such 8 plant would satisfy the sense of beauty and 
utility at the same time, and that in s high degree. It 
would be the finest ornament of the hofise; and as for 
the frnit, why certainly that would be appreciated. 








Myrtles. 
Myrtles should be grown in a soll composed of a mix- 


ture of peat and loam, in which the former should pre- 
dominate; they should be regularly watered and fre- 
quently syringed. Some persons nip off the tips of the 
young shoots, to make the plant grow bushy; and 
though it has that effect, it is a bad practice with the 
flowering kinds, as it prevent them from producing flow- 
ozs. A better plan is to make cuttings, and as the plant 
ingreases in growth, change to a larger pot, till the plants 
have acquired a bushy habit of growth. e 








Arrangement of Garden Flowers. 

‘The point to be observed in the selection and dispos!- 
tion of shrubs in the garden, is to produce an agreeable 
variety of flowers and foliage throughout the whole 
space, and during every nionth in the year. For this 
purpose certain evergreens, such as the lauristinus, and 
certain flowering shrubs, such as the Chins rose, are to 
be distributed throughout, the same variety of the species 
not being repeated, but different varieties. There are 
also shrubs for flowering at every season of the year, 
where the locality is favorable; and if judgment be 
exereised in their selection, there need not be a dosen 
duplicates in the garden—different varieties of each 
species being chosen. 


Growing Ferns. 

In England, the artifictel growing of ferns Is carried 
on toa considerable extent by floral amateurs, and with 
entire success. The method which is pursued would sp- 
pear to be very simple. The ferns may be planted in 
boxes of any size or shape, furnished with glesed sides 
and glased lid. The bottom of the box is filled with 
nearly equal portions of bog-moss, vegetable mold, and 
sand; and the ferns, after planting, are most copiously 
watered, the superfluous water being allowed to drain off 
through » plug-hole in the bottom of the box—after 
which the plug is put in tight, the glased lid applied, and 
no further care is required, than that of keeping the box 
im the light. 


Choice of Plants. 

To select the most desirable plants for the garden, avd 
to arrange them with good taste, requires considerable 
knowledge of the floral kingdom. The time of flowering 
must be known, the height, hardiness, habits, etc.; also 
the effect of the combination of different colors. so that 
the plants may be arranged in such a manner as to 
Produce the happlest effect. Some persons, anxious for 
4 great varlety, crowd too many plants into a small space, 
consequently have nothing in perfection. It is much 
better to be confined to a few varieties, and cultivate 
them well, than to pursue the careless step 00 frequently 
seen in the dower garden. 





Climbing Roses, 

This is the month beat calculated for setting out 
shrubs of all kinds, and especially the climbing rose. 
When traived against s wall, it ehould beve a north or 
eastern exposure, rather thana southern one, and the 
shoots should never be out. In fact, the rose does not 
require much pruning, except what is necessary to re- 
move the dead wood, or to train the plant in shape, 
though the ‘atter should be avoided as much as possible, 
as all wounds are apt to produce canker. 

Escallonia. 

Beautifal shruba, natives of South America,-which are 
nearly hardy in the climate of London. They grow best 
in peaty soll, or in very sandy loam. E. rubra is gen- 
erally trained against a wall, but E. Monte Vidensis, 
which produces large clusters of white flowers, ie grown 
asa bush. Both kinds require protection from severe 
froste. 


Dorycnium. 

A genus of little hardy plants, separated by Tournefort 
from the Lotus, or Bird's-foot Trefoll, and growing freely 
ia any common eoll, They are most suitable for rock- 
work. 
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Ranunculuses. 

‘When It is desired to cultivate the ranunculus tomuch 
extent, and in the most thorough and successful manner, 
remove twelve inches of the surface earth from the beds, 
then have the earth at bottom well dug, or broken up, 
eighteen inches. Over this, lay in manure seven inches 
in thickness, composed of three parts of cowdung six 
months old, and a fourth part of sand or mud, obtained, 
if possible, from the bank of a river, well mixed together. 

“If this manure be prepared s few months before it is 
‘used; and occasionally turned, the better; and, over 
this, place a compost of five inches, of very old cow-dung 
mold, one-sixth; sea-weed, one-eighth ; turf mold, one- 
eighth; leaf mold, well reduced, one-eighth; fresh, 
sound earth, one-third. When the beds are in @ proper 
state, make impressions or drills across them, with the 
handle of shoe, by pressure, about one and one-fourth 
inches deep, and five inches asunder, and plaut the roots 
at four inches distance from the other, filling up the 
drills with the same compost. The ranuneulus should 
never be planted deeper than one inch under the surface, 
as light and air are very essential to their thrift, They 
should also never be planted within several feet of a well. 


Sweet Peas. 

‘This truly sweet and fregrant ornament of the garden 
is of very easy cultivation. The peas may be put into 
the ground quite early, as ‘they will bear the. wind and 
weather. Make a circle round a pole, or some object to 
which they may cling as they rise; and put the poas an 
inch deep, having soaked them previously in water well 
saturated with arsenic, to guard them from the depreda- 
tions of birds and mice. Add an outer cirele of peas every 
month, #0 that « continual bloom may appear; the circle 
first sown will ripen and pod for seed in the centre, while 
the outer vines will continue flowering till Inte in the 
autumn. When « sufficient number of ripe pods have 
Deen gathered, all the pods which may afterwards form 
should be eut away, as this will strengthen the vines, 
‘and throw all their vigor Into repeated blooms. 





To rear a Myrtle from a Blip. 

Cuttings of the myrtle may be struck in a little bottom 
heat during the months of June, July, and August; 
but with more certainty in July, As soon as they have 
taken root freely, put offinto thumb-pots, and keep re- 
Potting them as fast as those they occupy become filled 
with fibres. Give them air whenever the weather will 
permit of it, and water as often as requisite—that is to, 
say, when you do water them, do it in earnest. In all 
other respects, they wil! require precisely the same treat- 
ment as that recommended for window plants in general. 


Protecting Seeds. 

‘The shoots of annuals are very apt when they first 
appear above ground, to be scorched ond withered by the 
hot sun, and the plants thus destroyed. Ass remedy 
against this, pleces of moss or thin matting may be laid 
over the ground where they are planted, staked down, and 
there allowed to remain until the eceds have been 
sprouted some days, or a week, and when removed, let it 
de at night or early in the morning; the morning is the 
best time. 


Lablavia. 

The Egyptian Rean. A half-hardy annual climbing 
plant, or hardy biennial plant, which only requires the 
usual treatment of similar plants. It has a very showy 
purple flower. ; 





189 


The Oamellis. .,.. 

To grow the camollfé to perfection, Wilder recommends 
that the plants have a good compost and complete drain- 
age provided, and at all seasons of the year a regular sup- 
ply of alr and water—due regard being had to time ond 
temperature. When not in a growing or flowering state, 
they need only be moderately waterell, but on noascount 
should they be saffered to become dry, under the erro- 
neous supposition that starving them for water will pro- 
duce a plentiful supply of flower-buds. At the time of 
flowering and making new wood, the plants should be 
abundantly supplied with water, and, whon the young 
shoots are changing color and becoming hard, a heat of 
seventy to elghty degrees will cause the formation of a 
much greater profusion of blossom-buds, 





Moral of the Garden. 

Nothing teaches patience like @ garden. All have to 
wait for the fruits of the earth. You may go round and 
watch the opening bud from day to day; but it takes its 
own time, and you cannot urge it on faster than it will. 
Ifforced, it is only torn to pleces. All the best results 
of garden, like those of life, are slowly but regularly 
progressive, Each year does a work that nothing but a’ 
year can do. ‘‘ Learn to labor and to wait,” is one of the 
best lessons ofa garden. All that is good takes time, and 
comes only by growth. 


Suckers. . 

Sending up suckers, forming offsets, and throwing out 
runners, are all natural ways of propagation that require 
very little ald from the hand of man. If there is no de- 
sire to increase the number of plants, but to render the 
main stalk vigorous and stout, let the suckers B® remov- 
ed as soon as they appear, thus all the strength of the 
sap goes to the parent stalk. Offeets are young bulbs 
which®form beside the old ones, and only require to be 
broken off and planted in rich light soll. 





Climbing Roses. 

‘When climbing ‘roses fail to run, which is often the 
case, the remedy is to cut away all but three or four of 
the strongest shoots, and permit none but those to grow 
the first season. Give the plant plenty of msnure—liquid 
manure—manure of almost any kind or description. By 
this means you can cause your climbing roses to grow to 
almost any extent desired. 





Grass around Fruit Trees. 

No one who has the least knowledge of the cultivation 
of fruit, will allow grase to grow around his young trees. 
It le & great drawback upon their growth and health. 
For several years, at least—and we would recommend it 
at all times—the soll should be kept pulverized around 
the trunks of fruit trees. 

Colutea. 

The Bladder Senna. Large, deciduous, hardy shrubs, 
growing and flowering freely in any common garden soil. 
Colutea cruenta is the smallest and handsomest of the 
species. All the species are propagated very easily by 
layers or cuttings. 

L. B., West Harwich.The peath-bloasom eT 
am your ceptive;” the dandelion, ‘‘rostic oracle;” the 
daffodil, ‘regard; and the butter-cup (king-cup), 
“ ingratitude” and “ childishness.” We know no way 
of preserving the color in presaing flowers. 

. 
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Stewed Lettuces. 

Strip off the outer leaves, and cut awsy the stalks; 
wash the lettuces with exceeding nicety, and throw them 
into water salted as for all green vegetables. When they 
are quite tender, which will bein from twenty to thirty 
minutes, according to their age, lift them out, and press 
the water thoroughly from them, chop them a little, and 
heat them in a clean saucepan, with 8 seasoning of 
pepper and salt, and a small slice of butter; then dredge 
iu little flour, and stir them well; add next a small cup 
of broth or gravy, boll them quickly until they are 
tolerably dry, then stir In a little pale vinegar or lemon- 
juice, and serve them as hot as possible. 








To Bleach a faded Dress. 

If you find that a colored mualin or chints witha 
white ground, has faded very much in washing, you 
may diseharge the color entirely, and wear it as a white 
dress, provided it bas not been sewed with colored silk. 
For this purpose, having first well washed it in hot suds, 
Doll it till the color seems to be gone; then wash it out 
of the boil. rinse it, and dry itin the sun. Then, if not 
white, lay it on the grass when the san is very hot, and 
bleach it for several days. If still aot quite white, repeat 
the boiling. 





Gentlemen’s White Leather Gloves, 

Agentleman may clean bis white leather gloves to 
look very well by putting them one ata time on his 
hands, after he has done shaving, and going over them 
thoroughly with his shaye-brush and lather; then wip- 
ing them off with a soft clean handkerchlef or sponge, 
and drying them on his hands by the fire, or hanging 
them before the fire, or in the hot sun, and while still 
damp, putting them on his hands till quite dry, to pre- 
vent their shrinking. 


Fried Potatoes. 
Tke long kidney potato is the best for this purpose; 
they should be washed and peeled, and cut into very 


# thin slices, and thrown into boiling fat, until they ares 


nice light brown color; dish up very hot, throwing a 
little salt over. The remains of cold ones may be cat 
into slices and fried in the same way, or they may be 
dipped into batter, and fried like fritters. 

Bich Gingerbread. 

Melt together three-quarters of s pound of treacle, and 
“half's pound of freeh better; pour these hot on a pound 
of floar mixed with half s pound of suger aad three- 
quarters of an ounce of giuger. When the paste le quite 
cold, roll it out with as much flour as will prevent ite 
adhering to the board; bake the cakes in @ gentle oven. 





To take fresh Paint out of a Coat. 

‘Take immediately « plove of ejeth and rub the ‘wrong 
side of it on the paint-epet. If no otmercloth is at hand, 
part of the inside of the cost-ekirt will do. This simple 
application will generally remove the paint when fresh. 
Otherwise, rub some ether on the spot with your finger. 
Common Ground-Riee Pudding. 

‘One pint and » half of milk, three ounces aud a half of 
rice, three of Lisbon sugar, oneand a balfof butter, some 
nutmeg, or lemon grated, and four eggs, baked slowly 
for halfan hour, or more, if not quite firm. 

. 
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THE HOUSEWIFE. 


To restore the Color to Mahogamy. 

. Wash well with soap and water, aud then polish dally 
with the following oll: take haif an ounce of alkenet 
Toot, out smaH, and add to « pint of Huseed off; when 
this bas stbod for s week, add half an ounce of powdered 
gum arabic, and an ounce of sheliac varnish; let these 
stand in a bottle by the fire for a’ week, then strain. Rub 
well in. 


Giblet Pie. : 

For goose giblets, you must boll them a short time; 
when cold, chop them in small pieces, and cut the gis- 
sard, heart, and liver in slices; stew them for a quarter 
of an bour in some.good stock; when cold, line your dish 
with veal cutlets, or rump steaks; use hard boiled eggs 
to this ple; then season; if to go into an imitetion 
raised pie, thicken the giblets—if in a dish, garnish. 


Herrings boiled. 

Boil six herrings sbout twenty minutes in plenty of 
salt and water, but only just to simmer; then have 
ready the following sauce; put half a gill of cream upon 
the fire io a stewpan; when it bolls, add eigist spoonsfal 
of melted butter, an ounce of fresh butter, alittle pepper, 
salt, and the juice of half lemon; dress the fish wpon & 
dish without a napkin, aauce over and serve. 


Pomatum for the growth of the Hatr. 

Melt together four ounces each of beef martow and ol 
of mace, snd having strained through a fine sieve, stir in 
(previously dissctved in half an ounce of tincture of tolu) 
two drachms of balsam of tolu, andl one drachm each of 
ofl of cloves, and the same of camphor. A piece the size 
of a pes only to be well rabbed in night and morning. 





Blackberry Syrup. 

To two quarts of juice take one pound of losf sagez, 
half an ounee of nutmeg, half an ounce of cinnamen— 
pulverised—e quarter of an ounce of cloves, half snousce 
of allspice. Boil all together for » short time, and when 
cold, add one pint of fourth proof brandy. 


Tapioca Pudding. 

Boil a pint and a half of new milk with four spooosfal 
of tapioos, lemon-peel, cinnamon, and nutmeg; sweeten 
to taste; then mix with it four eggs; put a paste round 
the dish, and bake slowly. 

Beef Steak Pie. 

‘Take some good steaks, beat them with a rolling-rin, 
and season them with pepper and salt; fill a dish with 
them, adding as much water as will half ill it, then cover 
it with s good crust, and bake it well. 

To prevent Lock-jaw. 

Immerse the part injured in strong lye, a8 warm as 
can be borne. But first, as in all cases of wounds, apply 
spirits of turpentine on lint. ; 





Butter. 

In churning cream, add a lump of ‘butter to the cream 
before commencing, and the butter will come in two 
thirds the time it would without. 

For Indigeation. 

Peash meate are excellent for indigestion; eat slowly 

from one to six. 


THE HOUSEWIFE. 


Whim Wham. 

Bweeten a quart of cream, and mix with it a tescupful 
of white wine, and the grated peel of a lemon; whisk {t 
toa froth, which drain upon the back of» sleve, and put 
part into adeep glass dish; cut some Naples biscuit as 
thin as possible, and put a layer lightly over the froth, 
and one of red currant jelty, then » layer of the froth, 
‘and one of the biscuit and jelly; finish with the froth, 
and pour the remainder of the cream into the dish, and 
garnish with citron and candied orange-peel cut into 
straws. 

Cabbage-W ater to be thrown away. 

Always remember that green water, that ie, water in 
which cabbage, or any other vegetable is boiled, should 
be thrown down the sink the moment the vegetables are 
out of it, while {t 1s quite hot, and then a pailful of cold 
water thrown after it, will prevent the unhealthy smell 
arising from green water; but if it be left till {¢ is cold, 
or nearly cold before you throw It away, twenty pails of 
water thrown after it will not prevent the smell. 


Vegetable Essences, 

The flavor of the various sweet and savory herbs may 
be obtained by combining their essential oils with recti- 
fied spirit of wine, in the proportion of one drachm of the 
former to two ounces of the letter, or by picking the 
leaves, and laying them for a couple of hours in s warm 
place to dry, and then filling s large-mouthed bottle with 
them, and pouring on them wine, brandy, proof spirit, 
or vimegar, and letting them steep for fourteen days. 
Vinegar Honey. 

Half s pound of honey must be put to a pint of water, 
and the honey well dissolved. This mixture is then ex- 
posed to the greatest heat of the sun, without closing 
wholly the bung-hole of the cask, which must be merely 
covered with coarse Mnen, to prevent the admission of 
insects. In about six weeks, the liquor becomes acid, 
and changes tos very strong vinegar, and of excellent 
quality. 


Cleaning Dish-Covers. 

Dish-covers should always be wiped and polished « as 
soon as they are removed from the table. If this is done 
whilst they are warm, it will be but little trouble; but, 
if the steam be allowed to dry om them, you will find 
much difficulty in getting the tarnish off from the inside. 
When they are wiped and pollshed, hang them up in 
thelr places immediately. 

Essence of Beef. 

Put into s porter bottle s sufficient quantity of lean 
Deef, sliced, to fill up its body, cork it with © paper stop- 
ple, and place it in a pot of cold water, attaching the 
neck, by means of s string, to the handle of the vessel. 
Boil this for three-quarters of ap hour, then pour off the 
liquor, and ekimg it. To this preparation may be added 
apices and salt. 

Poison of Rattlesnakes. 

It has been discovered that this poison is a most pow- 
erful sedative, and that stimulants are its antidotes. 
Alcohol is designated. In two instances in which this 
remedy has been applied, the persons have been cured. 
Brandy was freely given to them until relieved from the 
usual symptoms, and centinued in smaller doves until 
the third day, when they went about 9s usual. 
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Mackerel boiled. 

‘This fish loses {ts life as soon as it leaves the sea, and 
the fresher it is the better. Wash and clean them thor- 
oughly (the fishmongers seldom do this sufficiently), put 
them into cold water with a handful of salt in it; let 
them rather simmer than boil; a small mackerel will be 
done enough In about ® quarter of an hour; when the 
eye starts and the tall splits, they are done; do not let 
them standin the water a moment after; they are 80 
delicate that the heat of the water will bresk them. 








To prevent Moths. 

‘There is no remedy #0 efféctual for the prevention of 
moths as the seeds of the bitter apple, If these are placed 
between the blankets not in use, among woolen clothes, 
or other articles which are liable to this great evil, they 
will never make their destructive approaches. It Is im- 
ported from Turkey, resembles a poppy-head, is entirely 
filled with seeds, and can be purchased at any good 
chemist’s. 

Snow Rice Cream. 

Put Into a saucepan four ounces of ground rice, two 
ounces of loaf-sugar, six or eight drops of estence of al- 
monda, two ounces of fresh or salt butter; adda quart 
of new milk. Boll fifteen or tweaty minutes, until 
smooth. Pour it into a mould previously greased with 
Florence oll; turn Jt out when quite cold, and serve with 
preserves round it. 

Bwise Cream. 

‘Take balf a pint of cream and the same quantity of 
new milk, and boil it with a piece of lemon-rindand 
sufficient loaf-sugar to sweeten it. Thicken this with » 
teaspoonful of four, and, when nearly cold, add the 
Juice of the lemon to it; this will thicken it; then put it 
into a glass dish, and stick macarooa cakes Into it, 


Nim’s Puffs. 

Boil one pint of milk with one-half pound of butter; 
after bolling, add three-quarters of a pound of flour; stir 
the milk and butter into the flour; stir it until it does 
not stick to the pot; let it cool; then add the yolks of 
nine eggs; beat the whites to a high froth, and put them 
in last; grease your tin cape, and fill them half fall. 
Common Losf-Cake. 

‘Two poundsof four, halfa pound of sugar, » quarter 
of pound of butter, two eggs, one gill of sweet youst, 
half an ounce of cinnamon or cloves, and a lerge spoon- 
fal of roee-water. If it is too hard, add a wine-glassful 
of milk. ‘These ingredients will make s commen-sized 
loaf, Bake about three-quarters of an hour. 


Substitute for Coffee. 

Borape clean three or four good parmtps, cut them Into 
thin slices, bake till well brows, grind or crush, and use 
in the same rhanner as coffee, frem which it is scarcely 
distinguishable. This {s not only # beverage equally 
good as coffee, but is likewise a cure for asthma. 
Colds. 

‘A dally exposure to the outward alr Is absolutely neces- 
sary to secure us against the InJurlous influence of our 
variable climate, For eurdbfeatarrh, reduce the amount 
of food, take exercise, keep the bowels open, and bethe 
the feet in warm water at bed time. 


Gditor's Gable. 





MATURIN M. BALLOU, Epiror anv Proraizror. 





THE GULF SQUADRON. 

The following is a list of the vessels of war of 
the home squadron ordered to the West Indies : 
The Colorado, flag ship of the home squadron, 
recently sailed from Norfolk, is one of the six 
new steam frigates, and according to the last 
navy register is of 8400 tuns burthen, and mounts 
40 heavy guos; the Wabash, another of those 
large steam frigates, and is of 3200 tung, and 
also mounts 40 heavy cannon ; the brigantine 
Dolphin, a small vessel of 224 tuns, and carries 
6 light thirty-two pounders; the steamer Arcric, 
of 235 tuns, was built by the Treasury Depart- 
mentfor a light ship, but was purchased, equipped 
and manned with special regard to the search for 
Dr. Kane’s expedition in 1855—has since been 
used asa degpatch vessel, and is armed with 
three guns; the steamer Water- Witch, a side- 
wheel steamer of 378 tuns, of light draft and 
light build, and was constructed in 1845 for the 
survey of the Paraguay—of late she has been 
used to convey ordnance, stores, etc., from 
Washington to the several naval stations; the 
Fulton, built in 1837, and the first steam frigate 
in our navy, is a heavily timbered vessel of 698 
tuns—she was razeed in 1852, and is reported 
one of the fastest side-wheel sea steamers afloat 
—she is an efficient vessel, and carries five guns. 

—_+ 2-2 + 

“Mrraxpa: or, The Justice of Tacon.”—This 
new three act play, written by M. M. Ballou, and 
just performed at the Howard Athenseum of this 
city, is published and for sale by Wa. V. Spen- 
cer, 128 Washington Street, Boston. Any per- 
son enclosing four postage stamps (twelve cents) 
to Mr. Spencer, will receive a copy by return of 
mail. 








Our Dottak Macazine.— Let our sub- 
seribers review the back numbers of this Maga- 
zine, since January, and realize what we are 
sending to them for one dollar a year | 





Personat.—The Russian bride of Mr. Hume, 
the great American medium, is not rich in the 
circulating medium. 





Just so.—It may seem right to a man to keep 
borrowing from his neighbors, but the end thereof 
is—very cross neighbors. 





THE BRITISH WEST INDIA FLEET. 

The British alroady bave on their West India 
station a feet of ships of twice and a half the 
namber of guns of the American squadron, even 
including the vessels now under orders for the 
Gulf. They have seventeen vessels in all, 
twelve of which are steamers, carrying in the 
aggregate 357 guns, as follows: Avalanche, 18 
guns; Atalanta, 16; Basilisk, steamer, 6; 
Buzzard, steamer, 6; Cumberland, 70; Devas- 
tation, steamer, 6; Forward, steam gunboat, 2; 
Harrier, steamer, 17; Imaum, 72; Indus, 78; 
Jasseur, steam gunboat, 1; Jasper, steam gua- 
boat, 1; Leopard, steamer, 18; Skipjack, steam 
gunboat, 2; Styx, steamer, 6; Tartar, steamer, 
21; Terror, steamer, 16. Total, 357. 

The British steamer Styx, of which so mach 
has been heard of late, is rated a steam paddle 
wheel sloop on the royal navy list, and is 1400 
tons burden, 280 horse power, and carries six 
heavy cannon. She draws about fourteen fect 
of water. The Buzzard is # paddle wheel sloop, 
with engines of 800 horse power, and mounts 
six guns. The Basilisk is a paddlé wheel steam 
sloop of 400 horse power, and six guns. The 
steam gunboats are screw steamers of about 
600 zons, and mount one or two guns. They 
are of light draft and rigged as three-masted 
schooners. 
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Domestic EmpeLiisaments. — There is 
nothing inside a home that so much adds to 
its value as books, magazines and newspapers. 
‘Where they are to bé had so cheaply there is 20 
excuse in being without them. 

$2 

A sriost Ipza.—That was a bright ides of 
a man who hed a light five dollar piece and got 
rid of it by putting it between two cents and 
paying it to a tollman. 

+202 + —___— 

Law anp Grammar.—Is that law, your 
honor?” asked a Kentucky attorney of 2 judge. 
“If the court understand. herself, and she think 
she do, it are,” replied the dignified official. 





Rarrroaps.—The New Haven Register says 
the season for getting killed on railroads ie just 
commencing again, 


EDITOR'S TABLE. 


THE TEA WE DRINK. 

Probably about one half of the human family 
fefresh themselves with the Chinese herb. A 
large portion of Asia, all Europe, and all civil- 
ized America, imbibe the steaming potion, with 
or without sugar and cream, varying the ingre- 
dient sometimes with butter and oatmeal, as in 
the case of the Thibetians, alluded to by us some 
time ago. It is estimated that the total product 
of the tea plant, in China alone, is one million 
of tons, and of this enormous quantity the civ- 
ilized world probably consumes about two hun- 
dred and fifty million pounds, leaving the bal- 
ance to be steeped or stewed by the semi-barba- 
rians of Asia, The prominent and distinctive 
characteristic of the tea plant, is a volatile oil, 
with an aroma highly acceptable to most people, 
though occasionally persons are found to whom 
it is very offensive. Another constituent of tea 
is called by chemists theine; the samo is found 
in coffee, and is hence sometimes called caffeine. 
This substance is remarkable for the large pro- 
portion of nitrogen which it contains, it being 
twenty-seven per cent., and larger than that of 
any other vegetable substance, so far as known 
to science. Theine is said to have the effect of 
lessening the necessity for food, or of preventing 
in some degree the natural waste of the body. 
Hence, probably, the reviving and sustaining 
effects which are observed in the use of tea and 
coffee. Tea also contains, in moderate propor 
tion, annin, the distinguishing substance of nut- 
galls, and is therefore slightly astringent. There 
is also a large proportion, say about twenty per 
cent., of that nutritious ingredient, gluten. Our 
readers can easily see from this brief analysis, 
why tea sustains and nourishes patients, when 
too low to take any ordinary food. 

The Chinese have used tea as a beverage from 
@ very remote period; tradition tracing tea 
drinking back to the third century of our era. 
In the year 600, it was in more general use 
among them, and in the course of four hundred 
years more, its virtues were resorted to by the 
Japanese, the nations of Hindoostan, and other 
Asiatic countries bordering upon China. The 
Dutch first introduced it into Europe, from India, 
in 1610. It found its way from Holland to Eng- 
land in 1686, Lords Ossory and Arlington con- 
veying it there as a great luxury. A Dutch 
physician, named Boutekae, having writen a 
treatise highly extolling its medicinal virmes, the 
article beeame quite popular among the wealthy 
classes in England, and was imported from Hol- 
land, and sold at the rate of sixty shillings per 
pound. The British East India Company sab- 
sequently took up the tea traffic with China, and 
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enjoyed the monopoly of the English market in 
the importation of this article for = period of 
more than a hundred and fifty years, down to 
1888, when parliament threw open the China 
trade for free competition. Tea was a staple 
article of trade in the American colonies from a 
very early period in their history, and the de- 
struction of three hundred and forty chests in 
Boston Harbor, in 1773, has given to the herb an 
historical application’ which will ever be remem- 
bered go long as the records of American Inde- 
pendence shall endure. A phial of the Boston 
Harbor tea is now preserved in the cabinet of 
Harvard University as a precious relic of Revo- 
lutionary times. The portion thus preserved 
was taken from his shoes by ‘Thomas Melville, 
of Boston, one of that celebrated tea party, and 
treasured by him as a memento of the daring 
exploit until the period of his death. His heirs 
placed it in the cabinet at Cambridge for future 
preservation. The action of time has reduced 
the tea to a fine powder, and destroyed its flavor ; 
but there is an odor of patriotism about it, that 
grows stronger and stronger as time n@lls on, 
and the magnificent destiny of our country un- 
folds itself. 

Botanists recognize several varieties, but only 
one species of the tea plant, and it is said to 
bear a strong resemblance to the well-known 
camellia japonica of the conservatory. The 
plant is raised from seed, and when a year oll is 
transplanted, and kept close cropped, 80 as to 
increase the leaves. The gathering of the leaves 
is begun when the bushes are four years old, and 
continued for seven or eight years, when the 
bushes getting coarse and woody, are dug up 
and replaced by new plants. ‘The harvest sea- 
son in China is in May and June; the leaves be- ‘ 
ing picked by hand, and chiefly by women. The 
green leaves exhibit little of the odor or flavor 
which is recognized in tea, these being developed 
by the subsequent process of roasting or drying. 
The two varieties known as green and black tea, 
may be produced from the same plant; the dif- 
ference between them being caused by the manner . 
in which the leaves are cared ; the former being 
the result of rapid curing over fire, and the latter 
of a slower process of drying in the open air. 
In practice, however, these varieties are usnally 
made in different districts, for the sake of con- 
venience or custom. The plant thrives well in 
the cooler parts of the tropics, or in the south- 
erly portion of the northern temperate rone. It 
could not, however, beeome a profitable object 
o€ culture in this country, owing to the ameunt 
of manual labor requisite for its preparation for 
commerce, and the high price of labor here. 
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HUGH MILLER THE GEOLOGIST. 

One of the most remarkable men that Scot- 
land has ever produced, was Hugh Miller the 
geologist, whose sad and singular death about a 
year and a half ago, was mourned throughout 
the civilized world as a great logs to the cause of 
scienee. Mr. Miller was a North Scotchman, 
and possessed the peculiar mental traits of that 
sturdy race, in a remarkable degree. With a 
keen perception of the beautiful in nature, and 
reverence for the mysterious and supernatural, 
was blended a fervid poetic fecling; and for a 
basis of this superstructure, he possessed great 
powers of application, strong reasoning faculties, 
and thorough independence of thought. His 
success in life was due to his natural abilities 
and the circumstances by which he was sur- 
rounded, and not to early edueation or subse- 
quent patronage. He was born at Cromarty, a 
seaport town on Maray Frith, in the northeast 
part of Scotland, and was the son of a humble 
sea-faring man, who run his own square-rigged 
sloop in the coasting trade. His father was cast 
away ayl lost at sea when Hugh was only five 
years old. The tendency to the supernatural 
developed itself in the boy’s nature, even at this 
early age ; for the death of his father was fore- 
boded to him by the vision of a dissevered hand 
and arm, seen at the self-opened door of his 
mother’s cottage, in the early evening twilight. 
On the evening previous to this apparition, the 
family had received a letter from the father, 
written just before the fatal storm, but the vessel 
never retarned. 

The young Hagh was left much to the care of 
his Uncle Sandy, s master quarry-man, and in 
his rambles with him, acquired a strong taste for 
natural history. At the age of seventeen he 
worked in the quarries of Cromarty, and then 
began to discover the foxsil wonders of the Old 
Red Sandstone, which he has since made world- 
famous by his writings. Here commenced’ his 
practical and theoretical knowledge of geology— 
a study well calculated by its marvelous revela- 
tions of past ages, and its close and exact rea 
soning, to fill and satisfy a mind constituted like 
his. His subsequent -works upon the subject of 
geology, while they have commanded the respect 
and admiration of the most scientific minds of 
Europe, for their profound research and strength 
of argument, have, by the charm of their style, 
and their rich blending of poetry with philosophy, 
rendered the.subject plain and deeply interesting 
to the general reader, and perfectly enchanting 
tothe young. No writer of any eountry has 
done 90 much as Miller to popularize the science ; 
and not by any’ shallow treatment thereof has 
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this great result been sccomplished ; but by giv- 
ing to'ite otherwise dry details an imterest which 
appeals to the observation and reflection of every 
active mind. The past, the mysterious past, 
has a charm for all; and Hugh Miller, as though 
recognizing tho truth of Daniel Webster's brief 
and comprehensive definition of the word, geol- 
ogy, as ‘the earth’s history, written by itself,” 
has displayed page after page of that history in 
& manner to win the attention of all, and gratify 
their strong desire to know something of the past 
of our globe. 

The principal works of Miller bearing upon 
his favorite science are, “ Scenes and Legends of 
the North of Scotland,” “The Old Red Send- 
stone,” “ The Footprints of the Creator,” “ First 
Impressions of England,” and ‘‘ The Testimony 
of the Rocks.” He had aleo purposed writing # 
more general and comprehensive work, to be 
called “The Geology of Scotland ;” but the 
over-wrought brain swerved from its axis of in- 
telligence, ere this work was entered upon, and 
closed his earthly life. Mr. Miller’s mind hed 
the deep religious tone which distinguishes his 
countrymen, and early in life beeame deeply in- 
terested in the controversiea which have rent the 
church of Scotland. Taking the independent 
side, he was the champion of the freedom. of the 
church ; and in the year 1889, in a pamphlet 
addressed to Lord Brougham, upon the occasion 
of his speech against the popular side of the 
question in the appeal before the House of 
Lords, he exhibited such a talent and power that 
he was at once called by the liberal party to take 
the post of leader, and to edit their new organ, 
called the “ Witness.” The letter to Brougham 
was distinguished by @ strength,. freshness and 
force that compare favorably with the best pro- 
ductions of Junius. It inspires the reader with 
avery high idea of the controversial ability of 
Miller. The cause of the free church was advo- 
cated by him with great energy and strength, 
and at the disruption of the church establish- 
ment in 1843, which set the free church upon a0 
independent basis, Miller obtained a victory 
which filled his heart with satisfaction, and 
crowned his career with honor. Daring all this 
polemical war, he constantly pursued his geolog- 
ical investigations, and published die results 
thereof to the world. When that war was closed, 
he gave all his talents to the canse of ecience 
till the war of life was closed. In fact, his last 


| work, “ The Teetimony of the Rocks,” so tasked 


his mind, that the latent tendency of his ostare 
te superstition became active and dominant; 
and at its completidn, the overstraited brein 
gave forth alurming signs of ments! discord. 
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He complained of occasional sharp pains, as 
though a dagger were thrust throngh the brain, 
and was affected with aberration of mind, visions 
of assassins in pursuit of him, and the most 
distressing phantoms. In one of these dreadful 
attacks, he laid violent hands upon his life, and 
shot himself through the heart, with a pistol. 
Thus perished one whose pure and upright life 
might well have promised greater length of days, 
had not his zeal for science rentin twain the seat 
of reason, and dethroned the kingly intellect. 
Shall that monarch perish in oblivion, or will it 
reign again where earthly fetters cannot bind the 
spirit ? 





THE COOLEST YET. 

A good anecdote is told of a man named 
Bently, a most confirmed drinker, who would 
never drink with a friend or in public, and al- 
ways bitterly denied, when a little too steep, 
ever tasting liquor. One day some bad witnesses 
had concealed themselves in his room, and when 
the liqaor was running down his throat, seized 
him with his arm crooked and his mouth open, 
and holding him fast, asked him with an air of 
trinthph, “ Ah, Bently, have we caught you at 
last? You never drink, ha!’ Now one would 
hrave supposed that Bently would have acknowl- 
edged the vorn. Not he; with the most grave 
and inexpressible face, he calmly, and in a dig- 
nified manner said, “ Gentlemen, my name is 


not Bently !” 
—_——— 04 


Consuqeenca or Exrravacaxon.—Women 
of fashion in Pacis are carrying extravagance in 
dress to a terrible extent; but when was it oth- 
erwise? One fair dame, after running herself 
deeply into debt, has become the inmate of 
nunnery, and left her many creditors in the 


durch. 
—__-++~. 

Tax Last or Eantn.—The final slab has 
been placed over the remains of the late Duke of 
Wellington, in the crypt at Paul’s Cathedral, 
London. The sarcophagus was then hermetically 
sealed, probably never again to beopened. The 
tomb is constructed of the purest porphyry. 








ReoisreR your Joxes.—An ironmonger had 
to send in an account, lately, for a new register 
Stove, to an author, and thought that he must 
necesgarily be facetious ; so he headed the bill— 


“(A memorial of the departed grate.” 
$132 + —___. 


Meraparsics.— Metaphysics resemble a 
French dinner; you may enjoy the results, bat 
shonld never seek to dive into she processes by 
which they have been attained. 
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THE VALUE OF TIME. - 

Is is said that “time is money ;” but that does 
not tall the whole story, for time may be more 
than money, and it may beless. Ask the ardent 
lover, about to be separated from his adored 
mistress for long, long years, how much money. 
would express the balance of the last hours he 
is to pasa with her. What waquld his answer be, 
expressed in dollars and cents? Ask the squalid 
miser, as he draws his last breath, and his dim 
eye closes on his heaps of shining gold, at what 
priee he would value a few more hours to enjoy 
the sight of his worshipped hoard? Ask the 
affectionate son, as he stands beside the death- 
bed of a beloved parent, whether another hour 
of that precious life could be expreased in mon- 
ey? They will tell you that no amount of 
money could represent the value of the time they 
covet, On the other band, the long, weary days 
of the suffering poor, the dreary, heavy hours of 
the listless idler, have no money valge. Either 
would barter all the irksome time that lingers 
on their hands, for a single coin that would give 
to one the bread of hunger, or escape from self 
to the other. Furthermore, there are various 
kinds of money ; hard money and paper money, 
current and uncurrent, counterfeit apd genuine ; 
and before we settle down content with theaxiom. 
that “‘time is money,” lat us see for ourselves 
what kind of money our time may be; whether 
it be of intrinsic value, oronly assumed ; whether, 
it will pass readily in exchange for others’ prpp- 
erty or service, or only at a discount; whether, 
in short, it be worth what it pretends to be, or is 
only a base imitation of the genuine article. By 
scrutinizing thus the value of time, each for him- 
self, every man will find that time is money, only 
when it is wisely and well employed. To make 
time real money, we must improve it by labor 
of the body, mind and soul. When we have. 
thus made our time valuable to ourselves, it will 
be of value to others, and not till then; and 
then alone shall we be able to realise by sweet 
experience, that “time ismoney.” 

+--+ 

Macuanics’ Howe.—Mr. Hayes, late of the. 
Philadelphia firm of Hayes & Dreer, bea be 
queathed $50,000 for the foundation of an asylum. 
for aged mechanics in Philadelphia. The inati- 
tation is to receive the title of ‘“Hayes’s Me- 
chanies’ Home.” - 





Reawitizs or Liyz.—A person being asked 
what was meant by therealities of life, answered,, 
“ Real estate, real money, and @ real good din- 


"ner, none of which coald be realized without real 


hard work. 


THE STATE OF ILLINOIS. 

Among the Western States of the Union, there 
is no one that stands forth more prominent than 
Mlinois, for its solid growth, substantial wealth, 
and commanding influence. Its soil and cli- 
mate presented strong attractions to the earlier 
western emigrants, while its admirable frontage 
on the Mississippi, made it readily accessible to 
the hardy pioneers of American civilization. 
The consequence thet naturally followed from 
these advantages, was the rapid settlement of 
the State by a body of stardy men, whose chief 
purpose was to build up for themselves and their 
posterity, a prosperous and happy home under 
the flag of the American Union. Emigrating 
largely from New England, theee mes, composed 
of the best stock of this section of the country, 
were deeply imbued with the established moral 
and religious sentiment thereof, and a full meas- 
ure of ite: Hberal: ideas of public policy. Con- 
fobbed with these,requisite elements of an upright 
aa@-happy commonwealth, was s due portion of 
that love of industry and spirit of enterprise 
With: have made New England a thriving and 
presperoas- country, under all circumstances, 
even the most adverse, and against the severe 
obstacles of a niggardly soil and capricious 
climate. Emigration, at the time of the setthe- 
ment of Illinois, was wisely left to follow its 
netural impulse, instead of being stimulated and 
enforced by artificial aids; and this freedom of 
action gave to that emigration an average of 
New England character, instead of a heteroge- 
meous compound of propagandism, speculation 
and inefficiency. Zeakdtd, sharpers, and useless 
iddees; had: no temptation presented to them 
thbougt the facilities of ‘deviciated aid, to people 
they wnw Bracke. Reery matwas left free to act 
for himself, and the resalt was that the emigra- 
tion to Illinois was composed of mean who were 
able to go, and able to stay when they got 
thee: aa ik F 
2 This characteristic of unbiassed individuality 
in the early settlers of Illinois, has made in the 
brief period of her existence, the strong, infla- 
ential and prosperous State that we find her to- 
day, and its indelible stamp will give her a pow- 
erfal influence upon the Great West for a long 
time to come. She is now the nursery of western 
habits and western sentiment; and her opinions 
and example are doing for the young Weet, 
what New England did for her, forty years 
ago. Everything connected with the cir 
camstances, condition, and prospects of this 
Beate, becomes therefore of far greater interest 
to eur whole country than it would be from its 
bearing upon her prosperity alone. Her theught 
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and opinion is to be the index of the West, 
and from her are to go forth the missionaries 
who are to build up the physical and moral 
prosperity of the new States and Territories 
beyond. By no fact is this view of the destiny 
of Ilinois more clearly illustrated than by the 
record of her present prosperous physical condi- 
tion, the resutt, mainly, of the New England 
virtues which have been exemplified in her 
growth. The official documents of the State 
valuation for the year 1857, show the present 
wealth of the State amdunts to over four hun- 
dred millions of dollars, and this is available, 
productive property. Such a result, in anew 
State, scarcely a generation old, is almost in- 
credible, did we not have the figures of the State 
auditor to establish its truth ; and it cannot fail 
to confirm the impression which her early history 
makes upon the mind, that she is destined to be 
in time to come, the centre of wealth and infle- 
ence for the western section of our Union. 
MODEST ADVERTISEMENTS. 

A gentlemanly assurance is manifested in some 
of the advertisements we find in the New York 
papers. For instance, one specimen of Young 
America informs the feminine public that “The 
handsomest young. gentleman in this city, oF 
elsewhere, desires to marry the most beautiful 
young lady he can find.” And we are also told 
by another advertiser, that “ Any passable lady, 
of good morals and a fain-degree of accomplish 
ments, wishing a kind and noble-hearted hot 
band, who would adore a wife as an angel, cal 
obtain one by addressing, in confidence, G. 
Woodbine, Post Office.” Queer things—there 
advertisements! Fanny world we live int _ 








Aw Epitor1aL Hint.— The editor ofa 
Buckeye paper has been threatened with & 
flogging. He very quietly insinuatos that he 
may be found up stairs, and that it is “ but} 
feet to the bottom.” ae 

Ss 
. Borriree Sopa.—Five hundred to ‘a thow 
sand dozen of soda are botrled dafly in New 
York, which indicates a tolerably steep consump- 
tion of the “ardent.” 
————+ <0 

Op Kextucny.—A Kentuckian being asked 
how much corn he raised, answered, ‘“ About 
ten barrels of whiskey, besides what we waste 
for bread.” 


+ 2-2 + ___—__ 

Borerstirron.—In 1690 2 dog in the town 
of Andover wat charged with witchcraft and 
put to death. 
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ABOUT ELEPHANTS. 

Among elephants, may be found as vicions 
brutes as ever walked upon four legs, or two 
either, and also as generous, noble-tempered an- 
imals, as good men ever delighted to their will 
by kindness. When Bishop Heber was trav- 
elling in Oude, three elephants were in his train. 
One was described by his mohout as a fine-tem- 
pered beast, but the other two as great rascals. 
Between a good elephant and its attendants, 
there seems to’be the most perfect understand- 
ing. The man who walks by its side is talking 
to it all the time they are jogging on, and very 
often ina jargon which no one else can under 
stand, but which is perfectly intelligible to the 
elephant. ‘My dove?” “Take care?” “Well 
done, my dear!” “My son!” “My wife!” 
If a fault is committed, “ How could you do 
that?”’ If it is often repeated, ‘‘ What can you 
be thinking of?” accompanied by « dig with the 
sharp iron hawkuss or ankush inflicted by the 
mohout. 

But great as is the attachment of these animals 

to their keepers, and obedient as they are, gener- 
ally, even to a tyrannical mohout, it is danger- 
ous to try their tempers too far. Keepers who 
have needlessly mingled their caresses with 
blows, have felt the fatal effects of their wanton 
conduct. When the Vizier of Oude sent his 
embassy to meet Lord Cornwallis at Calcutta, 
there was among the elephants that carried the 
baggage a male, with a number of people on his 
back. This elephant, suddenly irritated by a 
violent, and, as far as we know, an undeserved 
stroke with the penetrating hawkuss, snatched 
the unhappy driver from his seat, held him up 
in his trunk soas to render escape or aid impos- 
sible, and, after suspending him, as if in warn- 
ing to others, fora few moments, during which 
the trembling victim must have endured the very 
extremity of agonizing fear, deliberately dashed 
him to pieces. Not long ago, an unhappy keeper 
was killed on the spot by the elephant placed 
under his charge; he had provoked the ven- 
geance of the long-suffering creature by his per- 
secutions, and paid the deadly penalty. 

But numerous as are the stories told of the 
stern vengeance of the elephant, there are not 
wanting instances where the punishment in- 
flicted by the injured beast has been of » degrad- 
ing and even ludicrous character—as if scorn and 
contempt were the predominant feelings that 
dictated the retribution. Tho dirty water-spout 
that overwhelmed the treacherous Delhi tailor, 
who had treated the elephant to a prick with his 
mgedle, instead of an apple, and the muddy 
shower bestowed on Lieutenant Shipp (who had 
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irritated another by giving him a large quantity 
of Cayenne pepper between two pieces of bread), 
six weeks after the commission of the offence, 
and asa termination to the caresses and fondling 
of the lieutenant, are of this character, as well 
ag the delayed vengeance of the elephant men- 
tioned by Williamson under the name of the 


Paugul, or fool. The Paugul, who had most 
likely been put upon, like other butts, till he 
could stand it no longer, had refused to bear a 
greater weight upon a march than he liked, and 


the angry quarter-master threw a tent-pin at the 
head of the obstinate beast. Some days after- 
wards, as the elephant was going to water, he 
came suddenly upon the quarter-master, seized 
him with his trunk, and lifting him among the 
branches of a large tamarind tree, there left him 
between heaven and earth, as being unworthy of 
either, to hold on if he were able, and get down 
if he could. 





Waar next ?—A sailor once went to seo a 
juggler exhibit his tricks; there happened to be 
& quantity of gun-powder in the apartment un- 
derneath, which took fire and blew up the house. 
The sailor was thrown into the garden behind, 
where he fell without being hurt. He stretched 
his arms and legs, got up, shook himself, rabbed 
his eyes, and cried out—conceiving what had 
happened to be only part of the performance, 
and perfectly willing to go through the whole— 
“Well, I wonder what the fellow intends to do 


next !” 
—— 


Genuine Poriteness.—A gentleman once 
conversing in the company of ladies, and criti- 
cising rather severely the want of personal beauty 
in other ladies of their acquaintance, remarked : 
“They are the ugliest women I know;” and 
then, with extraordinary politeness, added— 
“present company always excepted.” 

rr 


DewrtisT10.—Philosophers have asserted that 
the reason why ladies’ teeth decay sooner than 
men’s, is because of the friction of the tongue 
and the sweetness of the lips! 

oe 

Domestic Ecoxomy.—A tenant who owes 
one quarter, and knows if he stays another, ho 
must pay double before he can be quits, gener- 





ally quits first. 
——_—_+ 


Cuurcne#—There are one hundred and six 
churches in the good city of Boston, and one or 


two more are contracted for. 
a+ +___—— 


Inp1a.—England is paying too dear for the 
whistle in the Far Bast, we fear. 
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Foreign Miscellany. 


Rassia has decided to construct three lines of 
railway between the Bleck and Caspian seas. 

In the Fronch Conservateire des Arts, they have 
@ loom that weaves silk by electric magnetism. 

Sisters of charity are on their way from 
France, to establish a school for young ladies in 
Honolulu. 

The express trains from London to Brighton 
perform the journey of fifty miles in one hour 
and ten minutes. 

The British Standard states that the income 
announced at the British and Foreign Bibld 
Society’s May meeting was $765,000. 

The Duchess of Orleans died at her residence 
near London, after a brief illness,on the 18th 


ult, aged 49. 

The 2611th sunlversery. of the founding of 
Rome was celebrated by Archeological In- 
stitate, in Rome, on the 24th ult, 

The University of Berlin has sustained a 
heavy loss in the death of the eminent physiolo- 
gist, Professor Muller. He was not quite 57 
years of age. 

In France, there are no less than nineteen 
presidents of commercial societies now in 
prison, awaiting their trials for fraudulent op- 
erations. 

The French Minister has addressed a circular 
to the directors of the theatres of Paris, inform- 
ing them that slang terme and vulgar language 
in dramatic pieces cannot be tolerated. 

Jales Gerard, the lion-bunter, sailed from 
Marzeilles for Africa on the 30th of April, with 
a party of twenty Englishmen, one Frenchman 
and two Poles, on a grand hanting expedition. 

A Spanish manufacturer of lucifer matches, at 
Bagneres, while eating his dinner, let a leg of 
fowl fall into a vessel containing phosphoric 

paste. He wiped the piece of meat, ate it, and 
was dead in less than twenty-four hours. 

Madame Ristori has been making as most 
successful appearance in Paris in Rachel’s great 

of “Pheedra,” which sho has played in 
most of the capitals of Europe, but never before 
in Paris. 

A singular incident startled the garrison of 
Lucknow, and the people. Three prisoners 
were brought in, and were undergoing a sam- 
mary trial by drum-head court martial, when a 
round shot struck and killed the trio. 

The Abbe Dumage, Parish priest of Tavaax, 
states in a letter to the Sewaine du Vermundois, 
that on the moming of the 16th of April he saw 
across about thirty feet long, Aoating tn the direc- 
tion of the sun, but muck higher I 

At the annual meeting of the British and 
Foreign Bible Society in London a resolution 
was unanimously adopted pledging the socicty 
to disseminate as far as possible scriptural in- 
struction in India. 

The Russian government has quietly disbarsed 
about two millions of doltars to American mo- 
chanics within the last three years, for six steam 
ships of war. built to order at Boston and New 
York. Turkey is just beginning to follow suit. 


FOREIGN MISCELLANY. 


Three Australian vessels recently arrived at 
London with nearly 100,000 ounces of gold. 

Queen Victoria has entered on her fortieth 

ear. The lite lady still preserves her good 
looks and plumptitude. 

There were 56,165 more paupers in England 
and Wales in January, 1858, than in the same 
month of 1857. 

Louis Napoleon’s farm at Sologne is an im- 
mense tract of waste soil, on which he bas set on 
foot a comprehensive system of thorough drain- 
age, on the Scotch principle. : 

Herr Carl Beethoven, nephew to the great 
composer, in whose memoirs he figares more 
largely than favorably, has just died at Vienna, 
aged fifty-two years. 

The French government has resolved to pre- 
sent to Professor Morse four hundred thousand 
francs (eighty thousand dollars) as a recognition 
of his invention of the electric telegraph system. 

They have placed a monument to the late Mr. 
J.G. Tockhast, in Drybargh Abbey, where he is 
interred, close to the remains of his illustrious 
father-iolaw, Sir Walter Scott. 

Mr. Vandenhoff lately appeared at the Theatre 
Royal, Liverpool, in celebration of the fiftieth an- 
niversary of his appearance on the Liverpool 
stage. 

Louis Napoleon means to leave Paris a mag- 
nificent monument of his power and govern- 
ment. He has already expended $50,000,000 in 
improvements, and contemplates an expenditure 
of $52,000,000 more. 

The total number of depositors in the British 
Savings Banks on the 20ch of November last, 
the date of the last returns, was 1,366,000, and 
the amount standing to their credit was about 
$175,000,000. 

The Journal d’Indre-et-Loire states that M. 
Landais, conservator of the Museum of Natural 
History at Orleans, found a few days since in 
the shell of an oyeter ten pearls of different sizes. 
He has placed the shell and its contents in the 
museum under his care. 

The King of Belgium, Leopold, not long ago, 
bought five tickets in the lottery loan of 1834, 
and last he won with one of them the great 
prize of 200,000f (£20,000). They sy he gare 
the greater part to his daughter Charlotte, now 
wife of the Archduke Maximilian. 

Since May, 1851, the British have annexed 
to their possessions in India, 146,092 square 
miles of verritory with thirty-six millions of 
people. The territory is nos very extensive, bat 
the population is about equal to all the people of 
North America. 

The English government is about to present 
to the French government the faneral car that 
bore the exile of St. Helena to hie tomb. A 
portion of the carriage used by Napoleon in his 
solitary excursions in the island was taken to 
build the hearse that carried him when dead. 

The Paris correspondent of the London 
Times says it is now decided that the for 
ment of Algeria will be given to Prince Napole- 
on, and that he will have powers to administer it 
without being under the control of a minister im 
Paris. The prince will depart early in July. 


RECORD OF THE TIMES. 


Record of the Times. 


General Scott gets $18,292 per year. 

The population of Halifax, N. S., is about 
25,000. 

It takes the pressure of 15,000 Ibs. to punch 
an inch hole in an iron plate an inch thick. 

The cost of living is thirty per cent. higher in 
California than it is in New York or Boston, 


A famous mare recently died in France at the 
age of fifty two years. Peace to her manes ! 

Alum, melted in small quantity with beef 
tallow, hardens it, and is much used for this 
purpose. 

In a single thunder storm in the year 1793 no 
fewer than nineteen persons were killed in Buenos 
Ayres. 

Postmaster Fowler, of New York, has placed 
on duty a lady to attend the window at the 
ladies’ delivery. 

The French Journal of Fashion hints at the 
propriety of wearing shorter skirts and diminish- 
ing the size of hoops. 

Goorge D. Prentice, the editor of the Louis- 
ville Journal, has enrolled himself a member of 
the Sons of Temperance. 

Out of the seventy-four artists, painters, scalp- 
tors, modelers, etc., employed on the ornamental 
work of the capitol extension, at Washington, 
D. C., it is said that only twelve are Americans, 


Disturnell’s New York State Register for 1858 
reports the whole number of attorueys-at-law in 
that Suste at 4607, of whom 1800 are in the city 
of New York. This list probably falls short of 
the true number. 

Cellars are fruitfal sources of disease if gar- 
Dage and filth are allowed to accumulate tor 
years. They should be thoroughly cleaned and 
whitewashed. Open the windows daily for 
ventilation. 

A recent census of Northampton shows the 
population to be 6407, a decrease of 211 from 
1857, and 48 less than in 1853. The decrease 
is attributable to the suspension of work in the 
factories. 

‘The unfinished monument to Mary, the mother 
ot Washington, at Fredericksburg, Va., is fast 
going to ruin, and is badly disfigured with ballet 
and shot marks, being used by the boys as 
targets. 

A southern Methodist minister, detailing his 
experience on a@ “certain” circuit, counted 
twenty six children that were named afier him, 
and added that during the year he received as 
compensation for his labor thirteen dollars. 

Mrs. Betsey Eastman, of Hopkinton, N. EL, 
on her ninety-eighth birthday spun over five 
skeins of stocking yarn, and has during the past 

reat spun over one hundred skeins of yarn, and 
knit abvot fifty pairs of stockings and socks. 

A special train on the Canada Grand Trunk 
Railway, lately, ran twenty-eight miles in twen- 
ty tive minutes—a rate of sixty-six miles per 
Nar! Such ranning is injurivus to the ma- 
chinery, impairs the permanency of the track, 
aud is highly dangerous to those on the trains. 
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The widow of Joe Smith has married a tav- 
ern-keeper, and thinks the saints are hambags. 

Emigration to California began in 1853. I¢ then 
had 15,000 inhabitants ; now it has 600,000. 

Madame Orsini has left Paris for the village in 
Italy in which she has long been schoolmistress, 
,' Some German physicians have testified that it 
is virtaally impossible for a man to contain 
enough of lager beer to produce intoxication. 

The California Legislature has passed a Sun- 
day law forbidding any business on the Sabbath, 
excepting at hotels, restaurants, drug stores and 
stables. 

Mayor Tieman informed a Boston gentleman, 
recently, that he had no doubt but that the city 
of New York had been swindled out of eight 
millions of dollars, within the past few years, by 
officials and oshers. 

A man was recently received into the Massa- 
chusetts. State Prison, who has been an inmate 
of prisons almost continually sinee the last war 
with England—1812-’13. ‘The longest period 
of late that he has enjoyed his freedom, was 
fitteen months. 

Lord St. Leonards, in his ‘“ Handy Book,” 
says: “I could, without difficulty, run over the 
names of many judges and lawyers of note, 
whose wills made by themselves have been set 
aside, or construed so as to defeat every inten- 
tion they ever had.” 

An officer of the United States steamer 
Georgetown writes from Bombay that he had 
just attended the marriage of two children—with 
all the solemn rites of the charch,—who were 
each only five years old. Children are there 
married by their parents when mere infants. 


The fishermen of the lakes are about to com- 

te with the fishermen of the seaboard. A 

ochester paper records the departare of a vessel 
from that city on a cod fishing voyage to the 
coast of Labrador. The voyage is an experi- 
ment, being the first from that port. 

The total length of all the canals in the United 
States is 5059 miles, costing on an average 
$42,000 per mile, or one-sixth more than the cost 
ot our railways. The tuta! inland navigation of 
the United States is 24,533 miles in length, and 
is the grandest in the world. 

A gang of regulators are administering lynch 
law in the eastern pert of Florida. They hung 
five persons in and about Tampa Bay within a 
month, for various offences ; in one case taking 
the criminal out of a court room, where he was 
on trial before a jary. 

A new material for paper is said to have been 
discovered in the fibre of the beet root, which re- 
mains after sugar making and dictillation. It is 
twenty per cent. cheaper than common paper, 
and has been used in cartridges at Woolwich 
arsenal. It is to bo introduced and tested in this 
country. 

The capital of the London General Omnibus 
Wompany is £900,000 ; its total receipts exceed 
£600,000 per annum; it disburses upward of 
£140,000 per annum in the mere wages of 
drivers, conductors, horsekeepers, and other 
laborers, and spends more than £200,000 per 
annam in provender for horses. 
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What relation is the door-mat to the scraper ? 
A step-farther. 

Why is petticoat government stronger now 
than formerly? Because it’s iron-hooped. 

When are the letters san and e undoubtedly 
crazy? When they are in sane—insane. 

Why is a reformed drunkard like an African? 
Because he’s a new bein’ (Nubian). 

The false impression that went abroad, ro- 
turned in the last steamer. 


Gold and silver are, in these days, the most 
prized and effective of all belle-metals. 

Why is a young lady before marriage never 
right? Because she is all the time a-miss. 

Why are swallows like a leap head over heels? 
Because they are a summer set (a somerset). 

Punch says the smuggler inflicts an injury 
upon the “Fair Trader”—if that individual 
exists, 

“Surely,” says young Jones, “any one who 
knows how to go round @ corner, could also 
square the circle.” 

At St. Louis, when a high-pressure steamer, 
crowded with passengers, bursts, it is called 
“elevating the masses.” 

“Did you know I was here?” said the bellows 
tothe fire. ‘“O, yes, I always contrive to get 
wind of you,” was the reply. 

The key to a mother’s heart isa baby. Kee 
that well filled with praise, and you can unlock 
every pantry in the house. 

“Too much familiarity breeds contempt,” 
says the ancient proverb; and how many mar- 
tied men have been martyrs to the truth of it! 

A gentleman was threatening to beat a dog 
who barked intolerably. “Why,” exclaimed an 
Irishman, who was present, “would you beat 
the poor dumb animal for spakin’ out ?”” 

A sick glutton sent for the doctor. “Ihave 
lost my appetite,” said he, in great alarm. “All 
the hetter,” said the doctor; “you'll be sure to 
die if you recover it.” 

“When g woman,” says Mrs. Partington, 
“has once married with a congealing heert, and 
one that beats responsible to her own, she will 
never want to enter the maritime state again.” 

“My German friend, how long have you been 
married?” “Vel, dis a ‘ing seldom don’t 
like to talk abouts, but ven I does, it seems to 
me about so long as it never vas.” 

The most remarkable instance of indecision 
we ever heard of, was that of a man who sat up 
all night, because he could not decide which to 
take off first, his coat or his boots. 

An exchange says that “a substitate for box- 
wood is much needed, as that article is growing 
higher every year.” This may easily be reme- 
died—when the wood has attained an unreason- 
able height, cut xt down. 

Mrs. Ragg, a widow, having taken Sir Charles 
Price for her second husband, and being asked 
by a friend how she liked the change, replied, 
Bel Thave got rid of my old Rugg for a good 

rice.” 
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‘When is the letter a lika one of thé United 
States? When it is in Diana (Indiana). 

‘What colors are the wind and sea in a storm! 
‘The wind blue (blew) and the sea a rose (arose). 

What is it that causes a cold, cures a cold, 
and pays the doctor? A draft. : 

Why are crows the most sensible of birds! 
Because they never complain without caws. 

‘What word is there of five letters, which, if you 
take away two, six will remain? Sixty. 

When is the letter a like one of the United 
States? When it is in Diana (Indiana). 

Why would it be correct to infer that there 
was amillin Eden? Because we know adam 
(Adam) was there.” 

It is said that necessity knows no law. This 
accounts for people making such a virtue of 
necessity. 

Spiggles says that although there is no such 
thing as muzzling the press of this country, thers 
is plenty of book muslin. 

“T look down upon you, sir.” “ Yes, you 
seem to be in a condition to look down for the 
sky, and feel upward for the ground.” 

Dr. Franklin used to say that rich widows were 
the only pieces of second hand goods that sold at 
prime cost. 

‘Who was the greatest chicken butcher, sc 
cording to Shakspeare? King Clandins, in 
“Hamlet,” who did “murder most foul.” 

Luttrell proposed for an epitaph on a distin- 
guished diner out— He dined late and—died 
early.” 

An Irishman, trying to put out a gaslight with 
his fingers, ciied out—‘ Och, marther! the divil 
a wick’s in it!” 

‘When Mrs. Chapone was asked why sho was 
so scrupulous in coming early to. charch, she 


} replied: “ Because it’s no part of my religion to 


disturb the religion of ovhers.” 

A New York papor says that a man the mom- 
ing after he had been drunk with wine feels as 
though he had the rheumatism in every hair of 
his head. ‘ 

Mr. Pepper’s house was on fire. <A large 
crowd waa soon on the spot, when one of them 
remarked, ‘ We've mustard enough to save 
Pepper.” So it proved. 

A boy was recently arrested in Hartford for 
theft. His father pleaded guilty for him before 
the court, but said, in extenuation, “James iss 
good boy, but he will steal.” 

An Irishman being asked, on a rainy dey, 
what he would take to carry a message from 
Bull’s Hend to the Battery, answered : “Sure, 
Td take a coach.” 

Some one says that dogs bark with auch seal 
when you enter their master’s yard that one 
would suppose they owned the premises, and 
that their master was only @ ler. 
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SMITHSONIAN INSTITUTE. 


‘Tux public buildings at Washington are of a 
magnitude and interest sufficient to fulfil the 
expectations of the stranger who visits the Fed- 
eral City, how much soever he may be disap- 
pointed in finding how far short it falls of the 
realization of the splendid plans of the founders 
of the metropolis. First in the series of our 
present illustrations we have placed the Smith- 
sonian Institute, which stands on a gently rising 
ground, south of Pennsylvania Avenue, and west 
of the capitol. The edifice is 450 feet long by 
140 wide, and is built of red sandstone, in the 
Romanesque or Norman style, and is embellished 
by nine towers of from 76 to 150 feet in height, 


18 


and when viewed from Capitol Hill, has an im- 
posing effect. In the building is a lecture-room 
large enough to seat from 1200 to 2000 persons, 
a museum 200 feet long for objects of natural 
history, one of the best supplied laboratories in 
the United States, a gallery 120 feet long for 
paintings and statuary, and a room capable of 
containing a lib: of 100,000 volumes, and ac- 
tually numbering about 40,000. 

The Smithsonian Institution derives its name 
and endowment from James Smithson, Esq., of 
England. Mr. Smithson was a son of the first 
Duke of Northumberland, and was educated at 
Oxford, where he distinguished himself by his 
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scientific attainments. He was an‘associate of | 
most of the eminent men of science of the last 
neration in England. He had no fixed resi- 
lence, and formed no family ties. He died at 
Genoa, June 27,1829. From tho property which ' 
he received from his mother, and the ample an- , 
nuity allowed him by his father, his frugality en- 
abled him to accumulate a fortune, which at the 
time of his death, amounted to about £120,000 
sterling. By his will, he directed that the in- 
come of the property should be paid to a nephew 
during his life, and that the property itself should | 
descend to his children, if he had any, absolutely | 
and forever. “In case of the death of my said 
nephew without leaving a child, or children, or 
of the death of the child or children he may have 
had under the age of 21 years, I then bequeath 
the whole of my property to the United States of 
America, to found at Washington, under the name 
of the Smithsonian Institution, an establishment for 
the increase and aifenen of knowledge «mong men.” 
Such are the words of the will, and the only words 
of Smithson which have come to us relating to 
this remarkable bequest. Of the reasons which 
led him to make this disposal of his fortune, we 
know nothing except by inference. Ho was never 
in America, had no friends or acquaintances here, 
and is supposed to have had no particular fond- 
ness for republican institutions. The event hav- 
ing occurred, in which the claim of the United 
States attached, the particulars of the uest 
were communicated to our government, and both 
Houses of Congress a bill, which was ap- 
proved on the first of July, 1836, authorizing the 
President to appoint an agent to prosecute, in the 
urt of Chancery in England, the right of the 





United States to the bequest, and pledging the 
faith of the United States to the application of 
the fund to the purposes designed by the donor. 
It was paid into the treasury of the United States 
in sovereigns, during the month of September, 
1838. The amount of the fund at this time was 
$515,169. It was not till eight years after this 
eriod that the act establishing the Smithsoniat 
stitution was finally passed. ‘This act creates 
an establishment, to be called the Smithsonian 
Institution, composed of the President and Vice 
President of the United States, the Secretaries 
of State, of the Treasury, of War, and of the 


| Navy, the Postmaster General, Attorney General, 


and Mayor of Washington, with such others a8 
they may elect honorary members. It devolves 
the immediate government of the Institution up- 
on a board of regents, of fifteen members, vis, 
the Vice President of the United States, the 
Chief Justice of the Supreme Court, and the 
Mayor of Washington, ex officio; three members 
of the Senate, to be appointed by the President 
thereof; three members of the House, to be a] 
pointed by the Speaker; and six persons to 
chosen from the citizens at large, by point resola- 
tion of the Senate and House, two of whom shall 
be members of the National Institute, and the 
other four inhabitants of States, and no two from 
the same State. The act establishes a permanent 
loan of the original fund ($515,169) to the United 
States, at 6 per cent. interest ; appropriates the 
accumulated interest, then amounting to $24,129, 
or so much as might be needed, together with 50 
much of the accraing income as might be unex- 
pended in any year, to the erection of a building; 
provides for the establishment of a library, mye 
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um, chemical laboratory, etc., and left most of 
the details of the organization to the board of re- 
mts. The cost of the building was limited 
‘with furniture, grading the grounds, etc.) to 
$250,000. This was taken mostly from the in- 
come of the original and building funds, so as to 
save $150,000 of the building fund, which added 
to the original fund, makes a permanent fund of 
$675,000, yielding nearly $40,000 per annum. 
This income, with all sums received from other 
sources, is to be permanently and equally divid- 
ed between two great methods of increasing and 
diffusing knowledge—the first by publications, 
researches and lectures—the second by collec- 
tions of literature, science and art. The first two 
volumes of a series entitled “ Smithsonian Con- 
tributions to Knowledge,” in 4to., have been is- 
sued ; also several works in a series of a more 
popular character, and in 8vo. form, entitled 
“Smithsonian Reports.” It is proposed, also, 
to publish, for still wider circulation, a monthly 
< ‘Bulletin’” Researches in various departments 
of science have been instituted or aided by the 
Institution, and several courses of free lectures 
have been delivered. 

The War Department is one of the four bnild- 
ings erected on the four corners of the President’s 
Square, at s time when the business of the nation 
‘was trifling compared with its present extent. It 
has a large and well selected library, collected 
for the use of officers of the army. In one room 
are several trophies captured from different ene- 
mies, and worthy of more care. The comman- 
der-in-chief used to reside in Washington, but 
has recently removed his head-quarters to New 
York. Ia the yard is the immense mass of na- 
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tive copper, weighing some five tons, bro’ 
from the ehores of Lake Superior. a 

The National Observatory, under the care of 
Lieutenant Maury, U.S. N., is only surpassed 
by that of Russia, and is the depot of all the 
chronometers, maps and instruments use by the 
navy. The largest telescope is a fourtebn inch 
refractor, with an object-glass of nine inches. It 
is mounted in a revolving dome on the summit 
of the main building, and is so arranged with 
clock-work and machinery, that when directed to 
a star in the morning, and adjusted, it so follows 
the heavenly luminary in its path, that at night, 
on looking through the glass, the star is visible. 
There are many other instruments—some s0 
rarely adjusted, that their only variation is caused 
by the heat of the person of those who approach 
them ; but the most curious is the electric clock. 
This is so connected with magnetic apparatus 
that, when necessary, its ticks are distinctly heard 
at Boston, Cincinnati, New Orleans, and other 
remote spots. Every day at ten minutes beforo 
twelve, a large black ball is hoisted to the sum- 
mit of a on the Observatory, and exactly at . 
noon it drops, giving the whole city and its en- 
virons a chance to late their watches. 

The Arsenal, with its curious machinery pro- 
pelled by steam; is used for the manufacture of 
cannon, small arms, bullets, percussion caps, etc. 
In the store-houses are every variety of arms and 
equipments—from the heavy “ Columbus” can- 
non used in fortresses, to the mountain howitzer, 
carried on the back of a mule, and so down to 
holster pistols. In the model room is a curious 
collection of ancient and modern weapons, while 
outside are cannon captured at Yorktown, Sara. 
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toga, Niagara and Vera Cruz, with the guns ot 
Duncan’s noted battery. There are also compli- 
cated apparatus for testing the force of gunpow- 
der, and for experiments with artillery. 

The Post-Office is an extensive marble baild- 
ing, with two wings, adorned in front and at the 
ends with flated columns. 

The Pension Office occupies a portion of the, 
large edifice represented by our artist, the prop- 
erty of Mr. Winder, who- leases it to .govern- 
ment ata good percentage on the cost. It also 
contains the pay department of the army, and 
other branches of the army and navy clerical 
force. The Treasury Department is anew stone 
building, 340 feet long, and 170 wide, but when 
completed it will be 457 feet in length, and will 
occupy the entire eastern front of the President’s 
Square. Its front is an imposing colonnade, in 
the Grecian style ot architecture, ‘but ill-adapted 
to the building, as it occupies a deal_of room, 
and keeps the offices darkly shaded. There are 
nawaras of one handred, and fifty rooms, where 

1 the government financial business is transacted 
with an acc and simplicity of method cer- 
tainly wonderful. The secretary of the treasury, 
who directs this immense system of accounts, 
has under’ his direction, 1 assistant secretary, 2 
comptrollers, 6 auditors, 2 treasurers, 1 register, 
1 solicitor, 1 commisaioner, 328 clerks, 15 mes- 
sengers and 12 watchmen—quite an army. The 
Attorney-General’s Department is opposite the 
treasury, and occupies a spacious house, neatly 
fitted up when Gen. Cushing came into office. 
There is an excellent legal library, and every 
facility for promptly forming legal opinions up- 
on matters referred by the president or his secre- 


taries. The Department of the Interior, com 
prising the patent office, is the most interesting 
of the departments. The building which it is 
destined to occupy is yet unfinished. When the 
new wings are ready for use the building will 
contain the land office, patent office, Indian 
office, and sion office. The chief attraction 
of the building now is the spacions hall up stairs, 
in which are deposited the collection of the 
national institute and of the exploring expedi- 
tion, and many other articles presented to our 
government by foreign ers. Among these 
are many relics of Washington, including his 
uniform, camp-chest, sword, etc., the original 
Declaration of Independence, Franklin’s print- 
ing-press, a treaty signed by Napoleon, and other 
objects of priceless value. The rare collection 
bronght home by the United States Exploring 
Expedition embraces almost every object 

on those wonderful islands of the southern seas, 
and already has a box been received trom Japan, 
containing specimens of the manufactures of 
that terra incognita. The models of articles ps- 
tented are now on the lower floor, but will soon 
be and classified in handsome iron 
cases. To such of our readers as purpose visit- 
ing Washington the following general descrip- 
tion of it may prove interesting : 

Though not a seven-hilled city, Washington 
has, as well as Rome, its Capitoline Hill, com- 
manding views soncooly leet striking than those 
of the al City. is situated on the lef 
bank of the Potomac River, between two small 
tributaries, the one on the east called the East 
Branch, and the one on the west ‘called 
Creek. The latter separates it from George 
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town: The general altitude of the city plot is 
forty feet above the river, but this is diversified 
by irregular elevations, which serve to give va- 
niety and commanding sites for the public build- 
ings. The plot is slightly amphitheatrical, the 
President’s House on the west standing on one 
of the sides, and the Capitol on the other, while 
the space between verges towards a point near 
the river. The President’s House and the Cap- 
itol stand centrally with regard to the whole, 
though situated at the distance of one mile from 
each other, the former forty-four feet above the 
Potomac, and the latter seventy-two feet. The 
summit of the hillon which the Capitol stands 
is the commencement of a plain, stretching east, 
while that to the north of the President’s House 
tends westward. Perhaps no better commenda- 
tion can be given to the locality of Washington 
than that of its having been chosen by him whose 
name it bears. When the streets shall have been 
lined with buildings, few cities can ever have pre- 
sented a grander view than that which will be 
offered to the spectator from the western steps of 
the Capitol, looking towards the President’s 
House, with Pennsylvania Avenue stretchin, 

before him for more than a mile, with a bread! 


of 160 feet, the view terminated on the west by - 


the colonnade of the treasary buildings and the 
palatial residence of the nation’s chief magistrate. 

n his left, towards the river (itself more than a 
mile in width), is an extensive park, enclosing 
the Smithsonian {nstitate, with its picturesque 
towers, and the lofty column reared to the mem- 
ory of Washington. On the right he will have 
beneath him the General Post-Office, the Patent 
Office, the City Hall, and doubtless still more 
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splendid public and many sumptuous private 
dwellings, which may have been erected ere an- 
other generation passes away. Nor would Wash- 
ington lack commercial facilities, but for the still 
greater advantages possessed by its older sister 
cities. The nat commercial advantages of 
Washington are probably not surpassed by any 
capital in Europe; but our country so abounds 
in fine localities for commercial towns that those 
of Washington are thrown into the background. 
The plan of the city is unique, and everything is 
laid out on a scale that shows an anticipation of 
@ great metropolis; and though these anticipa- 
tions*have not as yet been realized, they are en- 


tirely within the probabilities of the future. The 
city plot, which lies on the west border of the 
sixty square miles which now constitate the Dis- 
trict of Columbia, extends four and a half miles 
in a northwest and northeast, and about two and 
a half in a northeast and southwest direction, 


covering an area of nearly eleven square mifes. 
A very small portion of this, however, is as yet 
built upon. The whole site is traversed by streets 
running east and west and north and south, 
crossing each other at right angles. The streets 
that ran north and south are numbered east and 
west from North and South Capitol Street (whose 
name will indicate its position), and are called, 
for example, East and West Second or Third 
Streets; while those running east and west are 
numbered from East Capitol Street, and are 
named alphabeticnlly, north or south, A, B, or 
C Street, etc. The plot is again subdivided by 
wide avenues, pamel:from the fifteen States ex- 
isting when the site of the capital was chosen. 
These avenues run in a southeast and northwest, 
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or in a southwest and northeast direction, often, 
but not alyays parallel to on other, and their 

ints of section formin; open spaces. 
Four of these avenues, and, North ani South and 
East and West Capitol Streets, intersect each 
other at the Capitol grounds, and five avenues 
and a number of streets at the Park around the 
President’s House. It will be readily seen, if 


this plan should be filled up, that, combined with | 


its undulating grounds, surrounding hills, public 
buildings, park, monuments, etc., it will give a 
coup d’cil unequalled for magnificence in modern 
times. Pennsylvania Avenue, between the Cap- 
itol and President's House, is the only one that 
is densely built upon for any considerable ex- 
tent. The streets are from 70 to 110 feet in 
width, and the avenues from 130 to 160 feet. 
The National Institute holds its meetings at 
the Patent Office, and has for its object the cul- 
ture of science generally. It has a library of 
4000 volumes, which is open to the public, be- 
sides a cabinet of medals and coins. Peter 
Force, Esq., has a private library of 50,000 vol- 
umes; a rare, if not the only, instance of so 
large a private collection of books in our coun- 
r. Corcoran, the wealthy banker, has a 
fine gallery of paintings, which is open to the 
ublic on ‘Tuesdays and Fridays. The National 
edical College, established in 1823, is a flour- 
ishing institution, with a faculty of seven pro- 
fessors. The Columbia College is located on 
high ground, just without the city limits, and di- 
rectly north of the President’s House, command- 
ing @ magnificent view of the city, the Potomac, 
and the surrounding country. This college was 
incorporated in 1821, and had in 1850 for its fac- 


ulty, besides the ident, 12 professors and 

tutors, and 100 students on its lists. There were 
| in Washington in 1850, 20 public schools, with 

1989 pupils and $13,082 income ; 35 academies, 
| ete., with 1494 pupils and $41,620 income. 

There were, in 1852, about forty churches in 
Washington, of which four were Baptists, four 
Catholic, five Episcopalian, one Friends’ meet- 
ing-house, two Lutheran, seven Methodist, six 
Presbyterian, one Unitarian, and about six col- 
ored churches. Among the finest of the churches 
is Trinity; which is of mixed Gothic and East- 
ern orders, with a front of red sandstone, situa- 
ted on West Third Street. 

We condense the following from Miss Lynch’s 
description of Washington :—The open waste 
jit between the Capitol, the President’s House, 
and the Potomac, is about a be ene ro 
a national park, upon a plan propo: y 
lamented eo Downing? ‘The area contains 
about 150 acres, and the principal entrance is to 
be through a superb marble gateway, in the form 
of a triumphal arch, which is to stand at the 
western side of Pennsylvania Avenue. From 
this gateway a series of drives, forty 
feet wide, crossing the: canal @ suspension 
bridge, will lead im gracefully curved io be- 
neath lofty shade-trees, forming a carriage drive 
between five and six miles i circuit. The 
grounds will include the Smithsonian Institute 
and Washington’smonument. The parks round 

¢ President’s House and the Capitol have al- 
ready been mentioned. Lafayette Park, on the 
north side of Pennsylvania Avenue, in front of 
the executive mansion, is laid out and planted 
with shrubbery, etc. and contains, as we have 
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elsewhere stated, a bronse equestrian statue of 
President Jackson. To avoid the unpleasant 
angularity, caused by the peculiar intersection of 
the streets, open spaces are to be left at these 
points, which are to be laid out and planted with 
trees, etc. There are extensive grounds around 
the City Hall called Judiciary Square. 

Washington communicates with the south and 
southwest by steamboat to Acquia Creek, fifty- 
five miles below Washington, and thence by the” 
Fredericksburg, Richmond and Potomac Rail- | 
road. A branch road running north to Balti- 
more connects with the Baltimore and Ohio 
Railroad. 

Fifteen miles eouth of Washington, on the 
Potomac, is Mount Vernon, once the home, and 
now the tomb of Washington. Thirteen miles’ 
above Georgetown are the Great Falls of the Po- 
tomac, thought by many to equal, in wildness 
and pictaresque interest, any in the country. 
The Little Falls, which have in all a descent of 
fifteen feet, are only three miles above George- 
town. An aqueduct is now being construpted 
to snpply ‘Washington with water from the Malls 
of the Potomac. Washington contains six banks, ' 

| 
| 





and about fourteen newspaper offices, five or six 
of which issue dailies. | 
The resident population of Washington in | 
1850, was 40,000; in 1855, about 55,000, and 
including Georgetown, 65,000. But this num- 
ber is greatly increased during the sessions ot 
Congress, by the accession not only ef the mem- 
bers and their families, but of visitors and per- | 
sons spending the winter or a portion of it here, 
for the purpose of enjoying the society and gay- 
ety of the capital. Though the growth of ' 


aii 


‘Washington ‘has not been rapid, it has been 
steady, and the city has increased within the 
past few years in a considerably ‘greater ratio 
than hitherto. 

The site of the capital was sclected at the orig- 
inal suggestion of President Washington, and 
by an act of Congress, July 16, 1790, the Dis- 
trict of Columbia was formed. The corner- 
stone of the Capitol was laid by General Wash- 
ington himself, September 18, 1793, and in 1800 
the seat of governmerit was removed hither from 
Philadelphia. The census of 1800 gave the 
population at 3210, which had increased to 8208 
in 1810. In 1814, the city was taken by the 
British, when the Capitol, President’s House, 
and the library of Congress were cither wholly 
destroyed or greatly injured by fire, and other 
public work defaced. In 1820, the population 
was 13,247; 18,827 in 1830, and 23,364 in 1840. 
In 1846 was passed the act establishing the 
Smithsonian Institute; in 1850 the slave trade 
was abolished in the District of Columbia; and 
in 1851 the foundations were laid for the exten- 
sion of the Capitol. 





A most interesting and important paper was 
lately read before the New York Historical So- 
ciety, by the librarian, Mr. George H. Moore, 
which proved beyond question, that Gen. Lee, 
of the Revolution, was a bold and well-nigh 
successful conspirator against Washington and 
the liberties of his country. The matter is left 
no longer in doubt, and that which has seemed 
strange and doubtfal in his conduct is fully 
explained. 
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212 PUBLIC BUILDINGS AT WASHINGTON. 


NEW BEDFORD. 

A the most attractive cities of Massachu- 
setts, is New Bedford, famed for its large par- 
ticipat'ons in the whale fisheries. This city is 
beautifully located on the western bank of the 
Acushnet River, near to Buzzard’s Bay. The 
land rises from the water with a gentle slope to 
the western limit of the city, displaying the 
buildings and gardens to great advantage to an 
observer on the water, or upon the opposite side 
of the river. It is a place of great prosperity, 
andjruch individual wealth, and a Fberal and 
refined taste is exhibited in the public edifices. 
There are also many private residences that are 
built and furnished, without and within, with a 
solic ity and magnificence quite unusual in Amer- 
ican cities. These give an appearance of sub- 


from there to New Bedford, he was among the 

first settlers. He was largely instrumental in 

building up the new town, and giving to its 

commercial enterprise the direction and 

fai : a eee Ae Roteh, by his Sceae 

me an erity. Mr. y 

for ee ara jive address, suc- 

ceeded in securing the privi of admission of 

his oil and sperm, duty free, into France, and 
equently into England, to the benefit 

of himself and fellow-townsmen. name for 


the new town did not stand, however, without 
amendment, as it was subsequently found neces- 
sere prefix the word “New” to it, im order 
Middloes eat bo case a = 

x county, which was at an 
éarlier period. 
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stantial prosperity to New Bedford, which is well 
borne out by the generally comfortable and tidy 
spect of the city in all its details. 
ancient town of Dartmouth originally in- 
cluded the present site of New Bedford, the In- 
dian name of which was Acchusnett. Dartmouth 
was incorporated by the colonial government in 
1664. It is supposed that the first settlers on the 
pr now occupied oy New Bedford, were 
nds, or Quakers. The town of New Bed- 
ford was incorporated in the year 1787. The 
land being owned by a man of the name of Rus- 
sell, which was the family name of the Dukes of 
Bedford, in England, the name of Bedford was 
iven to the new town at the instance of Mr. J. 
tch, a principal purchaser and settler. Mr. 
Rotch was a Quaker. He had carried on the 
whale fishery from Nantucket, and removing 
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Daring the Rerointlonary War, the whale 
fisheries, the chief stay of New Bedford, were 
necesearily suspended. The hardy mariners of 
that town then turned their attention to priva- 
teering upon the enemy’s vessels. They did 
such: an extensive business in this hazardous and 
gallant pursnit, thet the British were greatly an- 
noyed, and determined to capture and destroy 
the place. A very large force under Gen. Gray, 
landed at Clark’s Neck, and marched upon the 
town, which they captured ; burning many 
buildings and vessels. The value of the 

erty destroyed, was estimated at $326,266. At 
thgt time the population of the town was only 
about seven handed. Since then ithas gone on 
increasing with t rapidity, and now amounts 
to about Ewenty ‘thousand. Within a few years 
a city government has been established. 


aa 
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SKETOHES OF JAVAN SCENES AND MANNERS. 


On the succeeding p: we give several views 
illustrative of Javan life and customs, and the 
following geographical and historical details will 
add interest to the scenes. In 1847, Dr. W. R. 
Van Hoewell, a learned and acientific native of 
Holland, ten years resident at Batavia, under- 
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took a journey trong Java, and the adjacent 
Madura and Bali. The latter island has just 
been thrown open to the civilized world by the 
Dutch, their motive being the extermination of 
the pirates who made it a refuge. Java, it is 
well-known, belongs to the Dutch, and is a pos- 
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session of vast commercial importance and wealth. 
Dr. Hoewell’s expensive work, being the most 
recent authority, will be followed by us in our 
rapid sketches. Before falling into European 
hands, Java had had its revolutions and its wars, 
and a tumultuous and sometimes brilliant career. 
India, at a vague and distant epoch; Arabia, in 
times nearer to us, brought it their civil and re- 
ligious institutions, and their half-civilization. 
At this time Islamism reigns there, under Dutch 
rotection, over a population of 5,000,000 souls ; 
ut minds have preserved an Indian impress, and 
the soil is heaped with the wrecks of art from the 
shores of the Gangeb, or the coast of Coroman- 
del. When this civilization was expelled by the 
impetnosity of Massulman fanaticism, it took 
refage, towards the end of the fifteenth century, 
in the island of Bali. Our present sketches are 
confined to Java. Mr. Van Hoewell left Batavia 
on the 6th of May, 1847. This city, the capital 
of the Dutch East Indies, has about 120,000 in- 
habitants, communicates with the port of Anyer 
on the western coast, and with the other extrem- 
ity of the island by & magnificent post-road near. 
ly three hundred feagues long—e gigantic work, 
executed at the beginning of this century by 
Marshal Daendels, whose construction, like that 
of the tian pyramids, but differing from 
them in utility, destroyed the lives of thousands 
of laborers. You" have hardly quitted the city, 
when yon see rising on the right two giant moun- 
tains, the Salak, 6670 feet high, and the Gede, 
whose ever-smoking crater attains an elevation of 
9326 feet. But, before reaching it, you traverse 
Buitenzorg, which encloses the sumptuous palace 
of the Touan (in Malay, Grand Seignor), 
the governor-general of the Dutch East Indies. 
Mr. Van Hoewell stop here by invitation, 
and, being a Lutheran clergyman, performed di- 
vine service in a room of the palace—the church, 
built two hundred years ago, undergoing repairs 
n presence of a few civilians, and the garrison 
@rnposed of a half.company of European sol- 
diers. He afterwards paid a visit to the Kam- 
pong, or Chinese quarter, where he was shown, 
in a wooden cabin, a batoutoulis, a stone covered 
with inscriptions, and two statues, the only re- 
mains of the empire of Padzadzaran, which fell 
under the blows of the Mussulman invaders. 
These wrecks, and those discovered farther off, 
in the plain of Bandong, consist of a nandi and 
two statues; they are remarkable as being the 
only monuments of art existing in the western 
part of Java—whence the name of Sunda ap- 
plied to the neighboring straits, and the archipel- 
5g0 of which Java forms a part—which, inhabit- 
by peculiar race, has only imperfectly felt 
the influence of Indian civilization. But Mr. 
Hoewell was assured that they were of the same 
style as the sculptures, spread. in such vast num- 
bers through the centre and east of the island. 
On leaving Buitenzorg, the road continued to 
rise, and the carriage-horses were changed for six 
vigorous buffaloes, and it was found necessary to 
scale on foot a portion of the slope of Megamen- 
dong (shrouded in clouds), which is not less than 
4620 feet high. This is the culminating point of 
the road; a delightful coolness ateceeds to the 
heat of the lower regions, forests nod overhead, 
and the eye ranges over a vast and beautifal 
Prospect. Tjandjor, which Mr. Van Hoewell 





afterwards reached, is the chief place of one of 
one of the largest provinces orresidences of Java, 
that of the Preanger Regents Chappen (Regencies 
of the Preanger or Prayhang), peopled by 800,000 
inhabitants of the Sunda race, held in awe by s 

rrison of t men at the residence of Tomo. 

e description of this negri (the local name for 
an inhabited place of some importance), will 
give an idea of all the Javanese towns. “We 
enter the town through a sort of way of 
stone or wood, and what do we see ? uses, of 
course, large and small, and palaces, is the an- 
ort: Nothing of the kind! ) Zou | nd "brosd, 
and straight streets (Jourowrong) paved with river 
stones, and ordered on each side by les of 


bamboo seven or eight feet high. nd this 
kind of fortification, the eye reposes bly on 
the ever fresh verdure of trees loaded with fruit 


and flowers; but nowhere do you observe houses, 
or anything like them, for the houses of the na- 
tives are concealed behind this verdure.” To 
this we must add a square in the European 
style, containing the hotel of the resident, or 
Dutch chief of the province, the lodging appro- 
priated to travellers, and the houses of a few 
Christians ; then the halon halon, a square plain, 
the south side of which is occupied by the dalam, 
or Javanese regent’s house, and the west side by 
the massighit—a local corruption of the Arabic 
mesdjid (mosque). After having been present at 
& soiree at the house of the resident, at which the 
ent and his lady figured in dresses mach more 
rieb than elegant; a party at which the chief 
amusement consisted in a representation of the 
—female dancers in the pay of the regent 
—Mr. Van Hoewell pursued his journey, con- 
stantly busy with the physical and mioral condi- 
tion of the natives, and the means of advanci 
the civilization of the large population confid 
to the care of the Dutch government. The 
country abounds in natural objects of interest. 
Huge smoking craters in the midst of impene- 
trable forests which shelter the rhinoceros ; rich 
plantations of tea or indigo, and fields of sugar 
cane, or thick jungles (the Javanese name is 
n ), where the tiger watches for the 
brilliant-plumed and noisy Pracork i huge warin- 
‘ins (the Ficus Indica), and fresh rivers glancin, 
From cascade to cascade. Near Tjeribon, one o! 
the oldest seats of the Dutch power at Java, is to 
be seen a pleasure-garden which belonged to one 
of the sultans of the country, a pensioner on the 
conquerors since 1819, and recently dead. The 
garden is entirely in the style of the celestial em- 
ire; and a native told Mr. Hoewell that it was 
lia out two hundred’ years ago by a Chinese, 
whose eyes were afterwards put out, that he 
might never construct one like it. There exist 
also in the environs the tombs of the Sheik Ibn 
Moulana, the first preacher of Islamism in the 
west of Java, and of the Sultan Togal Aroum, 
@ sort of savanees Nero. reed sre as of 
ilgrimage. ww miles beyond Tjeribon, you 
ou a bridge over the river ( ri Parmaili, 
which separates the two races, the Hendas and 
iminaigd by te chain of Hiusat, woovo principal 
i ry the chai whose princi, 
pesk attains an elevation of cleven thousand feet. 
‘The sides of the mountain are covered with plan- 
tations of tea and coffee, one of the first of which 
is given in our first engraving. ‘Phe residence of 
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Tagal, where we now are, in 1846 produced 
70,000 pounds of tea alone, to say nothing of 
sugar and coffee. We will not halt'at Samarang 
and Sourabays, considerable ports of an Euro- 
pean appearance, and, with Batavia, the princi- 
pal places of the island. We will only remark, 
that between these points Mr. Hoewell fixed, 





SKETCHES OF JAVAN SCENES AND MANNERS. 215 

























































































































































































from popular tradition, the seat of the ancient 
kingdom of Kamoulan, of which the 
annals and poems of Java make frequent men- 
tion, but of which not even a wreck remains. 
The peasgnts point out only, with tokens of the 
most profound veneration, a wood which rises, 
according to them, on the site of the ancient 
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kraton (palace of the sovereign). The spot is | 
guarded, they say, by a contem tiger, so | 
old that he cannot use his paws, and drags him- | 
self along upon his knees. At Simpang, two | 
miles from Sourabaya, is the palace of the resi- | 
dent, represented in our second engraving. The | 

pulation, comprising that of the neighboring | 
island of Madura, reaches 1,230,000 souls. The , 
resident, 8 political magistrate dependent on the : 
governor-general, is commonly assisted, in each. | 


RUINS OF MODJOPAHIT—TEMPLE AT MOETERAN. 


province, by a secretary and some European sub- 
residents. He acts on the native population only 
through the mediam of a considerable number of 
chiefs, for the most part elective, who constitate 
& very ancient and strongly constructed hierarchy, 
an organization which Holland has carefully re- 
spected, withthe view of sheltering itself ind 
it, and to soften the contact between the natives 
and their masters. The fragments of Hindoo 
sculptares, brought hither to ornament the park, 
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bordered by a fresh river, the Kalimas (golden 
river), and which has for pective the cone of 
Ardjouna, 10,820 feet high, remind us that we 
are in the most historical part of Java; that 
where Volney would have had the amplest field 
for meditation, and whither we must go on the 
track of our zealous and intelligent guide, to 
visit the ruins of Modjopahit, the Javanese em- 
pire of Hindoo civilization, which hed the most 
considerable political influence, and the most 
flourishing, if not the longest 
existence; for, founded in the 
year 1237 of the Javanese era, 
which began about 78 or 74 
B.C., it fell in 1400. These ru- 
ins had met the fate of many 
ruins. They have served for 
stone or brick quarries; the 
road from Sourabaya to Mod- 
jokerta is paved with their 
spoils, and the materials for the 
greater part of the rich sugar 
establishments in the neighbor- 
hood have been taken from the 
same source. You reach it b 
aroad shaded by large tamarin 
trees, which, through rice and 
sugar plantations, runs to the 
southwest towards the city of 
Kediri. The first monument 
zn meet is only a few steps 
from the road ; it is an almost 
formless mass, in which the eye 
at last distinguishes the remains 
of a gateway, doubtless that of 
apalace, as its fragments, a8 
well as its ancient name, Gapu- 
ro Gapi (royal gate), seem to 
indicate. One of the piers is 
still forty-eight feet high, and 
the other is twenty-eight feet 
high; while the opening is 
twelve feet wide. Brick forms 
the principal material in all 
these ruins. Indeed, so fre- 
quently are what we usually 
deem only the results of mod- 
ern art and labor brought to 
view in the explorations of this 
island, that one hardly realizes 
that they are the remains of a 
former state of civilized exist- 
ence. pany monuments and 
ruins thas found, show thata 
people far in advance of most 
modern nations of the East once 
held dominion here, or that the 
ancestors of the present inhabit- 
ants had reached a point which 
their descendants have lost—a 
fact that the researches of most 
discoverers in the East corroborate. In regard 
to the ruins now under consideration, we will 
briefly enumerate them in the order in which 
. Van Hoewell visited them. After Tjandi 
Pasar, come the Tjandi Brawon, (temple of dast 
and ashes), a:pyramidal mass seventy feet high, 
which presents in the interior a square hall 18 
feet in diameter; the Dangyar Pamalongan, & 
confased mass of stones with some fragments of 
sculpture; the Badjang Raton, a squarc building 


a 


80 feet high, surmounted by a pyramid of the 
same dimensions, on which we remarked numer- 
ous heads of Siva or Kalahoofden, as well asa 
bas-relief ; this building seems to have served as 
anentrance to a kraton; many tombe called 
Frang Woulan (light of the moon), and finally a 
souvenir, the little Moeteran temple pictured in 
our third engraving. This drawing was made in 
1812, and given to Mr. Van Hoewell by the ar- 
tist, Mr. Wardenaar, a Dutch official who, during 
the English occupation, made a complete plan of 
the ancient city of Modjopahit, and sketched its 
monuments. The whole was given to Sir W. 
Raffies for his great work on Java (history of 
Java), and it is mach to be regretted that he did 
net make use of this precious collection, which it 
would be impossible to replace now—so active 
has the work of nature been since then—¢o many 
waringins and climbing plants ; glagahs and 
bamboos have struck their roots deeply into the 
foundations, and disjointed the walls, which ure 
sinking and crambling into shapeless masses of 
rains. As has happened with the immense cities 
of Yutacan, a dense forest covers the site of the 
ancient Hindoo Javanese city, and prevents re- 
cognition of the different parts which composed 
it. Before quitting this melancholy site we must 
halt on the borders of the immense pond or sheet 
of water, s thousand feet long, six hundred broad, 
and eighteen feet deep. The sides and bottom 
are of brickwork. It does not appear that the 
Island of Madara, situated near the northeast 
coast of Java, and whose population has the 
same origin, and only differs in the changes inci- 
dental to a long separation, contains any mona- 
ment of art. re will not follow Mr. Van Hoe- 
well thither, but will start again with him from 
Sourabaya. To the south, at Trawas, the villa 
of the resident, situated at the height of 2500 
feet, on the side of Pennanggoungang, in the 


midst of Persian and Dutch roses, be saw varions . 


remains of Hindoo sculptares, brought from the 
neighborhood, and belonging to the worship of 
Vishnoo and Buddha. Farther on he visited the 
monument of Djelok Toundo. We quote his 
own words: “Here again we find ourselves on 
classic ground. The Bottak, at the foot of which 
is situated the pasanggrahan (villa), and particu- 
larly the Pennanggoungang, whose crest, 5500 
feet high, rises before you, bear yet innumerable 
vestiges of the worship which was practised du- 
ring the Hindoo period. The slopes of this lat- 
ter mountain are heaped with antique ruins— 
and, on the crest even, you see 8 kind of altar of 
dry stones, around which lie defaced scal; \. 
From six o’clock we had been on horseback, and 
were beginning to climb the slope of Pennang- 
goungang. At the foot of the mountain we took 
sg road which led towards the south, and traversed 
vast coffee plantations. At the end of some time 
we were obliged to dismount and follow the road 
on foot, through a path obstructed by thorns, 
brush and bindweed, our Javanese guides prece- 
ding us, and cutting a passage with their knives. 
It was a painfal tramp, which lasted more than 
half an hour, though we made but litle progress 
in thet time ; but our trouble was amply recom- 
pensed when we suddenly discovered a master- 
piece of Hindoo architecture, called in the coun- 
try Djelok Toundo.” (See engraving.) The 
entire monument consists of three basins formed 
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in a square terrace, whose front border is faraish- 
ed with a balustrade about two feet high, A 
wall 60 feet long and 16 high, backed on the 
mounfain, juts over the basins, in which the 
water, bronght from a distance in subterranean 
conduits, discharges through a serpent’s head 
(naga). Mr. Van Hoewell also visited the ruina 
known by the natives under the name of Matzan 
Pontih (the white tiger), which seem to have 
formed a part of the town of Blambangaa, form- 
erly situated a little more to the southeast on the 
coast. The remaios of walls seen at Matzan 
Pontih belonged, without doubt, to the general 
enclosure. The rains are a complete wreck, and 
the process of restoration has been largely used 
in the engraving (No. 5), which represents a 
temple, the roof of which has disappeared, and 
of which the walls only remain. It preserits four 
fronts, which the chisel of the sculptor has en- 
nched with a profnsion of flowers and other 
arabesques The most remarkable part of this 
monument is the base on which it rests, and 
which is composed of a turtle entwined with two 
serpents, the whole in lava. The heads of the 
turtle and serpents unite on the western side, and 
form the entrance of the monument. The sur- 
rounding soil is strewn with mutilated statues, 
and the rains occupy a considerable space. The 
history of the city of which these are the last re- 
mains, is truly a melancholy one. Founded to- 
wards the end of the 15th centary, by the fugitive 
inhabitants of Modjopahit, who had just fallen 
under the arms of the Mussalmen, Blambangan 

the seat of a little state, which, though 
Hindoo in religion and civilization, fell under the 
nominal sovereignty of the powerful sultans of 
Mataram, themselves vassals of the Dutch com- 
pany of the East Indies; and it was ina war 
against the company that it fell in 1770, in con- 
eequence of an act of atrocious perfidy and cruel- 
ty, which forms one of the saddest episodes of 
the colonial history. It is a pity that the Datch 
government takes no paios either to preserve the 
yet existing historical monuments of Java, or to 
publish at their expense a work containing cor- 
rect representations of the more important and 
curious rains. Aside from theee more classic 
and romantic belongings of the island, the geo- 
graphical features of Java present some imterest- 
ing aspects. The island itself is divided nearly 
in its whole length by a range of mountains, ran- 
ning almost east and west, and rising to their 
greatest elevation towards the centre; but the 
range is much broken. In several hills of the 
great range of mountains are the craters of vol- 
canocs, which formerly raged with fury, and 
poured forth -torrents of lava; but, at present, 
none are known to be in activity, though many 
emit smoke after heavy rain. The most consid- 
erable rivers are the Joana and the Sedani, or 
Tangergang. On the bank or bar before Batavia 
the tlood rises about six feet, and bigher at spring- 
tides. High and low water occur only once in 24 
hours. The island is traversed from cast to west 
by a great military road, 700 miles in extent, 
constructed by General Daendels, a governor of 
the island, before it was taken by the English. 
The year, as is usual in tropical climates, is divi- 
ded into the dry and the rainy seasons; or into 
the east, which is called the good monsoon, and 
the west, or the bad monsoon. Thunder storms 
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are very frequent, 
sions of een when they occur almost 
every evening. The heat of the climate is va- 
tions. Along the sea coast it is hot and sultry. 
At Batavia, from July to November, the ther 
mometer qeoenlly stands, in the hottest part of 
the day, mm 84 and 90 degrees, which it 
rarely exceeds; and, in the greatest degree of 
coolness in the morning it is seldom lower than 
76 degrees. In some parts, particularly among 





FOUNTAIN OF DJELOK TOUXNDO. 


the hills and in many of the inland towns, it is 
often go cold as to make a fire desirable. Java 
possossen a soil of extraordinary luxuriance and 

ility. In the forests, especially in those on 
the northeast coast, is found an abundance of 
lofty trees, fit to be converted into masts, while 
forests of teak supply the place of oak for build- 
ing ships, adapted to all purposes. Palms and 
cocoa trees are found in great variety, aod are 
distinguished by their luxuriant growth, some- 
times reaching to the astonishing height of 150 


SKETCHES OF JAVAN SCENES AND MANNERS. 


especially towards the conclu- | feet. Fruits of all kinds are also abundant, many 


of them of exquisite delicacy and flavor. Inthe 


high and in the interior they are found to 
dwindle and , in that equinoctial cli- 
mate. The various kinds of plants and great 


abundance of herbs have afforded ample scope 
for the researches of the botanist, as flowers ex- 
hale their perfumes at all seasons of the year. 
Garden plants are produced in great variety, such 
as endives, cauliflowers, beans, cabbages, pom-@ 
pions, melons, patacas or water: 
melons, yams, potatoes, etc. 
is dian corn is a favor. 
ite article of food with the na 
tives, who eat it roasted. The 
natural fertility of the soil of 
Java supersedes the necessity of 
laborions til The staple 
roduce of the island is rice. 
agar, to the amount of ten mil- 
lions pounds annually, is also 
made. Pepper is produced in 
great abundance and perfec 
tion ; also indigo of a very su- 
perior quality. Cotton is culti- 
vated in almost every part of 
the island ; and the coffee plan- 
tations are extremely luxuriant. 
The soil is also very favorable 
to the growth of tobacco. There 
are maay other herbs and plants, 
both medicinal and balsamic, 
that are but imperfecdly known 
to Kuropeans. Wheat and bar- 
ley are only grown in small 
quantities, on the hilly tracts, 
chet in the middle parts of 
the island, and would be proda- 
cod in tt abundance wore 
due attention given to their cul- 
tare. The tea plant is also in- 
digenous here and is extensive 
ly caltivated. Some slight de- 
scription of the method of cal- 
ture may here be given. The 
plant is grown from seeds, 
which are sown in rows four or 
five feet asunder; and so many 
uncertainties are involved in 
their growth, that: it is found 
necessary to sOW a8 many a8 
seven or eight seeds in every 
hole. The ground between the 
rows is kept free from weeds, 
and the plants are not allowed 
to attain a higher growth than 
admits of the leaves being con- 
veniertly gathered. The fire 
crop of leaves is not collected 
unul the third year after sow- 
ing; and when the plants are six or seven years 
old, the prodace becomes eo inferior, that they 
are removed to make room for 4 fresh plantation. 
The leaves are gathered from one to four times 
during the year, according to the age of the tree; 
the most general number being three, the first-of 
which takes place about April, the second about 
June, and the third about August. The earliest 
gathered leaves have the most delicate color, the 
most aromatic flavor, and the least bitterness ; 
those of the second gathering have a dull green 
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color, and less valuable qualities than the former ; 
while the third collection are of a darker F 
and least valaable of the three. The quality is 
also affected by the age of the plant on which the 
leaves are borne, and by the degree of exposure 
to which they have become accustomed ; leaves 
from young plants, and those most exposed, be- 
ing always the best. So particular are the Java- 
nese to ensure the excellence of the finest sorts, 
that for two or three weeks before the harvest 
commences, the collectors, who are trained to 
this business from a very early age, are prohibit- 
ed from eating fish or other kinds of food deemed 
unclean, lest by their breath they should contam- 
inate the leaves, They are also made Yo take a 
bath two or three times a day, and are not allow- 
ed to gather the leaves with the naked fingers, 
but with gloves. These precautions, absurdly 
minute as they may to some appear, owe their 
origin to the evanescent natare of the finer qual- 
ities of the tea; for the finest kind may be 
changed into an inferior tea in one night, if the 
roper attention be not paid to the gathering. 
‘hen ensue the processes whereby the green 
leaves assume the wrinkled form so familiar to 
us. As soon as gathered, they are put into wide 
shallow baskets, and placed in the wind or sun- 
shine for a few hours. They are then transferred 
to a flat cast-iron pan, over a stove heated with 
charcoal, in quantity about half a pound of leaves 
atatime. The leaves are stirred briskly about 
with a kind of brush, and are then quickly swept 
off the pan into baskets. This done, the leaves 
are carefully rubbed and rolled between the 
hands, and are next put, in larger quantities, on 
the pan, and subjected again to heat; but the 
heat on this occasion is lower than before, and 
only just sufficient to them effectually with- 
out risk of scorching. ‘The tea is then spread 
out on a table and carota examined ; every 
unsightly or imperfectly-dried leaf being remov- 
ed from the rest. This is the usual manipulation 
for the larger bulk of teas; but some of the finer 
kinds pass through a more elaborate series of 
processes. The distinctions of tea into Black 
and Green are distinctions rather of manufacture 
than of growth. The common names applicd 
are derived in many instances from the districts 
where the tea isgrown. Quite all of the tea used 
in other parts of the world comes, however, from 
China, and bears various Chinese names. Thus, 
Bohea is named from a particularly hilly apot 
covered with tea-plantations; and Souchong, 
Pekoe, Congo, Hyson, &c., are all Chinese 
names (or rather nglieh imitations of them), 
having a distinctive and efficient meaning amon; 
the natives, although rather vauue with us. A 
teas, by a little variation of the processes, may 
be made either green or black at pleasure ; but 
in‘practice the preparation of the respective kinds 
is carried on in different parts of the Chinese 
Empire, and by different sets of arrangements. 
In the green teas the leaves only are taken, being 
nipped off above the foot-stalk or petiole; while 
of the black tea the foot-stalk is also collected : 
from whence it happens that the black tes con- 
tains much of the woody fibre, while the green 
is exclusively the fleshy part of the leaf itself. 
The following is the mode of meking black tea 
at Assam, adopted by the Chinese. leaves , 
being brought to the place where they are to be 
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converted into tea, are thinly scattered in large 
circular open-worked bamboo baskets, and placed 
on a frame-work of bamboo. Here they are left 
exposed to the sun for about two hours, or until 
they have a slightly withered ap; ice ; the 
leaves in the mean time being occasionally tuned 
by the hand. The baskets are taken into a cov- 
ered building, and placed on another open frame, 
where they are left to cool for halt an hour. 
Being next put into smaller baskets, and placed 
on a stand, the leaves are taken up between the 
hands with the fingers and thumb extended, and 
gently tossed up and down for a few minutes. 

his drying and handling is repeated two or 
three times, by which time the leaves feel some- 
thing like soft leather. The leaves are next put 
into cast-iron pans fixed in a circalgr mud fire- 
place, and the pan being well heated By a straw 
or bamboo fire, about two pounds of leaves are 
spread equably on or in it. While on the fire, 
the leaves are frequently tarned with the naked 
hand, to prevent their burning; and as soon as 
they become inconveniently hot they are received 
by another man in aclose-worked bambéo basket, 
and taken to a table having a narrow rim round 
it. The two pounds of hot leaves are divided 
amongst two or three men, and each forms a ball 
of the leaves allotted to him, which is grasped 
gently in the band, a little force being used to 
express any juice which may remain in the leaves. 
The leaves, after being worked in this way and 
again separated; are spread out on hot pans, again 
turned about with the hands, and again rolled on 
the table. They are next put into a drying-basket, 
where they are spread three or four inches deep, 
and placed over a glowing charcoal fire free from 
smoke. As soon as they appear half-dried, and 
while still rather soft, the leaves are taken off the 
firc, placed in open baskets, and allowed to re- 
main for some time on the frame. On the fol- 
lowing day the leaves are sorted into “ large,” 
“ middling,” and “small,” which form so man: 
different varieties of tea; and each sort is agail 
put into the drying basket. When crisp by the 
action of the heat, the leaves are thrown into a 
large receiving-basket. Again they are heated, 
with another basket thrown over them to reflect 
back the heat. When the leaves have become 
80 crisp as to break under the slightest pressure 
of the fingers, the process is finished, and the 
tea is packed in boxes, and is ready for the 
market. 

The domestic animals in Java are buffaloes and 
cattle of every description, and sheep, goats and 
pigs. Game, however, does not abound here so 
much as in other countries, though hares and 
rabbits are pretty common ; and deer and ante- 
lopes are also plentiful. The horses, which are 
very numerous throughout the island, are small 
but activo. Wild hogs and monkeys are found 
in all the jangles. The forests eround oe 
tigers, as powerful and as large as in Bengal. 
specics of black tiger, which is often found, is 
very ferocious. The rhinoceros is sometimes met 
with. Snakes are found here, as in all other hot 
countries, in great numbers, and of various kinds. 
Some of these are from twenty-five to thirty feet 
in length. Lizards of all kinds, from the varia- 
ble chameleon to the guana tribe, frequent the 
bushes, trees and roofs of the houses. ions 
and mosquetoes abound in the marshes. ere 
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are, besides, various other sorts of dangerous and 
disgusting vermin. Of the numerous feathered 
tribes found in Java, we may remark the casso- 
wary, a very Jarge and powerful bird. White 
cagica have "Boen seen here; and every kind of 
bird of prey is continually on the wing. The 





aquatic tribe is equally diversified, and the ex- 
tensive fisheries along this great line of coast are 
highly productive. At the months‘of the rivers 
numbers of alligators or caymans are continually 
lurking for their prey. In the several bays nu- 
merous sharks swim about the ships ; and many 
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animals, undescribed in natural history, abound 
in these seas. The popsleticn of Java is com- 
posed almost entirely of natives, of a variety 
distinct from the Malays and other inhabitants of 
the neighboring islands. The’ Javanese are 
small, with a yellow complexion, flattened nose, 
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high cheek bones, and thin beard. Their lan- 
guage is entirely different from the Malay; their 
religion{ Mohammedanism. Three quarters of 
Java are in the power of the Dutch, whose im- 
mediate authority and jurisdiction extend over 
three-fifths of the inhabitants. 
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THE SONG OF NATURE, 


BY GRORGE W. CROWEKL. 





The morn has come, and the darkness 
Has fled on wings of night; 

While soft up o'er the blushing sky 
Rush floods of golden light. 


And into my window stealing. 
Comes sweet, ricb-scented air, 
The breath of the passing summer, 

From fields efyetan fair, 


hear the tanefal harmonies, 
‘That wild and gushing song, 

‘Which 1s ever swelling upward, 
In blended chorus strong. 


Ts the song of nature's minstrels, 
And wrought by bands divine, 

Tis the grand old pealing organ, 
In God's vast temple, Time. 


While its strain of lofty musko 
Tn thrilling cadence rings, 
°Nis the voice of endless praises 

From all crested things. 


I¢ steals from the murmuring rill, 
The songster’s tuneful throat, 
As mid the forests deep and wild, 

He trilis his eheering note. 


It is the sighing, moaning wind, 
‘With ocean’s solemn roar, 

‘Which sweeps with stern, resistless strength, 
Along the sounding shere. 


From Nature, and her vast expanse, 
Of earth, of alr, and sea, 

Steals forth the never-cessing strain 
Of mingled harmony. 


As forever onward, upward, 
‘Through corridors of time, 

Rolls the grand and swelling anthem, 
Eternal and sublime. 


‘Btill shall distant, coming ages, 
In symphonies of song, 

Down through time’s far-reaching vista 
Its lengthened notes prolong. 


a 
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‘BY MES. AGNES L. CRUIKSHANK. 





Farmer Acwison’s wife was dead—the little 
patjent, industrious woman who for eight long 
syeats had been to hera faithfal loving partner— 
and while he sorrowed with a violence that 
threatened to destroy his reason, our villagers 
mo less sincerely lamented their departed friend 
and neighbor. He had found her inthe city, a 
pale, pretty little seamstress, and when he 
Drought her to his country home, many sueered 
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at his chofce and prophesied that he would re- 
pent before the year was out. 

“ What could she do on a farm, with those lit- 
tle white hands *” “What would become of 
John Allison’s fine dairy now, when his timid 
little wife was really frightened at the sight of 
the twelve cows whick nightly came into the 
yard to be milked ?” 

And s0 the gossips talked—each matron ce- 
cretly thinking that one of her own rosy daugh- 
ters would have better filled the bride’s résponsi- 
ble place, while the girls themselves wondered 
at handsome: John Ailison’s taste in choosing 
that “pale little thing,” when so many in our 
own village would have jamped at the chance of 
taking him, with his new house and well-stocked 
farm. Perhaps they had made this too manifest. 

Tt was long before Mrs. Allison became a fa- 
vorite in our village. Perhaps had John made & 
household drudge of her (as many foretold he 
would), ourtadies, old and young, might through 
compassion have visited her; bat when two 
sturdy maids were installed at the farm-houre, 
permanent assistants. and in addition to the little 
wonan’s other fanits, John purchased a horse 
and neat little chaise for her especial use, the dis- 
like grew deeper than ever. Then her dress was 
another fearfully large item in the daily increas. 
img sccoant against her. Not that it was any- 
body’s business, but it was 90 ridiculous that they 
should wear “such bonnets and such mantles |’ 
Why, the daughters of the lord of the manor 
did not wear any better clothes—the ladies Julia 
and Caroline H——, whose yearly allowance 
would have bought half the farms in our parish. 
Yet truth to teH, nothing could have been neater 
than Catherime Allison’s appearance that sam- 
mer when she come emong us @ bride, for the 
white crape bonnet and dove-colored silk dress 
were certainly in admirable taste. 

The first change in her favor appeared when 
our minister and his wife called on her (they had 
been travelling when she came), and their evi- 
dent liking for the stranger did mech to remove 
prejudice. Soon after, a great sensation was 
created. The ladies Julia and Caroline H—— 
had also paida visit to John Allison’s vine-cov- 
ered cottage, and spent several hours in inspect- 
ing the green-house, with its choice frait and 
flowers, the fowl-yard where Catherine’s pets 
were the wonder of the parish, the kitchen gar- 
den, the orcherd—everything wes seen and ad- 
mired, and the ladies and their father had gone 
away delighted at the meatness, even elegance, 
of the whole establishment. 

A rare taste for the beaatifal and picturesque 
had Catherine, and ber young hasband loved 
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well to indulge it. Catherine’s’ popularity rose 
from this day, for it was well understood that to 
none other than ® superior woman could Lord 
‘S—— introduce his young daughters; and the 
particular kindness ever after shown to John 
Allison was as mech owing to his wife’s good 
qualities, as to the old nobleman’s avowed re- 
spect for the young farmer’s ‘sterling worth. 

When the family went to London, and some 
choice cattle were sent down to Whittlesford for 
John, “some of the Dake of Devonshire’s own 
breed,” Catherine’s poultry-yard received a valu- 
able addition as well in a “few of the rarest 
kinds.” : 

Two years after their marriage, a little daugh- 
ter was born to John and Catherine Allison, the 
only addition that could possibly have been 
made to their happiness. A fair little lady she 
was, with her sof brown eyes and rose-leaf 
eheek, and lips like the half-opened bad. Jobn 
Allison calted her his ‘’ apple-blossom ”—~and it 
was no bad comparison—and he loved her until 
he feared to think what might be his feelings 
should he lose her. Thé Ladies H—— were 
still away; but when the news reached their 
London home, a costly cradle found its way to 
Whittlesford, a bed fit for a little princess, all 
rosewood and blue silk snd damty lace—John 
said “ far too fino for ther humble home,” bat 
Catherine laid her litrle one on the soft pillows 
and pronounced it perfect. 

- It was only now that our good village folks 
began to understand and appreciate Catherine— 
to find ont how gentle, kind and benevolent she 
was. No ene ever heard her repeat an ill story 
of a neighbor, or draw an unkind inferesce, or 
knew her to regret an opportunity to do 2 favor. 
She tovk no additional pride with their rising 
fortunes (unless it might bave been in her hand- 
some, well-to-do husband), but dressed as neatly, 
and lived as unostentationsly as ever. She se} 
dom went out, eacept on the Sabbath, when lean- 
jog on her husband’s arm, she waiked regularly 
twice to the old parish church, or when some 
case of sickness required her personal attendance. 
To the poor, out of their abundance Jdhn Allison 
and hia wife freely gave; and the apples, the 
milk, the honey end the eorn they anunally gave 
away, added much to the comfort of many a 
poverty-stricken household. Then at Christmas, 
it was pleasant to see Mr. Allison’s anxiety lest 
any one of the poor cottagers shoald be over- 
Yooked:im the general distribution of beef and 
mutton, the materiale fer pom peddings, and 
the wood and coal wherewith to cook the same. 

+ There came a year at last—a year of suffering 
Yong to be remombered throughowt the length 





KATIE ALLISON. 


and breadth of England—when wheat was a 
guinea o bushel, and bread was far beyond the 
reach of the poor man. It was a time of tempta- 
tion to John Allison, but Catherine stood beside 
him like a good angel. Long years afterward, 
when the daisies were blooming on her grave, 
the villagers told how she sold all her choices 
poultry, the petted favorites of many years, thas 
the money might buy bread for the poor; and 
her husband, with tears, declared that her per- 
swasions alone saved him from doing as other 
prosperous farmers did then—take crue} advan- 
tages of the necessities of the suffering. 

Lord $3—— lost his election that year by advo- 
eating the use of rye and other articles in the 
making of bread for the cottagers; but one and 
all blessed John Allison and his gentle help- 
mate, and I doult if any of the long line of no- 
ble ladies whose ashes reposed under the chan- 
cel, were ever more generally beloved and re- 
spected than Catherine Allison, who probably 
could have traced her pedigree no further back 
than ber own father. 

Need I say that the child of such parents wae 
all they could wish?—that little Katie Allison 
was the pride of ovr village, beloved ‘equally by 
our good pastor and his wife (who, childless 
themselves, looked upon her almost as their 
own), and the poorest laborer on her father's 
farm? The gayest little singing-bird that ever 
made glad a bome—well might her mother, with 
a sort of prophetic terror, clasp her in ber arms 
and say her song “ was too sweet to last long.” 

When Katie was five years old, her mother 
eanght s cold—just such a cold as thousands 
take and say, “O, it is not much! J shall be 
well in a few days,” and the end of that few 
days is—etermity! Mrs. Allison said so herself, 
at first; bet by-and-by the cough grew worse, 
and the pain in her side increased a littl, and a 
dull, languid feeling oppressed her. She mede 
no complaint—shé never did—bm it was strange 
to miss her in the acenstomed piace at table, and 
to listen in vain for her pleasant veice abowt the 
house ; John Allison found it very strange and 
sad, yet he never dreamed how near was the time 
coming when he shonld see and hear her im hie 
house no more forever. 

As the weeks went on, he grew’ restless ad 
wneasy, watching her imcessantly; and 
found that it was not well to speak of his 
changed appearance—bie temper coald not Babe 
it now. To her, he ever spoke encouragingty. 
“ She vrould be better whem the summer dine 
again, and they cowld go out once more te- 
gether.” He thought the weakness would ald 
pass away again, and be “hed never seu ‘her 
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look better in the face than now.’ This was 
only too true; for the hectic flush now supplied 
all that had ever been wanting to make her beau- 
tifal, and the brightness of her eyes, and ‘the 
false, fever strength, only too sadly misled the 
anxious husband. But the summer came—and 
Catherine Allison was dying! We all knew it 
now; she had known it long, and vainly striven 
to make him believe the trath. 

To her child, Catherine now clung with a 
fearful love; it was all that kept her from 
heaven—the one tie that bound her to earth. 
Never for an hour, by day or night, would she 
allow Katie from her side; and in attending to 
her child, were the mother’s last days solely 
devoted. In the wild June days, they sat 
together in the rose-bowered cottage porch—a 
sail yet lovely picture; and many a stranger 
that summer visiting our ancient church, sighed, 
as they caught a passing glance of that dying 
mother and her beautiful child. 

There came a lord, one day, to see the old 
monuments—a fine, handsome youth of sixteen, 
with a haughty, high-bred air, yet gentle too. 
He stopped and spoke to little Katie, asking for 
some of the roses with which she had filled her 
basket to oveiflowing, and thinking, while he 
.took them from her hand, that never before had 
such a vision of beauty appearedon earth. The 
child’s white dress was not more spotless than 
her fair, uncovered shoulders, nor the pink roses 
a more delicate shade than her rounded cheek. 

Mrs. Allison smiled assent when the youth 
begged leave to rest beneath the flowing porch ; 
“he had travelled far, and the day was warm.” 
And he sat for two long hours and talked—not 
of such subjects as boys usually converse on, 
for be had known much of sorrow in his young 
life, and yet wore sombre garments for a loved 
mother’s memory. It was a strange meeting, 
.and neither knew the other’s name; yet when 
tho handsome young stranger, in departing, 
Kissed little Katie’s cheek, and bent one knee in 
lowly reverence on touching her mother's hand, 
both mother and child felt as if they had known 
him for yeara. 

From the first cottager he met, the strange 
youth learned the names of his new acquaint- 
ances; but his, they could never disvover. 
That was the last day that Catherine Allison left 
her room; a few more weeks of rapid decline, 
and all suspense was ended. 

Poor little Katie was sent away, when all was 
over; but on the day of the faneral, the tender- 
hearted old farmer to whose care abe had been 
consigned, could no longer refuse her pitiful 
Picading to be taken to her mother. He carried 
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her to the desolate house, and placing her in her 
father’s arms, recalled him thus to life and ac- 
tion. For Catherine’s child, he oust live, and 
no longer neglect his motherless little one, who, 
in the past few days of suffering and sorrow, had 
pined for the accustomed care. 

They laid her in the quiet old churchyard, fair 
Catherine Allison, and they put a simple white 
stone to mark her resting-place, beariog her 
name and age, twenty-four years. She was 
only sixteen when John Allison firet brought her 
to his happy heme. “ 


How soon a year is gone! and how many 
changes the twelve short months usually bring 
even in a quiet village, as Whittlesford was in 
the days I write of. Some of the old residents 
were gone to their long rest; others had come to 
take their places, 

Among the newly-married ones, at the end af _ 
the year, was John Allison. If his first choice 
had givon offence to our villagers, his second 
raised a perfect storm of dislike, and, to the 
credit of bumanity be it said, for far better rea- 
sons. That sweet litle Katie should have a 
strange mother, was bad enough; but such « 
mother! No words could express the feelings 
of the people on first beholding the new Mrs. 
Allison. She was a sergeaat’s widow, with all 
the vulgarity usually acquired from . barrack life, 
with aloud voice and a tawdry dresa, and a 
complexion which hinted at a love for some 
beverage stronger than coffee. 

She had two daughters older than Katie, bold 
little hoydens, well versed in barrack-yard con- 
versation and manners—in fact, such children as 
our quiet village folks had never seen in their 
lives. By what manceuvres this woman had 
succeeded in entrapping the young widower, 
none could tell; but certain it is that he pat her 
in Catherine’s vacant place, and gave his little 
girl eatirely to her care. Thathe did not love 
her, we all knew ; and that he learned to fear 
her fierce temper, was algo soon discovered. 

Catherine’s two domestics, deeply attached as 
they were to Katie, could not put up with the 
tyranny of the new mistress; and in spite of Mr. 
Allison’s entreaties, backed by offers of double 
wages, both the girls left. Under their care, the 
child had missed but little of the mother’s love, 
for they were faithful and good ; but when given 
up to.the stranger, she soon showed the change. 
Her person and dress, ever kept so neatly, were 
now neglected; her playthings were. appropri- 
ated by the Misses ‘Dobson, and she. came at 
last. to be little better than a slave to their 
caprices. 
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John Allison saw it all; and what he did not 
gee, the neighbors told him. But he had so long 
been used to Catherine’s gentle persuasion and 
loving rule, that hesbrank in alarm and horror 
from the terrible passion of the sergeant’s widow, 
instantly aroused by any remonstrance in favor 
of the child. 

“She was well enough cared for, the idle lit- 
tle thing, who spent all day sitting about among 
the flowers! Did he suppose that she was going 
to slave herself to death, working for that child, 
while her own two r girls were in rags?” 
And thus she would run on for hours, until he 
was fairly driven off to his farm to find peace. 

Poor little Katie, when any of them struck or 
ill-used her, used to take shelter under the 
churchyard trees, where, sitting on her mother’s 
grave, she always spent her sorrowfal hours. 

Jobn Allison was naturally a peaceable man ; 
for the sake of a quiet home, he yielded all dis- 
pated points to his termagant wife, and in secret 
soothed his child’s wounded feelings, rather than 
cause more anger by openly taking her part. 
The home was very different from whet it had 
been in Catherine’s time. Then, all was love 
and peace; now, Mrs, Allison’s quarrels with 
her servants, her ill treatment of Katie, and the 
boisterous behaviour of her two daughters, made 
it a very bedlam for a man of Farmer Allison’s 
quiet habits. 

No visitors ever went to the cottage now; the 
neighbors made no attempt to disguise their 
opinions of Mrs. Allison, and tbe ladies from the 
Manor House passed her by unnoticed. As 
years passed on, Katie might have grown up in 
ignorance bat for the kindness of the good cler- 
gyman and his lady, who gave her what instruc- 
tion they could, and furnished her with books to 
improve herself. 

Mr. Allison, through the importunities of his 
wife, made a will giving the three children an 
equal share of the property at his death, a most 
unfair proceeding towards his own child, but as 
I said before, he dare not refase to comply with 
his tyrant’s demands. It would be vain to de- 
scribe the system of saving which Mrs. Allison 
now adopted, in order to increase the fortune 
her girls were eventually to share ; or to explain 
the feelings she entertained towards Katie for 
holding one third of it from her own darlings. 

‘When Katie was fourteen, the house servants 
were dismissed ; and as the Misses Dobson were 
at a fashionable boarding-school, their mother 
undertook the housework alone with her step- 
daughter. Of course, the poor child suffered ; 
bat, as heretofore, her father was helpless to re- 
lieve her. In spite of all Mrs. Allison’s mean 
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savings, their affairs did not prosper. People 
said it wasa judgment on John Allison that his 
cattle sickened and died, that the blight strack 
his crops, and year by year his property dwindled 
away. 

The girls came home, hes: Katie was fifteen. 
With their increased expenses, Mr. Allison said 
he “could no longer afford to keep domestics ; 
they must do the housework among them.” And 
as they had no idea of burying their newly- 
acquired accomplishments in the kitchen, of 
course the additional burden was laid on the 
child of the house, poor Catherine’s petted 
darling. 

There was more company keeping now than 
the cottage had ever witnessed, for Mrs. Allison 
was wondrous kind to the young men who vis- 
ited her daughters; but no one saw Katie, who 
at such times was doomed to Cinderella's fate— 
it being altogether against her stepmother’s pol- 
icy to permit the contrast of her beauty with her 
own children’s coarse features and ungraceful 
forms. Almost any other child would have 
grown vulgar and awkward too, from the con- 
stant association ; but Katie possessed her moth- 
er’s own nature, the love of all that was beauti- 
fal, and the charity that thinketh no evil, and 
her face reflected the beauty of her disposition. 
She was handsomer than her mother had ever 
been, with more of the rose hue of health in her 
cheek, anda freer ering, in hee gracetal eee 





“ Where ts Katie? Is she not going io elearch 
this morning?” asked Mr. Allison, as the family 
started for the usual Sabbath walk to the sanctn- 
ary, one fine summer day. 

His wife answered with more than usual 
asperity. 

“No! She cannot leave the house to-day. 
Some one must do the work, Mr. Alison, and I 
hope you don’t think that me and my daughters 
are going to etay at home forever?” 

“No, but Katie has not been to church for two 
months, and you know I promised the minister 
she should go to-day. She wanted to so much, 
poor child.” And perhaps never more in his life 
had John Allison regretted his own weakness 
than at that moment. 

The wife’s face flushed with passion. 

“There were reasons, Mr. Allison, why she 
could not come.” - 4 


Yes, three reasons; and he might have 
them at that moment on the heads of his cag 
panions in the shape of gay Tan 
which had oecupied their time and 
the past week, leaving the neglected household 
work for Katie to attend to on the Sabbath. » 
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No more words passed ; but the husband en- 
tered the house of prayer with very different 
feelings from what he had once experienced 
when Catherine’s little hand rested lovingly on 
his arm. 

Katie in the morning had felt the disappoint- 
ment keenly. She had been urged to make nna- 
sual exertions all the week, with the promise 
that once more she should sit in her accustomed 
place on the Sabbath, and hear the living words 
of warning and advice from the gray-haired 
pastor; and it required all his lessons to teach 
heron this occasion that her present duty was 
submission. 

Within half an hour after the departure of the 
family, she took her Bible and went to her 
mother’s grave, her favorite place for reading ; 
but Katie did not read to-day. She sat watching 
the yew-tree shadows on the tombstones, and the 
little birds twittering in the sunshine, and by- 
and-by the sweet strains of the organ came 
stealing through the soft air and the voices of 
the congregation joining in a well-known hymn. 
Katie thought of her mother singing with the 
angels, and she wondered if she could see her 
child now, her poor neglected girl, whom not her 
own father dared to be kind to; and though the 
minister had said that her mother could see her 
at all times, she could in no wise believe that her 
departed parent could witness all that had taken 
place since she left earth, and still be happy. 
Those were very puzzling thoughts -for Katie, 
and she was too deeply absorbed in them to 
heed the coming of a stranger, who, pausing 
under the yew branches, watched her with 
pleased attention. He was tall and dark, with 
a slightly foreign look, and you would have said, 
from his air and appearance, that his compan- 
ions had been no cottage dwellers. 

Katie started and blushed a little when he 
first spoke ; but there was a rare charm in his 
conversation, and she soon forgot about her 
faded old muslin dress, her worn shoes, and her 
shabby sun hat, when he told her that he was the 
stranger lad who ten years before had spent that 
pleasant hour with her and her mother, under the 
rose-shaded porch. He had travelled long in 
foreign lands, and only within the last few years 
returned to England, but he had never forgotten 
the little girl and her roses, and had come at 
last to-Whittlesford to find out if she still re- 
membered him. 

, Katie would not have known him again, but 
she had never forgotten the incident and told 
how long she and her mother had talked about 
him, “even to the last day she lived.” Katie’s 
dark lashes were wet with tears,and there was 
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something very like a tear glistening in the 
stranger’s eye as she spoke. 

They talked very long and earnestly; so ear- 
nestly, that they took no heed of time—that the 
congregation had left the church. The stranger 
was learning all about Katie’s life, and all un- 
known to her, had discovered how good and 
truthful and humble she was—how she had 
crushed down her aspirations for a higher or 
happier life, and in silence strove to do her 
duty, unpleasant as it was. 

“ You are not happy, Katie! You donot like 
this life of drudgery ?” the stranger said. 

She glanced down at her hands—beautifally 
shaped little hands they were, but sadly diseol- 
ored—and sighed and shook her head. 

“Would you leave it, Katie? Would you 
leave them all, who are so unkind to you, and 
the home where there are none to love you 
now?” 

He glanced at the grave, and awaited her 
answer with anxiety. 

“ T cannot leave my father,” she said at last. 
“TI am all the comfort he has now; and she 
loved him so well! No, I cannot leave him.” 
And her tears fell fast, while she spoke. 

“Yet had your mother lived to this day, - 
Katie, I know that she would not have refused 
me her child.” 

Katie was spared making any reply, for at 
that instant Mrs. Allison appeared through an 
opening in the hedge ; and though astonishment 
prevented her making the angry speech she had 
intended, the tone in which she bade her step- 
daughter “come home” boded no good to any 
one. Poor Katie blushed and trembled under 
the look of rage and scorn bestowed upon her; 
but not all the women in Whittlesford could 
have confused the stranger, or caused him for 
one instant to lose his self-possession. 

Mrs. Allison was completely crushed by the 
searching glance bestowed upon her, and the 
stately air with which he replied, “I will see 
Miss Allison in safety to her father.” Then 
lifting his hat from the grass, he drew Katie’s 
little hand within his arm and followed the irate 
dame, who in all her Sunday magnificence of 
green satin gown and cap, with pink streamers, 
stalked moodily homeward. 

The stranger did not introduce himself to 
Farmer Allison, save as a traveller who “many 
years agone had seen his little daughter, and 
moeting her to-day at her mother’s grave, had 
claimed her acquaintance.” He coldly refused 
the Misses Dobsons’ pressing invitation’ to be 
seated, and, Katie having disappeared, almost 
immediately went away. 
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Of course there was much speculation in the 
cottage as to who he could be—the girls having 
formed a high opinion of his personal merits, 
while their mother, smarting ander the recollec- 
tion of that haughty look, set him down at once 
asa “highwayman.” Tho studies of her youth- 
ful days had been mostly adorned with descrip- 
tions of such characters, and she scolded with 
unusual bitterness both Katie and her father for 
encouraging such a ‘villain ” to come about the 
house. 

-Katie went with them to church that afternoon, 
and Miss Dobson, in a blue muslin gown and 
pink ribbons, and a book in her hand, took her 
station in the porch, in case the stranger should 
pass thet way again. To her extreme annoy- 
ance, he accompanied the party home from 
chureh, having joined Katip at the door and 
walked by her side to the cottage gate, when, 
lifting his hat, he bowed low and left her. 

Mrs. Allison was in a rage, and avowed her 
determination to “put a stop to such doings at 
once.” Bat for once her husband contradicted 
her, and desired that “the child should be left 
to do as she pleased.” 

Mrs. Allison feared to make him too angry 
then, but in her heart she determined to prevent 
any more interviews with the stranger—not 
through any interest in Katie’s welfare, buat 
solely from a spirit of contradiction and ill-tem- 
per. Acting on this resolution, she next mom- 
ing forbade any more visits to the churchyard, a 
cruel punishment to Katie, whose heart had 
throbbed all night in sweet response to the whis- 
pered request he had made to “meet him there 
once more.” 

While going through the daily routine of 
household affairs, her thoughts were wandering 
to the kind stranger resting under the yew trees, 
perhaps thinking her careless or indifferent about 
her promise; and very bitter were the tears she 
shed, when the loneliness of her own room 
shielded her from the Misees Dobsons’ sarcastic 
remarks, and her stepmother’s angry reproaches. 

None might, know all the thoughts that passed 
through Katie Allison’s mind that sorrowfal 
night; bat certain it is, that the creel treatment 
of her relatives but added to the attachment to 
her new friend, and paved the way for feelings 
her innocent young heart was yet a stranger to. 

‘Three wretched days followed, and then she 
gave up all hope of seeing-him again. He was 
to leave Whittlesford .on Tuesday; this was 
Thereday. Life had lost-many charms for Katie 
Allison! 


It was midsummer. The wells were low, and 


Dame Allison in a fret about ‘her new-made bat- | 
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ter. With many angry words, she at last bade 
Katie take the pail and go down to the spring 
for cool water, and “mind to hasten back in 
time.” 

Once the young girl would have joyfully ac- 
cepted the permission to leave the house for a 
breath of the fresh air under the beechwood 
bonghs, where the cool water ran sparkling from 
the rock, and the fierce summer sun conld not 
enter; but to-day she walks listlessly, and her 
father, watching her from a distant field, sends a 
boy to relieve her of her burden. He fills the 
pail, and carries it up the bank and over the 
fields, and Katie need not hurry now; so she 
stands sadly looking into the clear pool, and lis- 
tening tothe marmar of the little stream as it 
winds among the trees and through the meadow, 
until at last it falls into the river. 

Katie is so lost in thonght, that she does not 
hear a footstep on the mossy bank; and when 
the stranger’s voice breaks the silence, she starts 
and is in danger of falling into the pool. His 
arm alone saves her; nor does he withdraw it 
again, for overcome with the suddenness of the 
surprise, she is weeping. 

“ Katie! dear little Katie! did I alarm you ?”” 
he whispered, and drew her to his side until her 
flashed face was hidden on his shoulder. 

He did not ask if she was glad to see him 
again, but when she grew calm, he spoke of the 
fine day and the cool stillness of the 
and gradually they began to talk, as they bad: 
done at their first meeting, without embarrass- 
ment. He spoke of his intended departure. 

“I thought you had gove,” Katie answered. 
“T thought I should never see you again, and 
that perhaps you imagined I did not care.” 

I know net what resolutions the young man 
might have made previous to this meeting, bat 
the sight of Katie’s tearful eyes overset all bis 
previous intentions. 

“I knew that you would have come, Katie, 
had you been permitted; I also knew that you 
suffered, for by my own feelings I can partly 
read yours; but if you imagined I could leave 
without seeing youonce more, you sadly mistook 
me. I love you, Katie; I believe I have loved 
you since I first saw you, a little child. Bat I 
have seen and suffered much since then, Katie; 
and I thought, when I came here, that 
more could I trast a woman. I have learned: 
trast and hope once more; you have taught @ 
how much there is of goodness yet in the . 
and if you can Jove me too, J shall have no reas" 
son to regret that my former hopes were destroyed. 

“TI have told you nothing whatever of mp 
self, Katie, nor can I do so yet; all I ask is that 
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you will trust me, that you will let no doubt of 
my truth arise to make you sorrowful while I am 
gove, for I must leave you today. Already 
have I lingered here longer than I intended, bat 
this interview has well repaid me.”” 

He paused, waiting in vain for an answer, and 
his companion’s face was hidden from his gaze. 
He took both her hands in his and looked into 
her eyes. He was very earnest in his wooing, 
however odd his method might be; but he read 
all he wished to know in the young girl's trath- 
fal countenance, and his own was perfectly ra- 
diant with joy. There was no time for many 
words. He put a sleader chain in Katie’s hand, 
to which was attached a ring of value; it was 
the pledge of betrothal. 

‘‘ When I come, if you still wear this it shall 
be a sign that you are unchanged; but if you 
find that time alters your feelings towards me, 
give me back the token. I shall not blame: you, 
for you are very young, Katie, and many changes 
may take place ere you see me again.” 

She was very young and inexperienced, little 
better than a child, in fact; but she had a true 
woman's heart, overflowing with sympathy for 
another’s sorrow, and from the first she had felt 
that this young stranger had suffered some great 
grief. She laid her hand trustingly in his, and 
promised to remember his words, to pray for 
him, and to love him until he should retarn. 
And looking in her earnest eyes be once more 
believed and was happy. 

Joha Allison had a short interview with his 
daughter’s lover ere he left the village, and 
though he made no further disclosures relating 
to himself, the father felt satisfied that his regard 
for Katie was sincere, and his promise to’ return 
to claim her would be sacredly kept. 

As the other members of the family knew 
nothing of the engagement, Katie was spared 
much annoyance, and save to taunt her with 
some jest about her wonderful lover, they never 
mentisned him. She wore his chain about ber 
neck, and when alone, his ring upon her hand, 
but no other eyes than her own ever beheld either. 
A few weeks after his departure she received’ a 
letter, a long, loving letter, full of kind words 
of encouragement and advice, and so touchingly 
tender in its tone that many tears fell on the 
pages ere she had read it through. In it be told 
her that he was going abroad, that when shé 
received it he would no longer be in England, 
but distance would make no change in his heart. 
Tho signature to this epistle wes simply 
“ Richard.” 

After this came long months of silent waiting, 
distarbed at last by the sudden illness and death 
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of her father. It was 2 sorrowful day to Katie 
Altison: when she saw him laid beside her mother 
under the yew trees ia the old charchyard, and 
knew that henceforth there was no one to stand 
between her and her step-mother’s ill treatment. 
She thought with dread on the fature, and a very 
short time sufficed to show that her forebodings 
were well founded. Mrs. Allison had # nephew, 
a gracelees scamp enough, yet beloved by her 
almost equally with her girls. As this young 
man was poor, and had no taste for work, his 
aunt had long set her heart oa his marrying 
Katie, thereby securing her’ share of the prop- 
erty. While Mr. Allison lived, this plan was 
hopeless, his dislike of his wife’s nephew placing 
a bar to all such proceedings ; but after his death, 
the widow lost no time in bringing her hopeful 
relative to the house, and by all means in her 
power contriving to bring about a match between, 
him and her young step-daughter. At first thie 
was attempted to be brought aboat by kindness, 
bat that failing, Katie’s ill-disguised contempt for 
the young man and his pretensions, gave rise to 
a system of persecution as crucl as it was un- 
generous. If she ventared out, young Sanders 
was always at hand, to sev her home, and if she 
remained at home he never left her side for an 
instant ; on Sundays he persieted in walking with 
her to church, and on all oceasions his aunt and. 
cousins spread the report that they were soon to 
be married. Of course it was believed to be a 
fact in the village, and many were the regrets 
that sweet Katie Allison whom all loved should 
thus sacrifice herself. 

Katie did not hear half that was talked about, 
but enoagh reached ber to make her traly 
wretched, aad but for the steadfast friendship of 
our minister, who loved her for her mother’s 
sake as well as for ber own, I believe she would 
have died uader the long-continued ill treatment 
of her persecutors. As it was, sho grew pale 
and slender, so pale that at last people said she 
was dying like‘ber mother, of consumption. 

She had never told her friends at the parsou- 
ago of her engagement—her secret had died with 
hor father—and thoagh no questions were asked, 
they saw that something more then the ill treat- 
ment at home was wearing on her mind. As 
their house was the only place where she escaped 
the attentions of her unwelcome suitor, she ac- 
cepted their frequent invitations with thankful. 
ness, but as in earlier days she was still the 
Cinderella of the family, and Mrs. Allison took 
care that her visits ehould be as few as possible. 

To her other unpleasant habits this woman 
had indulged a taste for strong liquors until it 
grew to be an everyday occurrence to see her 
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more or less intoxicated. At sach times Katie 
suffered fearfully from her violence, and one day 
she dared to lift her hand against the gentle girl, 
and finished the outrage by locking her in her 
room. It was not the pain of the blow which 
made Katie’s tears fall, although the marks lay 
purple and inflamed on her white neck and arms, 
nor was it indignation at her cruel treatment, but 
in her hand lay the glittering links of Richard’s 
chain, and they were broken. 

She roused herself at Iast—she would no 
longer endure sach treatment. Why should she 
allow a weak fear of causing more comment on 
her actions, prevent her from secking another 
home? For eighteen months she had heard no 
tidings of her lover—he might be dead, he might 
have forgotten her—bet she banished al? doubt 
of his trath as she had ever done, and preferred 
to think him dead rather than faithless. 

While making her preparations for departure, 
she did not see her lover approach the cottage, 
nor did she hear the conversation which ensued 
between him and the widow, a conversation in 
which Mrs. Allison serapled not to tell the gen- 
tleman that her step-daughter did not wish to see 
him ; that she was abont to be married to her 
nephew, and that henceforth his visits could be 
dispensed with et their house; and when she 
saw how deathly pale he grew while listening to 
her words, she felt that she had taken a sweet 
revenge. 

He met an old man on the farm, and asked 
for Mr. Allison. The man stared in astonish- 
ment. “ The master be dead this year an more. 
Mistress be master ap there now.” And he 
pointed to the house. “But folk do say that 
Miss Katie, master’s daughter, be going to marry 
young Mr. Sanders. It’s a pity for her, for he 
be a wild one, surely.” 

It was true then, Katie had forgotten him, and 
well as he had imagined himself prepared for a 
disappointment, his suffering was more than he 
could calmly bear. He went down to the beech 
wood, the scéne of their betrothal, and the deso- 
lation suited his feelings at that hoar. The 
murmuring brook was ehoked with the faded 
leaves, and the trees no longer gave their ploas- 
ing summer shelter. He sat down on the moss- 
covered seat near the spring, and strove to calm 
the storm of angry feelings. He wished that ke 
had seen Katie herself, it would have been some 
comfort to have recetved bis dismissal from her ; 
perhaps she was true after all; not 50, he believed, 
would she have dowbted him; and on the im- 
pulse of the moment he rose to seek her, when 
she stood before him. He sprang to meet her, 
scarce believing the evidence of his senses, bat 
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there was no room to doubt when he saw her 
joyful surprise, and heard the piercing tone in 
which she called his mame. 

“ Katie, my Katie, you loveme? You could 
not be false ?”” 

She could not speak, bat be saw the rimg upon 
her hand and was satisGed. 

“They told me you loved another, that yoo 
were soon to be his wife, but looking in your pale 
face, my darling, I can read all I have made you 
suffer. Would thet my faith had been equal to 
yours, we should both have been spared much 
misery.” x 

From the depth of sorrow to the summit of 
joy and coatent, it was a strange experience for 
one short hour of life. They went together to 
the parsonage, and while Richard and the cler- 
gyman were in secret consultation, the tender. 
hearted lady wept over the story of Katie's il 
usage by her stepmother. 

“ You shall never leave us again, dear child; 
we are growing old, and henceforth oar home 
shall be yours, and here you will be safe from 
the ill treatment of that wicked woman.” And 
the good lady had her benevolent plans alt 
arranged ere she knew that there was another 
home awaiting the orphan. 

“Love, we part only for a few hoors. Te 
morrow you must give me the right to protect 
you ever more.” 

‘When they wore alone the clergyman informed 
his young visitor that the stranger had explained 
all this long and mysterious silence, and had im- 
plored him to report the same te hor if she 
wished. Her eager refusal stopped hin. 

“ Not for workds would I hear it from other 
than himself! I trast him fally, he is good and 
true, and honorable; since my mother died no 
one bas loved me as he bas done, and my faith 
in him is far above all curiosity. If he is poor 
I will work for him; if ho bas been wicked I 
will forgive him, and only whon I cease to live, 
can I ceaso to love him.” 

The good pastor was deeply affected by her 
carnestness. 

“My child, his confidence in you is equally 
strong; you deserve each other, and may you 
both be happy through time and eternity.” 





There was a quiet weddisg next morning in 
the pleasant old parlor at the parsonage, all the 
guests present being the village physician and 
his wife, the former going through the ceremony 
of giving the bride away. ‘There had been no 
time for preparations, no satin dress, no orange 
wreaths, no wedding cards, no gay assembly ; 
the bride wore simply a plain, dark travelling 
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dress, and when the vows had been spoken the 
newly married pair bade adieu to their kind 
friends, and entering the waiting carriage, soon 
left our village far in the distance. 

On, on, through long miles of unknown dis- 
tance, past stately homes and humbfe cots, and 
neat country villages and smoky towns they 
wheeled that day, only pausing long enongh to 
change horses when theirs were weary. Neithor 
of our travellers felt inclined for conversation, 
the perfect calm of content is earth’s highest 


happiness, and these silent hours were the hap-. 


piest they had ever known. 

They have passed a neat country village, and 
the gentleman leans from the carrisge and tells 
the coachman to drive faster, then directs his 
companion’s attention to the glorious sunset, the 
broad river winding through the valley, and the 
distant view of the village. They enter a noble 
avenue, where the giant arms of the lofty trees 
meet far above their heads. On, on, under the 
shadows, thon by-and-by past a rustic lodge 
where the great gates open as if by magic, then 
a long, winding drive and they are there. 

It is a stately mansion, but before the aston- 
ished bride can speak, the steps are flung down, 
bowing attendants greet them on every side, and 
leaning on her husband’s arm sho passes under 
the marble archway. Before her is a lofty hall, 
half filled with gayly attired domestics who 
eagerly crowd round and greet her companion 
with tears and blessings. Silent and bewildered 
she is led along through lofty arched passages and 
broad oaken stairways, and at last they enter a 
charming little boudoir, a very gem of taste and 
elegance. But Katie sees not the rich satin 
draperies, the velvet couches, the silver-framed 
mirrors, the carpet like a bed of roses and lilies, 
nor even the birds hanging in their gilded cages, 
for her husband speaks. 

“ Love, this is your home—I would not tell 
you, for I wished to win you for myself alono— 
does this please you?” He knelt at her feet for 
an instant. “ Will my wife forgive the only de- 
ception I have practised?” It was a moment 
worth all the past suffering. 

+s —____ 
LONG WHISTLE. 


The Marysville Herald gives the following ac- 
count of something new ander the sun: “A 
whistling match lately came off at Mokelame 

ill. Two whistlers commenced at 9 1-2 
o'clock in the evening, and kept it up till ten’ 
minutes of two the next morning, when one of 
them caved in, and was forced to stretch his mouth 
into all sorts of shapes to get the ‘pucker’ 
taken ont of it. He ‘allowed’ his lips felt ‘like 
they was the toe of an old boot witha large hole 
in it’” 
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FOUNDER OF THE FIRST RAGGED SCHOOL. 


The following is a brief and popular biogra- 
phy of John Pounds: “John Pounds, the crip- 
ple and the cobbler, yet at the same time one of 
natare’s true nobility, was born in Portsmouth, 
in 1766. His father was a sawyer, employed in 
the Royal Dock Yard. At fifteen, young Pounds 
met with an accident which disabled him for 
life. During the greater part of his benevolent 
career he lived in a small weather-boarded tene- 
ment in St. Mary’s Street, Portsmouth, where 
he might be seen every day, seated on his stool, 
mendiog shoes in the midst of his busy little 
school. One of his amusements was that of 
rearing sioging birds, jays and parrots, which he 
so perfectly domesticated that they lived harmo- 
niously with his cats and guinea pigs. Often, it 
is said, might a canary bird be seen perched 
upon one shoalder, and a cat upon the other. 
Daring the latter part of his life, however, when 
his scholars became so numerous, he was able to 
keep fewer of these domestic creatures. Poor 
as he was, and entirely dependent upon the hard 
labor of his hands, he nevertheless adopted a 
little crippled nephew, whom he educated and 
cared for with truly ‘pureal love, and in the 
end established comfortably in life. It was out 
of this connexion that his attempts and success 
in the work of education arose. He thought, in 
the first instance, that the boy would learn bet- 
ter with a companion. He obtained one, the son 
of a wretchedly poor mother; then another and 
another was added, and he found so much pleas- 
ure in his employment, and was the means there- 
by of effecting so much good, that in the end the 
ntmber of his scholars amounted to forty, in- 
clading about a dozen little girls. His humble 
workshop was about six feet by eighteen, in the 
midst of which he would sit engaged in that 
labor by which he won his bread, and attendin; 
at the same time to the studies of the little crow 
around him. So efficient was John Pounds’ 
mode of education, to say nothing about its being 
perfectly gratuitous, that the candidates were al- 
ways numerous ; he, however, invariably gave 
the preference to the worst as well as the poorest 
children—to the ‘little blackguards,’ as he called 
them. He has been known to follow such 
to the Town Quay, and offer them bribes of a 
roasted potato if they would come to his school. 
His influence on these degraded children was 
extraordinary. As a teacher, his manners were 
picasant and facetious. Many hundred persons, 
now living usetully and creditable in life, owe 
the whole formation of their character to him. 
He gave them ‘book learning’ and taught them 
also to cook their own victuals and mend their 
shoes. He was not unfrequently their doctor 
and nurse, and their playfellow; no wonder was 
it, therefore, that when on New Year’s Day, 1839, 
he suddenly died, at the age of seventy-two, the 
children wept, and even fainted, on hearing of 
their loss, and for along time were overwhelmed 
with sorrow and consternation. They, indeed, 
had lost a friend and benefactor. Such was the 
noble founder of the first Ragged School.” 





CONTENT. 
Unfit for greatness, I her snares defy. 
And look on riches with untainted eye; 
To others let the glittering baubles fall, 
Content shall place us far above them all.—Cnurcuns. 
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THE PUPIL OF RUBENS. 





BY H. W. BENNETT. 





Ix a large, vaulted apartment in Flanders, 
surrounded on all sides by magnificent paintings, 
with here and there a statue, or a well-filled 
bookcase, sat one of the great masters of art— 
Rubeus. Beside him sat his wife, the beautiful 
Flemish girl, Helen Formasn, whom he married 
soon after the death of the first, with whom 
he had lived in such magnificence as to excite 
the envy of contemporary artists. 

Afar off, at the other end of the apartment, 
stood his pupil, Anthony Vandyck, giving the 
finishing touches to his battle of the Amazons, 
and occasionally glancing towards the group op- 
posite. Near him was an casel, on which was 
the half executed painting of a lady, which had 
already assumed the unmistakable features of 
Helen Rubens. It would seem indeed, that no 
painter could do justice to that lovely face, so 
beautifally serene and tranquil, so undisturbed 
in its sweet repose. She was talking softly to 
her husband, as he sat, looking with earnest eyes 
upon her who was all the dearer for the weary 
absence from which he had just returned. 

“And so you are now an English baronet,” 
said Helen, laughing. ‘What title are you fo 
be known by? Must Icall you Sir Peter, or 
Sir Paul 2” 

The liquid laugh reached the ears of Vandyck, 
and he saspended his brush to hear the mimic 
music once again. 

“Nay, darling,” said Rubens, in a low voice, 
“call me thiae own. All other titles fade before 
thet. When the king of England conferred the 
order of knighthood upon me, he little thought 
that this little circlet thou hadst put on my finger 
when we parted, was worth all the honors which 
he coald bestow.” 

“ Bash, flatterer! thou wilt spoil me by your 
praise. Didst see no brave English damés who 
stole thy heart for @ while fcom Helen 1” she 
asked, naively. 

“Notone. They are too precise both in fig- 
ure and manners, too straight-laced, it may be, 
to make me forget for a moment thy soft, undu- 
lating, perfect figure, or thy serene loveliness.” 

“ Nay, Paul, thy pupils are hearing thee. Lo, 
there is young Vandyck looking this way. He 
will think us two silly turtle doves, billing and 
cooing here in such a way as does not become 
thy dignified station, and I fear me, will make 
him think me a vain lover of flattery. Even 
from my husband’s lips, dearest Paul, another 
might deem it worthy of ridicule.” 





THE PUPIL OF RUBENS. 


The cheek of Rabens crimsoned, and his eye 
almost kindled, as he said passionately: “ You 
care thea, for this young Hollander! Take 
heed, Helen! once arouse my jealousy, and you 
would feel its effects most terribly.” 

The swebt eyes filled with tears; the rose 
paled on the cheek which Rubens had just been 
praising, and the whole figure seemed to con- 
tract and shrink painfully, bat no word came 
from the whitening lips. But the tearful eyes 
were fixed with an open earnestness upon his 
face, as if they dared him to look into their now 
troubled depths, and then have a shadow of 
doubt on his mind of her faithfulness and purity. 

“Ts it co, darling ?” he asked, kindly. “ Have 
I wounded you? Believe me, I was bat in jost.” 

“ And you have no feeling toward Anthony ?” 

“None—so help me heaven! If I ever hal 
doubts of thee, I could look in thy face, and 
forget them all.” 

Helen’s tears were dried, as dry the diamond 
drops of dew by the warm sunshine. She had 
a tender, sisterly feeling for Vandyck, which it 
woald have been difficult for any one who knew 
her to call wrong. He had come to them frech 
from his mother’s loving care, and that mother 
a widow. The memories of home were unoblit- 
erated, and he needed a woman’s gentle sym- 
pathy. He found it in the wife of Rubens; and 
although it was given in the purity and inno- 
cence that marked all her acts, yet, it must be 
confessed that such was the depth of his devo- 
tion to her, co obvious and undisguised was his 
admiration, that he had, unfortunately, given 
rise to some observations which reflected upon 
both. At all events there was a blending of their 
names on the lips of many, and Rubens’s absence 
had seemed to give latitude to the speeches which 
were floating on the wing of rumor. 

No one testified more friendship for Anthony 
than Rubens himself. If he entertained any 
jealousy of his pupil, it was as a rival in his art— 
not in the affections of Helen. He had advised 
him earnestly to go to Italy; but so had he 
advised all his best pupile, purely for their own 
advantage. . 

Vandyck did see the little scene which took 
place between Rubeng and his wifo, and more 
than half suspected the cause. His blood bailed 
within him, to think of her being subjected to 
blame on his account; which he inferred from 
the glances both cast towards him. He resolved 
to finish Helen’s portrait without delay, and 
then to depart. A 

By means of a carefully arranged’ screen, he 
was enabled to keep the picture concealed. He 
had entreated his master not to look upon it 
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until it was completed, and then to pass judg- 
ment upon its execution. He painted every day, 
and all day long, putting his heart and soul into 
the delightful work, subjecting the picture to all 
lights, and passing the severest criticism upon 
it himself. It was finished. Rabens was to 
inspect it alone. He came out from the studio, 
and embraced his pupil with ardor. “It is 
perfect!” he said. Vandyck burst into: tears, 
nor would he enter the room while any one was 
looking atit. For hours, however, he gased 
upon it himself, when he was not observed. 
Still he knew that it was wrong, and that he 
ought to battle with the love which he ‘felt was 
doomed to work mischief if not speedily con- 
quered ; and yet he lingered, and would have 
lingered perhaps too long, had not something in- 
terposed. He was sent for by Rubens, to come 
into the court-yard. He almost trembled with 
the emotion which this message induced in him. 
He had grown weak under the influence of men- 
tal uneasiness, and the merest trifle was saffi- 
cient to overcome him. He went, however, and 
to his surprise, foand Rubens and his wife, and 
the Chevalier Nanni, a young, and accomplished 
Italian. They were admiring a beautiful white 
horse, which a groom was leading up and down 
the court-yard. Vandyck exclaimed upon the 
beauty. of thé animal, which indeed was worthy 
to be gazed at by the eye of an artist. 

“He is yours, Anthony,” said Rubens. “It 
is a simple expression of my good will, and of 
gratitude for the invaluable portrait of my wife. 
Here, too, are letters, introducing you to men of 
wealth and talent in Italy. It will gratify me 
to hear of your success there, as I feel assured 
that you will succeed. I wish to speak with you 
privately befure you mnke your arrangements.” 

Anthony was too full of emotion for many 
words. He met hig, instractor ashe wished ; 
and Rubens, scarcely knowing how to commence 
the subject upon which he wished to converse 
with him, sat speechless for some minutes. Then 
gathering control of himself he said : 

“My pupil, you well know how dear to my 
heart you have ever been. No son could have 
been more to me than yourself. I have taken 
pride in your genius and talents, and I do most 
sincerely wish that you were in the place of a 
son to me.” 

His listener was confused, not knowing whither 
this conversation tended. Rubens went on. 

“T know not how to approach this subject; 
but my strong wishes impel me to it, ata venture. 
Itis of my daughter, Allegra, that I would 
speak. Her mother was an angel while on earth, 
and she bequeathed her virtues to this child. 





281° 


T need not tell you how good and amiable she 
is. Her conduct to myself and to Helen 
would vstablish that in the mind of any one.” 

Rubens cleared his throat, and seemed waiting 
for some assent to his words. Vandyck gave it 
readily, and the master resumed : 

“My pupil, Allegra loves you, I believe from 
my heart. What does your heart say to thig 
frank avowal? You will not despise a father 
who thus tries to secure the happiness of his 
daughter?” 

Vandyck was thunder-struck. Never by 
thought or word had he believed himeelf aught 
but indifferent to the daughter of Rubens. 
Never had he dreamed of loving her. Much as 
he respected and esteemed his master, he felt a 
lowered sentiment for one who could thus offer his 
daughter to the acceptance of any man; while 
he almost questioned the delicacy which-hitherto 
he had given credit to Allegra for possessing. 
Me thought that the “ angel-mother,” in be- 
queathing her virtues io her danghter, had omit- 
ted maidenly modesty. He began to grow in- 
dignant that a wife should thus be forced apon 
one who had never shown hera particle of at- 
tention more than the strictest law of etiquette 
would suggest to a person resident in the same 
family. 

Could it be that Rabens, fearing for his wife, 
was tempted to substitute his daughter? His 
reply was necessarily cold and constrained ; and 
his master, mortified to the quick at his own 
fruitless committal of his child, tarned away to 
conceal his wounded pride. When he could 
speak, he begged his pupil to forget all that had 
been said, and Vandyck readily promised. That 
his departure from Flanders was expedited by 
this little episode, may be readily believed. 





In the neighborhood of Brussels, there isa 
heantifal little village called Savelthem. In the 
fine old church, which pious hands have kept 
from entire decay, there are still two altar-pieces, 
executed by an artist whose name is yet kept in 
remembrance through these exquisite specimens 
of his genius; and tradition has handed down 
the fact that the Madonna represented in one of 
them, was painted from a beautiful peasant girl, 
whose descendants Still inhabit Savelthem. It 
is still farther asserted, that the artist himeelf 
was the original of the figure of Saint Martin, 
seated on a milk whitehorse. This, unlike some 
traditions, is founded on fact. The beautiful 
danghter of Martin Berg, 2 peasant of the better - 
sort, was in the habit of going to‘the church 
every day to practiee upon the organ; her 
father having been anxious to give hera masical 
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education. There was some envy on the part of 
others of her own rank, when Marie Berg was 
appointed organist of the church at Savelthem ; 
but the girl herself hed an independent air that 
forbade any personal insult to her station, or 
any reflection upon her father’s pride in her. It 
was but natural then, that when Marie spent so 
much of her time in the church, and at the same 
time that the artist’s white horse was grazing at 
his ease before the church oor, ill-minded 
people should couple their names together as 
lovers. How much more, when the altar-pieces 
were uncovered, and Marie Berg sppeared as 
the Madonna, while in the saered place devoted 
to holy St. Martin, sat the profane figure of 
Anthony Vandyck, on the identical white horse! 
From this dream he was soon awakened by the 
arrival of the Chevalier Nanni, who, instigated 
by Rabens, had followed him hither. Notwith- 
standing all that had passed, the master of 
Vandyck could not hear, as he did, of his pupil’s 
supine life, lingering in villages, and falling in 
love with peasant girls, unmindfal of the glori- 
ous fatare that he might win, without making an 
effort to bring him back. He implored Nanni 
to save him, if possible, and see him safe in Italy. 

What effect his absence had upon Marie Berg, 
may be inferred by the fact that she soon after 
married in her own rank in life, and that her 
descendants are among the higher sort of peas- 
ants in and near her native village. 

Now truly did he rise up from his dreamy life, 
and hecome an artist and a man. His reputation 
spread far and wide. Genoa, Rome, Florence, 
Turin and Sicily saw and admired. Returning 
to his own country, he painted historical pic- 
tures and altar-pieces, of which latter, the St. 
Augustine at Antwerp, and the Crucifixion at 
Courtray are the most remarkable. By invita- 
tion of Frederick of Nassau, he visited his court 
atthe Hague, where he became justly celebrated. 
He then went to London and Paris. Returning 
from England, he wore a miniature of King 
Gharles, set with diamonds, and suspended by 
agold chain. Charles also bestowed upon him 
the honor of knighthood, an annuity, and a 
summer and winter residence. 

Success and prosperity awaited him at every 
turn; and but for his extravagant habits, and his 
wild idea of discovering the philosopher’s stone, 
he might have realized a vast fortane in England, 
where he fixed his residence for life. 

Had he forgotten the Helen of his youthfal 
dream? Never for a moment had that beauti- 
ful face faded from his memory. Who can tell 
how this man—stricken down by premature old 
age, tho wine of life exhausted, the body infirm 
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and weak, the spirit enfebled, dying of untimely 
decay at forty-two—who can tell how different 
might have been his life, had fate decreed him 
the hushand of Helen Formann? Almost in 
his last year on earth, he met with a new realiza- 
tion of his dream of love. Atthe court of King 
Charles, through the intervention of Backing- 
ham, who was the firm friend of the artist, he 
was introduced to the beautiful Maria Ruthven, 
the daughter of Lord Gowry. All that was left 
of a heart that had been twice wrecked ; all that 
was left of a life that had been frittered away by 
passion, extravagance and the love of splendor ; 
all that remained of the glorious artist, who 
might have been so glorious as a man, was offered 
to her acceptance. 

For the first time—now that he was past lov- 
ing, he was truly beloved. Helen Formann’s 
love for him was but @ passing fancy, which her 
pure nature soon scorned and repented of. 
Marie Berg’s was that of a peasant girl, longing 
to distance her companions by possessing the 
affections of one in a higher rank than her own. 
But this, of the innocent daughter of Lord 
Gowry—the wild rose of Scotland—was the first 
pure, warm, tender affection that had really ever 
bloomed for Anthony Vandyck. 

From afar he heard of the death of his old 
master, Pan! Rubens, whose threescore years and 
upwards had brought nothing but honor, pros- 
perity and fame. How his own life faded into 
nothingness before the truly noble and usefal 
life of Rubens. Even then, had he not just been 
united to Maris Ruthven, he would have gone 
back to his early love; #o firmly was her image 
fixed in his heart. His young wife knew nothing . 
of allthis. The scandals of Flandors had not 
penetrated into England, and she had never. 
heard of Paul Rabens, She—poor, innocent — 
child! was only looking at her husband’s pale 
face, and wondering that her love could not win 
him back to health. She thought not of the 
desolate Flemish lady who, still young and 
beautiful, was sitting in her dreary weeds, by 
the coffin of him whom all Europe loved and 
honored. She dreamed not, that ere a single 
year had rolled round, she would be acting in 
the same ghastly spectacle of death. 

The church of St. Paal received the dust of 
Anthony Vandyck, and his epitaph was writ- 
ten by the gentle poet, Cowley. Wept over 
by a lovely and innocent wife, and mourned 
by a king, who, however dissolute in character, 
was still appreciative of genius, the remem- 
brance of his talents cherished in the heart of 
every lover of art, who can say that his ashes 
did not receive all the homage they merited ? 
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1 AM THINKING. 





BY WILLIE YABE. 


am thinking, Iam thinking, 
Of the long and dreary past; 

Of the many cares and sorrows 
Old Time has o'er me cast. 


Tam thinking, Iam thinking, 
Of the friends of earlier years ; 

Of the days of boyish friendship, 
‘When for me there were no fears. 


Iam thinking, Iam thinkjng, 
Of this weary, totlsome life; 

Made up of joys and sorrows, 
Heavenly calms and bitter strife. 


Tam thinking, Iam thinking, 
Of our coming home in heaven: 

‘Where the wronged are free from sorrow, 
And their wrongers are forgiven. 
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BY MARY A. LOWELL. 





Tuc little village of Balenne, in Sardinia, is 
one of the prettiest that meets the eye of the 
traveller through this picturesque region. It is 
perched upon the highest range of mountain 
ecenery commanding extensive views; and its 
cultivation is more than equal to the other towns 
in the same locality. Where the fields are not 
rich enough for other purposes, they are appro- 
priated to she goats, of which there are a large 
number; almost every one of the farmers and 
tho better sort of peasants possessing several, 
and, in many cases, a considerable stock. 

Afar from the din and turmoil of cities, the 
peaceful inhabitants of these mountains ply their 
humble labor, without a wish for greater dis- 
tinction ; except that now and then, some per 
turbed and restless spirit will be stirred up by 
strife or ambition, and seek a higher or noisier 
lot at a distance from the quiet scenes of the 
mountain villages. 

“ Once on a time,” there lived at Balenne, a' 
farmer who valaed himself particularly upon 
his possessions. Indeed, his farm was the best 
within the village; he had a good stock of cattle, 
® productive farm, and a quantity of sheep 
which no other landholder could equal. 

Bat there was one possession that he prized 
above them all, as well he might; and this was 
his daughter and only child, Leona, a very 
pretty and modest young maiden, whose gentle- 
ness of demeanor and simplicity of dress were 
worthy of imitation by every farmer’s daughter 
or peasant girl in Balenne. 
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As might be expected, both from her own 
charms, and her father’s profitable estate, Leona 
had no lack of lovers; but she withdrew herself 
from their notice as mueh as possible, seemingly 
with no desire for the expression of their admir- 
ation, and remairfed at home nearly all the time, 
occupied with household matters, in which she 
proved a most efficient helper to her mother. 
The broad, farm-house kitchen, an apartment 
maore constantly oceupied than any other in the 
house, was kept neat, fresh, and beautHally 
sweet by the hands of Leona; while the cooking 
of the establishment always received its nicest 
touches throzgh her delicate taste and skill. 
Glad indeed was Dame Alber that her daugh- 
ter signified no intention of listening to her many 
suitors; both becanse she could not bear the 
thought of parting with her, and also, because 
she believed that there was not one in Balenne 
who was half good enough to be Leona’s hus- 
band. So the girl went on to the mature age 
of nineteen, without having an accepted lover. 
She tended her flowers, waited upon her parents, 
and performed all her duties with a checrful- 
ness of temper which made perpetual sunshine 
in the old farm-honse ; all the time apparently 
unconscious of the pain she was inflicting upon 
the youths of Balenne, or the jealousy she was 
exciting in the maidens. Leona knew well 
enough that she was beautiful. How, indeed, 
could she help knowing what her mirror so elo- 
quently told her, and which every tongue about 
her confirmed? So, she had none of the little, 
silly affectation of pretending that she did not 
know her own beauty; but satisfied with its 
possession, she strove to keep the friends which 
her face brought her, by the charms of her mind 
and manners. 

Among her most highly favored places of 
visiting, although she not often indulged in this 
feminine amusement, being happier at home 
than anywhere, was the house of a widow lady, 
whose hasband had been a Sardinian officer, of a 
rather low grade it is true, bat whose bravery 
in the battle in which he was killed would on- 
questionably have brought him preferment, had 
he lived to receive it. Madame Rayner was a 
woman far above the ordinary standard of the 
Balenne females; being of higher birth even 
than her husband, after whose death ‘she retired 
with her only child to this mountain villege, 
where she could practice the economy now so 
nocessary with her narrow income, and have 
leisure to edacate her son. 

Louis Rayner was a good son to his mother, 
bat somewhat proud and high-spirited. He 
disdained the unambitious youths of Balenne, 
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and held no {intercourse with them whatever ; 
devoting all his tinre to literary pursuits, except- 
ing a few hours each week to solitary hunting 
or fishing, by which he supplied his mother’s 
table. In fact, Louis was becoming a trifle in- 
dolent, and nota trifle misanthfopic. His mother, 
alarmed at his total scorn of such society as 
Balenne afforded, took paine to draw some of 
the most intelligent to her house; but he turned 
away from them all, until she discovered a charm 
in the daughter of the farmer, Auber, which she 
believed could soothe the perturbed and moody 
spirit of her son. Very sweet and lovely was 
the vision of the fair Leona, as she came up the 
little lawn before Madame Rayner’s door. She 
had scen the lady several times in the little, un- 
pretending library room of Balenne, and had 
been introdaced to her each time by eome mutual 
friend. Each time Madame Rayner had urged 
her to call on her, and won by her pleasant 
manners, Leona had availed herself of the in- 
vitation. Louis, however, had kept out of sight 
at these times, until one day, unexpectedly en- 
tering the room where she sat, waiting for his 
mother, he found that he could not accomplish 
a retreat without absolute rudeness. Madame 
Rayner knew too well what she was about, to be 
ins burry to interrapt the conversation which 
‘was going on between the two; and when, at 
Jength, she could not decorously wait any longer, 
she was delighted to find by the anwonted sparkle 
in the eyes of Louis, and the animation of bis 
voice, that he was pleased and interested in his 
new acquaintance. 

The result was, that while Leona went home 
to think of the animated and intelligent youth 
who had made her morning #0 pleasant, Louis 
‘was roused to a sentiment unknown before, and 
declared to his mother that be could not live 
without Leona Alber. For several days he 
talked of nothing else. His mother soothed 
him by continually inventing occasions for the 
two to meet; and when, after a few weeks ma- 
dame was taken ill, Leona was sent for, and en- 
treated by mother and son not to leave her. 
Leona promised; and she attended her poor 
friend faithfully until she died. The grief of 
Louis was deep but noiseless, aad Leona strove 
long defore she could rouse him from the utter 
depression into which he had fallen. 

‘When all was over, and the funeral services 
performed, she went home, leaving him all alone, 
for he would have no one ia thehouse. Finally, 
the Albers prevailed on him to go to the faim- 
house, and he became more tranquil. As his 
sadness wore off, he declared his love for Leona, 
aad she, fully reciproeating it, the matter was 
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laid before her fathert The worldly prudence 
of Dame Alber and her husband forbade them 
to throw away their daughter upon one who had 
no visible means of support; but they both 
liked the young man, and Alber promised as 
soon as he could furnish two hundreg crowns, he 
should be entitled to his daughter’s hand, anda 
third of his farm. Stang with the impossibility 
of accomplishing this, in a place like Balenne, 
Touis had to call to his aid all his fortitade and 
strength, and even then he cold see no hope. 
Added to his present distress, he was maddened 
with the knowledge that a richer suitor was 
proffering his claims to Leona’s notice; and 
although he did not doubt her constancy, yet he 
feared that the avarice of her father might ope- 
rate unfavorably for him. He left the farm for 
his own solitary home ; but the lovers met every 
day, renewing their vows of unending devotion. 
Leona came to their trysting place one night 
with a {ace full of alarm. Young Launy, her 
new lover, had been urging her father anew, and 
Alber, satisfied that Louis could not produce 
the money he required, had made a request, 
almost amounting to a command, that she should 
receive Launy as her lover. That evening, all 
the young people of Balenne were invited to a 
wedding. The daughter of one.of the richest 
farmers was to be married, and 9 grand merry- 
making was to succeed the marriage ceremony. 
Leona, for a wonder, was going; and Louis 
agreed to go with her, although he was in no 
mood for mirth. He kept out of the principal 
room most of the evening, and seating himself 
by the wide kitchen fire, he listened with grow- 
ing interest to the adventures of a French pedisr, 
who was relating his hair-breadth escapes among 
the mountsins, in his lonely travels. These 
pediers do almost the entire business that is 
transacted in the retired villages of Corsica and 
Sardinia. They purchase, at Genoa, as much 
as they can pack iato two large knapsacke, their 
stock convisting of handkerchiefs, dresses, sow- 
ing materials, lace and jewelry; and they have 
no difficulty of disposing of the whole in a short 
time. The return of these itinerant merchants, 
at certain periods, is anxiously expected, and 
eagerly welcomed by the female portion of these 
scattered communities, and ‘the pedier” is 
quite an important personage in their houses, 
their food and lodging for their brief stay being ; 
always generously given without pay, the nows 
they bring affording sufficient compensation. 
Sometimes, however, they are not fortunate 
enough to reach a neighborhood or hamlet, when 
night approaches. In this case, they betake 
themeelyves to some care, where, by the help of 
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flint and steel, they can make a fire of dry 
leaves, and then lie down with their knapsack 
for a pillow. His experiences in these mountains 
often form the materials of rich stories which he 
relates at the firesides of future entertainers. 
Thus, in many ways, the pedler, without any 
fixed abode, becomes a part snd parcel of many 
honses, welcomed by old men, young brides and 
Jittle children, who are all consumers of his 
wares. « 

He was in the midst of one of his thrilling 
adventures, when Louis, whose curiosity was 
thoroughly aroused, took his seat near him, and 
listened with such undisgnised interest as: to 
canse the pedler to remark him closely. He 
frankly answered all the questions of Louis, as 
to his intended route, and the period of his re- 
turn, and, apparently well pleased with each 
other, they separated with an express desire to 
meet again. Louis went home that night with a 
feeling of desperation. Through the open door 
of the kitchen where he had sat, ho had seen 
unequivocal demonstrations of love on the part 
of young Launy towards Leona; and as on- 
equivocal encenragement on the part of her 
father, who was present 8 portion of the evening. 
Something must be done! Leona should be 
his, if he riskedslife iteelf to win her. 

“ But no use in that,” he said, bitterly, “for 
courage and intellect, and all that she or I prise, 
is nothing without money. By heaven! Alber 
thinks more of that stupid fellow with his purse, 
than he would of the angel Gabriel. I would 
that my father’s profession were open to me now. 
I would carry Leona off to-night, and people 
would admire it in asoldier—but were I to do it 
now! Didn’tI envy the pedier to-night, when 
he opened his well-filled purse, and showed the 
the gold and silver? I wish he would loan it to 
me, to dazzle Alber’s eyes with.” 

While Louis spoke, a thought came into his 
head, which he in vain endeavored to repel. 
Every time he looked at the image which it 
brought up, it grew less frightfal than at first, 
and its accompanying sentiment dwindled from 
acrime toa mere business transaction, which, 
thongh out of the common course, could bo 
rectified ata future time. In short, the good 
and exemplary Louis, whose whole life before 
thie, had been free from any theught of doing 
evil, was now planning to get the pedler’s money 
peacenbly if he could—forcibly if he must. It 
ie said, that Satan, when be makes his first tri- 
umph over the good, leaves: bat little space be- 
tween the planning and executing the deed to 
which he tempts. In Louis’s case, he made no 
exception to the general rule, for the next morn- 
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ing he was upon the track of the pedier, as he 
had described his intended ronte. He soon 
became sensible, however, that the pedler had 
changed his purpose of coming this way, or thet 
he had not set eut 90 early as he proposed, for 
there were no- traces of him in the damp forest, 
through which he mest have passed, had he 
pursued his original design. Retracing his steps, 
he came back to a cavern which he had acciden- 
tally noticed as he passed. Jt was now the dusk 
of evening, bat not too dark for him te perceive 
that around the mouth of the cave, there wero 
the marks of a man’s boot. Louis crept cau- 
tiously in, and there sat the pedier, his whole 
figure lighted up strongly ‘by a blazing fire, a 
comfortable supper on a rock by his side, and 
his happy face beaming as kindly as it had done 
by the farmer’s fireside. Louis advanced toward 
him and bade him good evening. 

“Ab, my friend of the hostelrie,” said the 
pedier. ‘What chance brings you to this wild 
place, that seems only fit for owls and pedlers 2” 

“TY came purposely to see you,” answered 
Louis. 

“Very good; Iam to have a party then, in 
this castle, and you, see @he board is laid for 
supper. Sit down, and partake with me.” 

“ Not antil I know whether I shall kilt you or 

not.” 
+ The pedler’s face expressed surprise, but no 
alarm. He evidently trusted to the gaod face 
of the young man more than to his threatening 
words. wi 

“Listen,” said Louis, and he stated his whole 
story precisely as it was, in connection with 
Leona, and the impossibility of his raising the 
sum which the cupidity of Alber demanded. 
“Now,” he continued, “ it is at your option, to 
lend me the two hundred crowns, and trust to 
my repaying you, or ran the risk of my taking 
it forcibly by despatching you.. I have no time 
for hesitation, for already they may be forcing 
her to marry Auguste Lanny. . Here—I swear 
to you that I will repay you, but yon may have 
to wait some time-for me to accumulate it.” 

Of course, the pedler chose to loan the money, 
and after exacting a promise of secrecy from him, 
Louis sat down to supper with him in the most 
friendly manner. He stayed through the night, 
and they parted in the morning, each pur- 
suing his.own way. Before parting, Louis 
gave him a silver button from his sleeve. It 
was his father’s, and be valued it higbly. 

“Whenever I can repay you,” he said, “I 
will advertise this button as lost, and offer two 
hundred crowns for its restoration. You will 
receive what I owe you, apparently as the re- 
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ward. Do you understand? There is to be 
no talk whatever of the loan.” 

With the money so strangely obtained, Louis 
renewed his application to Alber, who was sur- 
prised at finding that he was now rich enough 
to cleim his bride. They were married in the 
course of the following week, and the house so 
long desolate, seemed once more the abode of 
peace and cheerfulness. I say seemed—for in 
the breast of Louis there was a canker that, de- 
stroyed half bis happiness. Tree, he had not 
actually intended to commit a crime; and he 
had done no harm that he did not mean to rem- 
edy. But conscience is not satisfied with these 
quibbles, and he lodged to make the actual res. 
titution he had promised. 

Next year, the pedler came again, and Louis, 
happening to meet him, insisted on his going 
directly to his house, where Leona, who remem- 
bered him, made him welcome. Two or three 
years passed away, each marked by the annual 
visit of the pedler, and the earnest invitation of 
the Rayners to take up his abode at their house. 
The fourth year, Leona’s father had paid the 
debt of nature, and Louis anxiously awaited 
the arrival of his er@ditor. He had removed 
from his own cottage to the farm-house, and was 
Row comparatively a rich man. From motives 
of pride, he had never taken the qffered portion 
of Alber’s estate, and the farmer was too ava- 
ricious to press it upon him. Bat now, he came 
into possession of more than he could have be- 
lieved that Alber owned., 

It was just at the gloaming of a snowy winter 
day, when Louis, who was abroad on some 
errand, saw the pedier cross the road below him. 
He shouted to him to come up the hill, They 
entered together, and sat down to the cheerful 
evening meal with Leona and her oldest child. 
The other two were safe in bed. Afver supper, 
Louis said to his visitor : 

“T have lost a button like thison my sleeve. 
I would give two hundred crowns to find it.” 

“And J,” said the pedler, “have one exactly 
like it. But I will not take your money, for it 
gives me pleasure to restore the button.” 

Leona looked up surprised. “Send little 
Sophia to bed,” said Louis to his wife. “I 
wish to speak with you.” 

After the child was gone, Louis eaid to her: 
“Darling, there is but one thing in which I 
ever deceived you, from the first hour of our 
acquaintance until now; and that regards the 
debt which I owe to our good friend here. It 
is to him alone that we are indebted for being 
together. Had it not been for him, you would 
have been the wife of Awguste Launy.” 
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“ Heaven forbid 1” 

“Most assuredly; your father had {ft all 
planned, when I appeared before him so unex- 
pectedly, with the two hundred crowns he de- 
manded.” 

“ Yes, yes, love; that was a mystery.” 

“ Well, I had it of our good friend——” 

“Who thinks your generous hospitality is 
enough to cancel the debt.” 

“Nay,” answered Louis; “you are to take 
the money also.” 

“Certainly,” said Leona; “ that would be but a 
poor return for the happiness you have given us.” 

“But what would you say, darling, if you 
were told that I robbed him—that I threatened 
his life, if he did not permit me to take itt 
Would you bear to look on me again ” 

“ And you did this for love of me, Louis ?” 

“ I did, indeed. There was no other way to 
gain you, and wrong and bad as it was, I think 
you mast forgive me, for I was ina state of 
madness.” 

“Forgive you! O, Louis, I would forgive 
anything but the loss of your affections. Be- 
sides, I know well that you would never commit 
such a deed as you threatened—nay, you would 
never threaten again.” 

Louis smiled. “I cannot even repent of what 
Ihave done; and should do it again, if there 
were the same temptation. But of course, that 
can never happen again,” he added, as a grave 
look settled upon her face. ‘ There areno more 
brides to commit sin for, thank heaven! But 
come, my friend, fet me have the only pleasure 
which can attach to this sad business. Take 
your two handred crowns, and if you ever see 
an unfortunate wight in the position from which 
you saved me, just lend him the money without 
waiting to be asked.” 

The pedler in a few years had prospered so 
well, that he was able to retire from his wander- 
ing life. The former habitation of Louis was 
stillempty. He refitted it, and offered it rent- 
free to his old friend, who had decided to be 
married, and settle down quietly, as the French 
pedlers, by their superior economy and presence 
are often enabled to do. 





GrrgaLocrcaL.—A toadying writer in a 
Paris paper is undertaking to show that the Bo- 
napartes sprang from a very ancient and noble 
family of Lombardy. This is enough to raise 
the great emperor out of his sarcophagus and out 
of his boots—for he prided himeelf on springing 
from the people, and loved to flaunt his lowly 
origin in the faeces of the sovereigns and aristo- 
erats of Europe. ® 
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MOTHERLESS AND BLIND 





BY MRS. R. T. ELDREDGE. 





‘Tell her gently in love’s whisper of the sweetand fmgrant 
flowers, 

‘That are opening into besuty in their green and leafy 
bowers; 

For I know she loves them dearly, though she never may 
behold 

The little tender flower-buds that #0 lovingly unfold. 


There’s a home of rest and beauty—a home of joy and 
. love, 
For none are ead and sightless in yon spirit-home above; 
And I know she will grow happy when you tell her of 
that land 
‘Where her dear and blessed mother dwells amid theangel 
band. 


‘Tell her of her baby brother, with his sweet and happy 
face, 

Who never knew a mother’s loss—though none may fill 
her place! 

And perchance her lovely precepts may guide his feet 
aright, 

Yor her face is calm and holy as the beauties of the night. 

Sometimes I think it was God’s will to call her mother 
home, 

‘That she might guard her elghtless child where'er her 
footsteps roam ; 

For I know an angel mother must hold achild more dear, 

‘Than on earthly mother ever could whilst with her chil- 
dren here. 


I know by my own feelings—by my spirit-yearning deep, 

‘That angels love their carthly friends, and watch them 
when they weep; 

E’en while my pen glides o'er the page, my Lewle hovers 
nigh, 

And snother beauteons seraph gladdens now my spirit’s 
eye. 

Sometimes, when I grow heartsick, and feel a strange 
‘unrest, 

Because, perchance, some careless word hag deeply pierced 
my breast; 

When I think of that sweet maiden, the motherless and 
bling, 

I chide myself most bitterly, and quickly bow resignel. 


‘When I see her calmly sitting—her twin sister by her 
side— 

‘With her biue eyes closed forever—all life’s sweetest joys 
denied— 

Then I think that God our Fatheris so merciful and kind, 

‘That he never will forsakf her, the motherless and blind. 

ey 
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BY HERBERT LINTON. 





Tue family of Frederick Von Bruner had 
numbered various of its most distinguished 
members as martyrs to a long descended and 
hereditary gout. Only one of this noble family 
remained, in the person of Frederick, who, while 
he inherited the fine qualities and handsome 
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features of his ancestors, was suspected, by his 
family physician, who had watched the symptoms 
of his father and brothers, to be marked ont for 
the same fate, unless the most vigorous measures 
were taken to prevent the insidious attacks of 
the enemy. To avert this misfortune, Dr. Ebert 
ordered his patient to the baths of Wiesbaden. 
Unfortanately, Frederick, although of aristo- 
cratic birth, was poor; his sole possessions being 
an army officer’s pay, an old laweuit, as old and 
intricate as little Miss Flyte’s chancery case, 
and the reversionary interest so deplorable in 
the dreaded gout. To amend these undesirable 
deficiencies in his fortunes, Frederick might, 
like other young men, have been tompted to 
visit the baths for the express purpose of entrap- 
ping some unwary heiress. With his youth, un- 
blemished name, aristocratic appearance and 
singular beauty, it would have been no hard 
task to find himself a wife, not only among the 
rich parvenues that frequent the baths, but in 
the more exclusive haunts of aristocratic wealth. 
But vain were the advances of either of these 
ranks to the handsome young German. Fred- 
erick’s heart had long been in the sole posses- 
sion of tae daughter of an old neighbor of the 
Von Bruners, who, though lacking the patrician 
von to his name, was possessed of a large fortune, 
of which Mademoiselle Minna was sole heiress. 

Frederick, with the generous unselfishness of 
youth, would have been truly glad, had Minna 
inherited only a bare competency. He could 
not bear to be accused of mercenary purposes, 
which his heart acquitted him fally of meditating. 
So, with the timidity, it is true, of one who seeks 
alliance with wealth, yet with the secret con- 
sciousness that his character and position ought 
to overbalance any defect of fortune, be laid the 
case before Mr. Engel. 

The father of Minna respected—nay, loved 
Frederick Von Bruner. Moreover, he coveted 
the patrician prefix, and thought that Madamo 
Von Bruner would sound extremely well, when 
he spoke of his daughter; but his desire for a 
wealthy son-in-law overtopped all this He could 
not, however, fail of admiring the genorosity of 
the lover, while he deprecated his romantic mag- 
nanimity -in offering to renounce all that tho 
young lady might have in expectation. M. 
Engel was fifty — Frederick but twenty-two. 
The former smiled, and thought in all proba. 
bility, the young man would learn wisdom, as 
he had himself with advancing years. 

“ After all, my dear Von Bruner,” he said, in 
reply to his earnest words, “‘ you are presenting: 
to me the romance, not the reality of life. A 
few years will change your views thoroughly.” 
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Frederick shook his head incredulously. 

“ Pity it is that the world destroys this fresh, 
young feeling so early. But as philosophers, 
we must necessarily entertain views that senti- 
mentalists despise, until they in their turn be- 
come philosophers.” 

“When I become cold-hearted and selfish like 
that, may I cease to live!” exclaimed Fred. 

Engel smiled. “Iwill give you my daughter, 
my dear Von Bruner, on condition of your accu- 
mulating a sufficient property.” 

“And your estimate of what that ought to 
be is—” 

“To any other man than yourself, I should 
say, seventy-five thousand dollars; but so much 
do I like you, my dear fellow, so well satisfied of 
your ability to make my daughter happy, that in 
your case I will say only forty thousand. When 
you can give me proof that you possess this sum, 
Minna shall be yours.” 

And so, with this very consoling prospect be- 
fore him, Von Bruner set off for Wiesbaden. 
An interview with Minna gave him the assurance 
that her heart, at least, was untouched by the 
supreme selfishness which he attributed to the 
father; and hope, which seldom deserts the 
young, still lingered with both. 

Dr. Ebert had a friend at Wiesbaden—a med- 
ical man, to whom he gave a letter of recom- 
mendation. He did this, because he thought he 
would be a valuable acquaintance to the young 
man, a8 well as a reliable practitioner in case of 
illness. At the same time he expressed a wish 
that Dr. Efendahl should write to him from 
time to time, his opinion of the efficacy of the 
baths upon Frederick’s constitution. 

The doctor did even more than this. He touk 
a strong interest in his friend’s patient, and in- 
vited him very frequently to his home, where he 
endeavored to make him as easy and happy as 
possible. He also wrote often to Dr. Ebert, and 
detailed his views upon the character as well as 
the physical organization of Von Braner. These 
letters, or the sum of them, Dr. Ebert often im- 
parted to Minna Engel, who was a great favor- 
ite of his. After an absence of some months 
however, on the part of Frederick, he received 
one from his friend, which we will ;ermit to tell 
its own story. 


“My pear Esert :—From the praises which 
I have voluntarily bestowed on your friend, you 
will not expect me to send you anything of a 
condemnatory character. Believe me, I grieve 
to do so; but hoping that you will have some 
influence upon him, I feel bound to tell you that 
M. Von Bruner isa gamester! You will be 
shocked, I know; as from the perfect confidence 
you have seemed to repose in me, I cannot think 
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you would have withholden so important a par 
ticular, had you known it. Of course, I make 
no such statement without having proofs—proofs 
which I will show you at any time, through your 
own vision. I can only add—come and see. 

“ Yours as ever, EFgNDAuL.” 


Dr. Ebert received this intelligence with a sor- 
row that indicated how sincerely he had been 
attached to Frederick. Through means of one 
of those gossiping creatures who infest watering 
places, the same story reached M. Engel at the 
same time; and at the doctor’s second stopping- 
place on the road to Wiesbaden, he was sur- 
prised to encounter both Minna and her father. 
The young lady had not yet found out her father’s 
object in taking her thither, but the seniors soon 
found that their purpose was the same. Both 
visited Dr. Efendahl on their arrival, and he 
imparted to them what his own eyes had wit- 
nessed ; the nightly ertrance of Frederick at a 
jate hour, into one of the most notorious gam- 
bling houses in the city. 

“Have you spoken to him?” asked Ebert. 

“Thave not. I preferred consulting with you 
as an older friend. I will accompany you both 
this night if you wish ic.” 

“This night it must be,” said M. Engel, 
“since I can no longer conceal—after to-morrow 
at least—my object in coming here, from my 
daughter. She will be expecting, of course, a 
call from Von Bruner the moment that our ar- 
rival at Wiesbaden transpires.” 

“This night then, at ten, we meet here again.” 

Minna sat in her room at the hotel, wondering 
what had become of her father, and why Fred- 
erick did not call. She dared not venture out; 
and altogether the morning passed very uncom- 
fortably. When her father at length appeared, 
he was silent and abstracted. She begged him 
to go out with her, but he entreated her to re- 
main within for this day at least, until the pur- 
pose for which he came should be accomplished. 
“ After that, you shall be as gay as you please,” 
he said, with a smile, which did not seem to 
come from the heart. He remained with her 
until nearly ten, and then, asking her to sit up 
for him, he went out. Little did Minna dream 
where he was going, or what was his object. 

Frederick Von Bruner had been growing 
strong and healthful under the influence of the 
waters. The only inconvenience he experienced 
was a stronger inclination to sleep. On this 
evening particularly, he found it impossible to 
resist, and had retired before ten, profoundly 
sleepy and tired, and before the clock struck, he 


was perfectly oblivions of all around him. Not 
even the image enshrined in his deepest affec- 
tions had power to keep him from slumber. 
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While he thus lay, the three gentlemen were 
leaving Dr. Efendahl’s house. They approached 
the apartments most usually attended by the 
better sort of gamesters, and on entering, they 
placed themselves in a situation from whence 
they could see every table, but were screened 
from observation by the players. Every face 
was unfamiliar. The young and old were alike 
there ; the experienced cheat and the “ pigeon ” 
he was about to pluck. Dr. Ebert gave a tri- 
umphant glance ar his friend, as if he believed 
him mistaken. Efendahl interpreted the glance, 
and merely said, “wait!” 

‘They did wait. Precisely at eleven, a figure, 
in every respect like that of Frederick entered 
the room, and approached a certain table. The 
players made way for him, and he eat down and 
commenced to play. He exhibited the most 
perfect self-possession, appeared fully occupied 
with the game, and showed little or no emotion 
at either winning or losing. 

At this point, M. Engel entreated his friends 
to remain exactly where they were, until he 
should return with his daughter. Dr. Ebert ex- 
postulated, but to no purpose. 

“ She will not believe it, unless convinced by 
her own sight,” he answered, and in # very short 
time he returned with her. 

Perfectly unconscious of the character of the 
place, she saw in the gayly decorated and bril- 
liant room; only an ordinary party, amusing 
themselves with cards, until her father undeceived 
her. She was startled and troubled that he 
should have brought her hither, and urged him 
to suffer her to go home. 

“ One moment, Minna. This is a ‘hell,’ and 
these people are confirmed gamesters. Now, look 
at the third table, and tell me who sits there upon 
the right!” 

She looked, shrieked and fainted. Her father 
carried her out, and put her into a carriage. As 
goon as he saw her revive, he left her in her own 
oom with her maid, and returned to his friends. 
In the next moment he strode up to the table, 
and was just grasping the arm of Frederick, 
when he was arrested in the motion by a smart 
tap on hisown. Looking round, he discovered 
Professor Paal, the most distinguished physiolo- 
gist of Germany, and an acquaintance of his own. 
Shaking Engel warmly by the hand, he apolo- 
gized for his roughness by saying : 

“That young man must not be disturbed. 
He is in a somnambulic state, aged would die 
instantly if saddenly awakened. I have studied 
him here for several nights, and have trembled 
lost seme sudden shock sheald kill him at once. 
He drew Engel off into @ corner, gave him a 
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dissertation upon somnambulism, and while the 
two mortified physicians listened somewhat 
sullenly to his long-winded explanations, it was 
interrupted by an unusual confusion. 

“What is the matter?” asked the visitors. 

“ The bank fs broken,” answered a gentleman 
near them, and, pointing to Frederick, he added, 
“ the fortunate winner is that young man.” 

Perfectly calm and unmoved, Von Bruner was 
seen to gather up his winnings, putting them 
carefally in his pocket, and leave the house with- 
oat a word. 

- The next morning he rose late and unre- 
freshed. Putting on his clothes, he found his 
pockets unusually heavy, and hastened to ascer- 
tain the canse. Gold, notes and checks were 
successively taken out, until in his rapid count- 
iog he numbered sixty thousand dollars! Often, 
lately, he had been exceedingly puzzled with 
regard to money; sometimes finding more, 
sometimes less, than he imagined he possessed. 
It had not only puzzled, bat troubled him ; but 
having no one to talk to about it, he had tried 
to think he was mistaken as to the fact. Hith- 
erto there had been only small sums, either 
missed or gained ; but now he was perfectly con- 
founded. While he was in this state, he was 
surprised at the apparition of M. Engel, followed \ 
by the trio of physicians. An explanation took 
place, Professor Paul undertook to cure him of 
his somnambulism ; and the result was a speedy 
eae with Minna Engel, cordially agreed 
to by her father, and rejoiced in by his three 
medical friends, and we trast also by the reader. 
+--+ _____ 
WEBSTERIAN. 

Mr. Speaker,” said Ezekiel Webster, some 
twenty-seven years ago, in the House of Repre- 
sentatives of New Hampshire, “we have heard 
from our infancy of the exorbitant system of tax- 
ation in England, and of the oppressive weight 
with which it presses her population. It is true 
that no people ever bore burdens like hers. Her 
system of taxes is felt severely in every branch 
of her industry—agricultaral, commercial, and 
manofacturing. It bears with a load almost in- 
supportable. It treads upon her people with the 


weight of an elephant with a war-castle upon 
his back.”—Boston Journal. 





LOOK AT HOME. 


“John,” said a clergyman to his man, “you 
should become a tetotalior, you have been drink- 
ing again today.” ‘Do you never take a drop 
oursel’, meenister?” ‘“ Yes, John; you must 
look at your circumstances and mine!” “ Varra 
true, sir,” eays John ; “but can you tell me how 
the streets of Jerusalem were kept so clean?” 
“No, John, I cannot tell you that!’ “ Weel, 
sir, it was just because every one kept his ain 
door clean.” — Vermont Eagle. 
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A MODEL LOVE-LETTER. 





CAMPANA. 





© thea whose virgin heart I wish to please, 
My dearest, sweetest, loveliest, best Louise! 

‘When gudgeons build their nests in mountain tops, 
And hungry fishermen catch mutton-chops; 

‘When oysters upon currant-bushes grow, 

And rivulets with milk and honey flow; 

‘When turkeys from their spits shall fy to greet me, 
And roast-pigs cry aloud, ‘0 come and eat me'” 
When ‘ mountain-dew ” shall need no distillation, 
And “ double-cx” be brewed by inxpiration; 

‘When geese live on their livers, and paps 

Shall buy from them his pates-de-foie-gras; 

‘When pigs to philosophic truths awaken, 

And furnish plentiful extracts from Bacon; 

When “ bulls and bears "' shall neither growl nor gore, 
And “lame ducks” waddle In Wall Street no more; 
When gamblers’ “ pigeons” win beck all they've lost, 
And Peter Funks sell watches at prime cost; 

When “ Brindle ” goes to market with her cheeses, 
And no one but her sells, unless she pleases; 

‘When buffaloes sell “‘ robes *” for current money, 
And bees grow rich by manufacturing honey; 
‘When beavers trade in fars, and shopping maids 
Bargain with ellk-worms for their new brecades; 
‘When bats improve their sight by wearing glasses, 
Aud nightingales learn music from jackasses; 
When ladies teem with wit, and never show It, 
Look beautiful as angels—and don't know It; 
‘When ancient maidens cease to sigh for youth, 
And politicians aim to tell the truth; 

‘When spendthrifts learn to reckon cent. per cent., 
‘And miners cease to mourn their money spent; 
When rivers upward from thelr sources fly, 

And pump the mighty depths of ocean dry; 

When all the lofty mountains fall, ker-slap! 

And tumble down into the valleys’ lap; 

When polar suns cook beefsteaks, slice by slice, 
‘And Yankees go to Guinea for their ice; 

‘When steamers o’er the Rocky Mountains go, 

And railroads cross the Gulf of Mexico; 

‘When sleigh-bells ring the fourth day of July, 
And cherries ripen for our Christmas pie; 

‘When Tunkey carpets, woven all complete, 

Shall be the grass that grows beneath your feet; 
‘When woo! shall float in fleecy clouds above you,— 
‘Then, dearest—only then—I'll cease to love you- 
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“PAINT HEART NEVER WON FAIR LADY.” 


PPERELL. 


BY FRAN 





Iw the still romantic region round Enniskillen, 
in the old kingdom of Ulster, Ireland, there 
stood, near the middle of the sixteenth century, 
a fortress covering an immense extent of ground, 
and occupied by descendants of the dethroned 
kings of that country. Since its subjection tq 
Henry II., the different generations of these 
heirs had dwelt here, holding as warm a place in 
the popular heart as ever before ; and at the time 
of wirich we write, the ast male of the line had 
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been a twelvemonth dead, leaving one daughter, 
who was now in English parlance the young 
Countess of Ulster, but known and styled by the 
inhabitants throughout the north of Ireland as 
their queen, while they contentedly allowed his 
widow to remain, as their conquerors called her, 
Lady of Enniskillen. Of course, among the 
nobility of the region, there were not wanting 
pretenders to the hand of the young heiress; and 
among these, there were two who seemed to 
have distanced all others—one, the Earl Law- 
rence of Blackrocks, by his determined perse- 
verance, the other by his own personal qualities 
andthe favor of the Countess Clarive. This 
lover was Baron Harvey of Clare. The rivalry 
between these suitors was bitter, and neither of 
them lost any opportunity of presenting his 
claims. But the baron, though the inferior in 
rank and possessions, looked, spoke, danced snd 
sang better than the earl; and it was believed 
that he loved better, “for,” said Clarice, “he 
loves me, and the earl loves Ulster, and except 
that he hates Clare, would willingly surrender 
me to him could he gain thereby my wealth.” 

The castle of Enniskillen stood on a level 
about a hundred rods from the sea-shore, & 
bleak, rocky coast, abounding in caverns sd 
geps worn by the everlasting raging of the At 
lantic in wild northwest storms. Behind it 
wood rose, clothing a range of small hills be 
yond which broad, fertile valleys lay sheltered, 
well tilled and yielding great harvests. At the 
close of a stormy day, Bjackrocks, as he was 
familiarly known, might have been seen imps 
tiently pacing to and fro on the shore, hidden 
from the observation of the castle by abold bend 
of the beach. 

“Another such day,” he murmured, “would 
be enough. Up should fly those gates and 
sluices, and flood the castle—and tlien it would 
be an easy affair to bring out the bird perched 
on my wrist! But Fate is against me ; the west 
is as clear as a jewel, the sea rans too low to 
reach the first cavé, and I must wait. Whst 
keeps Dennis?” he exclaimed, stamping bis 
foot with an oath. But at the word, a man stole 
cautiously round a cliff and met him. 

“Thave given them your orders,’’he said. 
“Ross is in the Valley Sligo, and the Black 
Band at Longh Neagh, and jast out of Donegal, 
the Slieve is mustering. There will be over fire 
handred, or maybe a thousand, well armed, t00, 
though none so much powder or guns.” 

“‘A thousand spears are not to be laughed st, 
Dennis,” said his master. 

“And so the maid may find,” answered Des- 
nis, laughing. 
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“You'll assemble them all in the Valley Ree, 
just five leagues hence, where we may call them 
at an hour’s notice. I try the dainty dame once 
more, and then if I leave one stone upon another 
of Enniskillen Castle, may Blackrocks lose its 
lord !”” - 

“Thear,” answered Dennis. ‘They shall be 
to-morrow where a blast of my trumpet shall 
summon them, and tumble the lady’s towers 
round her head!” So they separated. 

At the same time, the Countess Clarice sat 
with her mother in « long, low room, sumptuously 
farnished according to the luxury of the day, 
and hung with rustling silken tapestries. Before 
her, in a golden vase, was a bunch of roses of 
vivid and delicate shades, every separate tint of 
which she was copying into the embroidery whose 
finished yards lay fallen in stiff, gorgeous heaps 
upon the floor, while the Lady of Enniskillen 
was recounting some legend of the former gran- 
deur and majesty of Ulster. The Baron ‘of 
Clare had left them about two hours since, re- 
turning for a season to his distant home, and 
although his suit had not been crowned with any 
complete assurance of success, yet hope gushed 
through his heart, and he had never felt so 
happy in her presence as he did that day when 
leaving it; for the first time after being so long 
& guest, something promised him happiness. 

As the darkness fell, the needle was stayed in 

her hand, and bending forward with the bright 
glow of the firelight upon her fair face and light, 
falling hair, sho listened to her mother’s recital. 
A prettier picture could not be imagined—the 
attendant maidens silent as statues, the stately 
‘lady who spoke, with her long white hand at- 
testing her story, and the lovely maiden fair and 
pale as a snow-wreath melting before the flicker- 
ing blaze! So rapt were they in the exciting 
tale, that the creaking gates, together with the 
entrance and quick steps of a guest, followed by 
the warder and a groom, were unnoticed till 
with a peculiar emphasis the Earl of Blackrocks 
was announced. The Lady of Enniskillen 
ceased, and a slight frown gathered on Clarice’s 
brow, giving her an appearance more real and 
human than she had worn before. 

“«T shall believe her ladyship is what my friend 
the Baron Clare has so often called her,” said 
Blackrocks, “a misty spirit of the twilight!” 

Bat some wayward and sprite-like impulse 
had seized her, as he spoke, transforming her 
gentleness in an instant; and snatching a torch 
from the hearth, she had instantly lighted a half- 
dozen that waited in their niches, and in the sud- 
den blaze vanished all sentiment and shadows 
from the room. 





241 


“ For what does my Lord of Blackrocks honor 
us at this hour?” she asked, turning quickly 
towards him with the torch still in her hand. 

“ Certainly one would think,” he responded, 
“to see the countess in a new character. I never 
knew that the shrew was a capability of hers.” 

“ That being all, it were easy to see it and 
gol” she said. | 

“Clarice! Clarice!’ cried her provident 
mother, “at least do not forget that Blackrocks 
is thy guest!” 

It was the first time she had ever displayed 
any semblance to him but that of studied cour- 
tesy, since under the influence of her mother she 
had disliked to create any contention, the latter, 
being a partisan of the earl’s, fully believing 
that his domineering energy and greater rank 
would achieve more glory to the house of Ulster 
than would an union with the mild Baron Clare. 

“He is not likely to allow me to forget it, 
mother,” she replied, flinging the torch upon the 
tiles. “ Will the earl be seated ?” 

“Do not think I come to force myself upon 
your retirement,” he said, still standing. and 
leaning one hand upon the high back of the chair 
she offered. “I have few words to say, and 
shall not detain the lady long.” He paused a 
moment, looking down upon the coals. “I have 
never, Countess Clarice, offered you my hand, 
nor decidedly asked you to become my wife, al- 
though you are well aware that such was my 
wish, and such the directions of your father, to 
which I stand pledged. To-night I do so, and 
excuse me if I find it necessary to declare that 
the answer I require must be positive, and with- 
out wavering. Iam but a rough warrior, and 
unacquainted with the arts of leve—yet Clarice!” 
he exclaimed, stepping forward suddenly and 
taking her hand, “you will be happier on so 
strong a bosom, and reign a prouder queen in 
so great a love as mine, than—” 

“Itis sufficient to assert your powers, and 
depreciate no others.” 

“ Think, Clarice,” he urged, still holding her 
hand, “before you sentence me either to the 
bliss of staying or to depart.”” 

“Tf the earl has nothing more to say,” 
answered she, after a short silence, “ allow me to 
wish him farewell.” And withdrawing her 
hand, she glanced at his face, and turned to 
leave him; but the glance of an instant had 
shown it under a new aspect, glowing with an 
unatterable tenderness, and its dark eyes full of 
singular beauty, yet simultaneously the face of 
Clare flashed across her memory and filled her 
with a repugnance to Blackrocks not to be 


overcome. 
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But at the moment she turned, she caught 
another phase of this passionate character—a 
countenance changing with an effect as sudden 
as lightning in a clear sky—and he exclaimed : 

“Another moment. Remember your words 
are final, nor is a proposed union with Black- 
rocks to be answered by an insult. Countess 
Clarice, I await them !” 

“They are already given.” 

“Clarice,” said the Lady of Enniskillen, “tell 
us—do you love Clare?” 

“No one has a right to ask me !”” she answered, 
the red shooting over her cheek. “But I> will 
answer that, too—no! Still, I had rather see 
one smile from him, than a year’s courtship from 
the earl.” 

“Ttis the same thing,” she replied. ‘“O, 
child! are you, too, taken captive by his songs 
and galliards ?” 

“ Mother!” 

“Yes. I repeat it, you do love him!” 

“No—not now,” she answered, slowly. “ Yes, 
perhaps, atanother day. You will drive me toit.” 

“Madame, I did not come to disturb your 
family peace, nor to assist at any bickerings. 
Allow me to remind your danghter that I wait.” 

“And Ihave assured you,” replied Clarice, 
“that waiting is unnecessary. You have received 
your answer; I will not be your wife. Go!” 

“Then, since I stoop to no deception,” he re- 
sponded, “I consiler it due myself to assure 
you that I shall immediately take such steps as 
will place you in my possession. I have sworn 
to the old Lord of Ulster that you shall never be 
the Baron Clare’s, and I will keep my oath! To 
effect it, the only means remaining are to make 
you mine. Mine you might have been in love 
and peace, mine you shall be in force, and if you 
choose, in hatred. To-morrow morning there 
will be no escape from my power.” 

Anger flushing and paling her face in quick 
succession, Clarice asked him : 

“Would a mouse in a lion’s den threaten the 
kingly beast? You presume, my lord, because 
at this moment my guest, you are safe. I do 
not know why it should be so, yet I will not 
violate the laws of hospitality. You threaten to 
besiege me? Depart while you may!” 

Her voice trembled with the intensity of her 
emotion, and stepping lightly forward, she 
touched his extended arm with her fingers— 
hardly knowing what she did—the quick electric 
force of the motion hurling it to his side, and 
fitted back to her mother. 

“ Strike your maids, Lady Clarice!” said he. 
“Your hands are too fair to braise against mail !”” 

He strode towards her, seized and wrung them 
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both in his own, and was gone. Clarice sank 
weeping to the floor. 

“O, mother, how J hate him!’ she sobbed. 
“Dare speak thus to me? He shalt rue it! 
Where is Clare? I will send for him. We 
must hasten—increase our archers and our pro- 
vision. We can send out through the Water- 
Way. Bilackrocks does not know of that, thank 
Heaven!” She brushed off the tears, started to 
her feet, and immediately left to issue her orders, 
and do what she could in such haste before the 
earl should fulfil his threat. 

The night was more than half spent, when a 
messenger returned, bringing with him the 
Baron Clare and some three or four followers. 
They had entered by what was called the Water- 
Way, a series of natural caverns and hewn pas- 
sages leading to the shore. ‘I'his place, once 
quite unguarded, had a few times afforded en- 


‘trance for the sea into the cellars and dungeons 


of the castle, rendering it impossible for a res- 
idence from the malaria that ensued, or from the 
depth of water that covered the inhabitable por- 
tions of the place. To provide for such occa- 
sions in the fatare, great iron doors had been 
hung here and there along these passages, and of 
the several sets of keys to these doors, which 
hung always in the hall, one set had once been 
given to the Earl of Blackrocks by the father of 
Clarice, on some sudden emergency. This he 
still possessed, although the countess was not 
aware of it. 

“The Baron Clare!” exclaimed Clarice, in a 
joyful tone that echoed through the great apart- 
ments, as she caught sight of him. 

“Much aid will he give you!” replied the 
Lady of Enniskillen, scornfally, as she followed 
her down the stairs to welcome him. 

“ Retarned so quickly ?” cried Clarice, pleas- 
ure beaming from her face. ‘How kind! how 
brave! Perhaps you do not know into what dan- 
ger you have come ?” 

“T have come into the danger from which no 
man would fly—the chains of Countess Clarice !” 
he answered, in courtly style. 

“Ah, sir, we shall soon cease to use our gal- 
lant manner! Our hearts may be too heavy.” 

“What! you seem to apprehend some disas- 
trous chance— I had thought—” 

“Well, what had you thought, Baron Clare ?” 

“ That your ladyship had summoned me back” 

“That we might dally the day in courtship 
and pleaswrance ?” 

“As we have done—” 

“Perchance we have. O no, Baron Clare! 
you are in real peril. This fortress will be in a 
state of siege to-morrow.” 


FAINT HEART NEVER WON FAIR LADY. 


“Pardon me. Why do you not escape ?” 

“Escape? From the stronghold of Ulster? 
From the fortress of my fathers? That is not a 
habit of the Enniskillens. And if I wished it, 
our enemies are too near to render it practicable.” 

“Then there is no real danger ?”” 

“The greatest. Our yeomen are already 
coming in with their bows. Blackrocks cannot 
prevent them yet. Our provisions are sufficient 
for along time. Still, the riskis not small. I 
requested your presence and aid in it, but it may 
have been wrong to recall you. Pray pardon it, 
and if you think best and safest, leave me for 
your own home, I beseech you !” 

“ Really—the Countess Clarice cannot sup- 
pose I would desert her now! And yet I do not 
see how it is in my power to aid her! Myself 
and servants will be so many more consuming 
your provisions, perhaps I had best—” 

“Q no! no perhaps! Without doubt you had 
best,” she exclaimed, with a sudden intonation 
of disdain that he had never heard from her be- 
fore. ‘ Teave, by all means! Your fears will 
infect my garrison.” 

Perhaps the taunt stung him, for she was 
obliged to interrupt profuse professions by as- 
suring him that he was not needed, and that 
there was no time to lose, if he intended to de- 
part. So saying, she bade farewell, ordered him 
to be conducted out the Water-Way, and again 
joined her mother. In less than an hour, they 
returned. The mouth of the Water-Way, they 
said, was guarded by a strong detachment, and a 
band of Blackrock’s forces were slowly investing 
the castle. Escape for the Baron Clare was 
impossible. 

“The place is impregnable,” said Clarice to 
her mother. ‘Ido not comprehend the earl’s 
plan. He cannot starve us out, for Lord Arthur 
Grey, whom the Queen of England has ap- 
pointed her deputy in Ireland, will arrive in the 
country before that pass |” 

“My dear,” said her mother, “the earl will 
render it impossible for you to communicate with 
Lord Grey. It is only a question of time. He 
will conquer, and meanwhile we shall be amused 
by the valorous exploits of Baron Clare.” 

“Do not mention him to me again ; he is only 
fit to carry the ribbon of a lute. I can thank 
Blackrocks for this, at least, that he has taught 
me the fulseness and cowardice that may lie un- 
der so handsome a face as Harvey Clare’s.” 

Perhaps she wronged the baron, for once 
barred from escape, nobody could be more vig- 
orous than he in precaution; and during the 
first of the siege, no one oftener showed his head 
above the battlements, or uttered louder defiances 
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than he. But to all his boasts and threats, 
Blackrocks answered no word ; he only proceed- 
ed on his work with a deadlier certainty of inten-! 
tion, and while Clare talked, he worked. The 
Countess Clarice now bade fair to be forlorn, in- 
deed ; for the one lover had become her enemy, 
and the other filled her with a contempt that in- 
creased itself by the recollection of her former 
favor. Frequently she saw the earl at his task 
below, heard him encourage the sappers, saw 
him draft the mines, and stand unflinching in the 
showers of arrows and storms of shot that now 
and then flew from her towers and raked his 
army. Unlikely as so insufficient a force as the 
earl’s was to destroy this citadel, it is fair to pre- 
sume that an ulterior purpose waited behind the 
array he displayed ; yet that this should be, by 
means of his soldiers, to prevent any attempt on 
the part of Clarice to depart, thus retaining her 
before him, till “some storm great beyond a 
God’s expression” should put it in his power to 
flood the caverns and obtain her, never entered 
any one’s imagination. Now that the siege had 
become more earnest, Clare was less often seen, 
and soon he disappeared gntirely from the be- 
leaguerers. In all the movements of Blackrocks, 
Clarice beheld nothing like triumph or exulta- 
tion ; it was, rather, as if he were carrying a re- 
solve into execution, or fulfilling a promised 
duty, and only now and then, latterly, as success 
seemed to defy him, a spark of his old indomit- 
able will and fiery courage animated him to 
prodigies of valor and daring attempts, which 
brought blushes to the brow of Clarice, as she 
thought of the baron sitting below with her 
mother, or pacing the long halls and joking and 
revelling and swearing by turns with the idle 
swarms there. 

One day the bugles proclaimed a truce, and a 
herald bore a message to the countess inquiring 
if the Baron Clare were within her walls. On 
giving an answer in the affirmative, she was as- 
sured that the earl would never have imagined 
it, yet requested him to mount the outer wall, 
that he might be spoken with. This Clare did 
not hesitate to do, and in a moment more his 
tall, slender figure, attired in a style of costly 
magnificence distinguishing the courtiers of that 
period, was visible upon the ramparts ; he leaned 
on a long sword, and the gentle winds blew all 
the short fair curls round his handsome, pale 
face, while with largo Galway-gray eyes, he sur- 
veyed the horror-inspiring throngs below. He 
presented the appearance of an Apollo, God of 
the Lute and Bow; but however skilfal at the 
former, he certainly drew his longest bow in the 
boast with which he had erst assailed the enemy. 
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- The contrast between himself and Blackrocks 
was not but evident, the latter, with the gigantic 
thews and symmetry of the Anakim, so dark 
and strong as an impersonation of war itself, and 
wearing in bold relief the stern and rugged 
points of his character; yet still, as Clarice be- 
held him, she recalled the tenderer guise, mo- 
mentary as it had been, in which she had once 
soen it. 

“Baron Clare,” said Blackrocks, “since we 
both contend for the honor of the Countess of 
Ulster’s hand, I challenge you to descend to fair 
field, and in single combat with me, prove our 
rights—the unsuccessful combatant to withdraw 
his suit.” 

“should be weak, surely,” said the other, “to 
risk what is certain. You can do nothing with 
the fortress I defend, and so presume I will meet 
you on terms never before demanded. Mine is 
the right to propose conditions—not yours. It 
was not according to my own wish that I am 
here ; but being here, certainly I shall not place 
myself in your hands.” 

“You defend the castle? a mistake. Both the 
castle and you are déf@nded by a woman! Truly, 
you are not there by your own wish, for I took 
care that there should be a man in the fortress I 
attacked ; but I find I have placed there only a 
coward. You are afraid, Baron Clare! Come 
down, man! Take your squire and a knight, 
and IJ alone will meet you three.” 

“I do not choose to place my fortune with the 
lady on such hazard.” 

There was a stir on the inner ladder, as he 
spoke, and in a moment Clarice sprang up and 
stood beside him. 

“False, ingrate, timorous!” she exclaimed. 
“Twill have no more of my noble followers 
slain. I will occasion no farther massacre. Go 
down and end it with your sword, or I dismiss 
your suit!” 

The baron paused, leaning more heavily on 
his weapon, and gazing down at his heroic rival. 
Finally he looked up, bowed and replied : 

“As you will. I resign all claim to the hand 
of Countess Clarice!” 

The earl salated him with a smile of the 
keenest sarcasm, while the whole camp below 
echoed with a tempest of contemptuous laughing. 

“ Blackrocks,” cried Clarice, “ you have ac- 
complished half your object! You have revealed 
to me the valor of our friend, in its most dimin- 
utive proportions! And you shall hear me as- 
sent to so much of the league you mado with 
my father, that I never will wed with the Baron 
Clare! And you yourself see that his own words 
have made it impossible.” 
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As she spoke, the baron would have given all 
his worldly possessions to have dared recall 
them ; but again courage failed him, and he 
was silent. 

“ And the rest of the league?” asked Black- 
rocks. 

“That is not my affair,” she replied. “It 
belongs to Earl Lawrence to fulfil his own 
engagements!” f 

It was a strange mistake of the earl’s that he 
assumed her words to be satire. 

“Do not think he despairs,” he cried. “If 
the castle cannot be stormed, wind and weather 
and God willing, there are other ways to captare 
the Countess Clarice!” And he retired to his 
tent. 

The next morning, not a vestige of the enemy 
was to be seen. Like the stars stealing noise- 
lessly from -horizon to horizon, they and their 
tents had forsaken the region, the siege was 
raised, and Clarice was victorious. 

Great were the rejoicings thereupon, and not- 
withstanding the violent storm that had set in 
that same night, troops of the neighboring peas- 
ants thronged the gates with congratulations and 
offerings ; bat as for the countess, she soon found 
herself missing the accustomed sights, and half 
lost at the sudden withdrawal of the enemy 
whose vigorous perseverance and determination 
had acted upon her like a fascination. This her 
mother also divined ; and while still affording 
Clare all the honor due # guest, laughed at the 
abrupt termination of what she denominated her 
brace of singular courtships. 

“ And which of the lovers will you wed ?” she 
asked, 

“They are both foes now,” answered Clarice, 
sadly. 

“Tf Blackrocks should see her again,” thought 
the Lady of Enniskillen, “ the last Bride of the 
Ulsters would leave me for no barony of Clare.” 

In a day or two, scouts having returned who 
pronounced the roads safe, Clare prepared for 
his departure, and, strange to say, notwithstand- 
ing his public renunciation of the lady, not with- 
out a hope that he might yet win her by more 
peaceful means ; and his first steps should be to- 
wards that part of the kingdom where Lord 
Arthur Grey, that stern disposer of justice, was 
remaining, that he might secure so powerfal an 
influence in an affair whose last development his 
tact was insufficient to perceive. 

The Countess Clarice seldom appeared to him 
now; but her mother, pleased at his failure, 
showed him more than customary civility, while 
he continued delayed by the long and bitter 
storm, and from this he drew fresh confidence. 
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On the night previous to his departure, Clarice 
stood in the hall where she had been rewarding 
several of those who had distinguished them- 
selves in the siege, when a great cry and tumult 
became audible from below, and a flock of ser- 
vants rushed up into the hall, erying— The 
sea! the sea!” 

“What is it?” exclaimed Clarice, springing 
forward. 

“It is coming in!” they cried. “It has burst 
the doors! The dungeons are drowned in it 
already! The sea is coming in!” 

“Some one has unlocked the doors!” she 
said. ‘‘Hasten! all the caverns are not flooded, 
and there is the long passage! We can at least 
secure three doors!” And she snatched the 
keys from the wall. 

“Let the Baron Clare and the seneschal go !” 
cried the Lady of Enniskillen. 

“I do not know the way,” replied he, hanging 
back. 

“Ha!” she exclaimed, with scorn; and seiz- 
ing « torch, sprang forward herself down the 
passages and out of sight, followed only by the 
seneschal and warder. 

In an instant she comprehended that it was 
the work of the eerl, and all the admiration of 
his unsuccessful efforts were now curiously 
mingled with a resolution that she would not be 
baffled, and a sentiment of anger that she had 
already half yielded her heart to so bold an as- 
sailant. The roar of the waters resounded -in 
the caverns beneath, the tumult of the storm was 
audible, beating on the coast without, while the 
great rush of air swept in even along the upper 
passage, which she was traversing before‘the ad- 
vancing waves. 

Far beyond the other two, she bounded along 
with eager speed. If she could only reach the 
second gate before the waters were so far within! 
She knew it must be unlocked ; a moment more, 
and she was beside it. The other was but afew 
yards distant; it would be so much stronger 
could that also be closed. She dashed towards 
it. Already her hand was on it, and all her 
power was exerted to draw it together ; yet the 
ponderous gate resisted every effort, and (fe 
cold, icy breath and mighty wind of the sweeping 
current chilled her—its noise was in her ears—it 
was in vain to endeavor—she left it and dashed 
back to the inner one. But faster than she the 
great waves tumbled in, with the force of the 
ocean compressed in the narrowest tunnel. The 
crest of the foremost broke over her head while 
she ran, and in another instant its great arms 
snatched her backward as she tore at the chains 
of the lifted gato, and buried her in the roaring 
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depths. The torch fell hissing into the brine, 
and the great iron slide fell with a muffled clang 
between the sea and the other victims.” 

Seething in a whirlpool, the great mass swayed 
an instant, then burst the iron with a terrible ex- 
plosion, and surged on. But a hand stronger 
than iron, a grasp equalling a giant's, had seized 
her in the first moment of her fall and drawn her 
up through a broad fissure of the rock, the wa- 
ters spouting after her in vain, and when she 
awoke from her insensibility she was lying like a 
bruised flower in the arms of Blackrocks. 

Meanwhile the Lady of Enniskillen and the 
household waited in an agonized silence for her 
return. But almost before they could have ex- 
pected to see her, a messenger from the earl an- 
nounced that she was safe and all the inner gates 
closed, the last statement being corroborated by 
the frightened seneschal and warder, who told 
what they knew of the loss of their mistress, and 
declared that a dozen men had sprung from the 
sides of the passage, assisted them in closing 
the gates nnd had passed up before them into the 
hall. Upon inquiry it was found that they had 
mingled with the servants and by one of these 
very individuals the message had been given. 
From him the lady now drew a relation of the 
whole affair, which in nowise displeased her, 
since she believed her daughter to be in good 
hands, and entertained a sincere respect for the 
earl. Not so the Baron Clare; on the instant he 
ordered his horses and followers and departed 
for Lord Grey’s to demand restitation of a stolen 
child to her mother and a lady to her lover. 

‘When Clarice had sufficiently recovered, she 
was taken into a neighboring cottago where her 
women sent by her mother were in attendance, 
who robed her in dry garments, after which she 
stepped boldly into the noxt room where Black- 
rocks walked to and fro, and demanded to be 
allowed to return. Her loveliness at the mo- 
ment was more apparent than ever,’ greatly 
heightened by the excitement consequent on the 
peril she had just escaped,and the earl pausing to 
look at her could scarcely withhold the wild ex- 
pression of love and admiration tbat rose to his 
lips. To her demand he returned no reply. 

“You have saved my life where you endan- 
gered it,” she cried. ‘Do not believe I feel my- 
self indebted. to you for saving yourself from the 
guilt of murder. You have no right to detain 
me ; suffer me to go.” 

“ Clarice, I assured you I would yet falfil my 
promise to your father. I have you now in my 
power tocommand. Again I condescend, as I 
thought no woman could have compelled me, to 
ask you to become my wife. Little wild-wood 
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fairy, airy sprite, is there nothing in so true a 
8 love to tempt you ?” 

She stood before him so doubtingly, so uncer- 
tain, as if half melted by the fervor of his pas- 
sion, that he moved towards her with open arms. 
Bat as if blown by his breath, she flitted back- 
ward, exclaiming: 

“Never, never your wife by compulsion! I 
promise nothing ; but send me home—suffer me 
to go.” 

“ Clarice, do you wish to go ?” 

It would have been a fortitude more than 
mortal that longer refused to confess a corre- 
sponding passion, and Clarice still remained in 
his charge. Suddenly he was informed that the 
Baron Clare, with Lord Grey and an immense 
retinue, were adyancing up thecountry. Nothing 
daunted at this, Blackrocks prepared to obey 

‘the sammons that awaited him, for though he 
knew the part he played was not one of strict 
justice, he knew also that the die was to be cast, 
and on the decision of the day, Clarice would be 
given or lost to him forever. 

Never was there known such a day in all Ul. 
ster, as that when Lord Grey pitched his pavilion, 

* commanded the earl to appear with his captive, 
and summoned the Lady of Enniskillen, as the 
bereaved, with other witnesses. The parapher- 
halia of justice were produce in their most im- 
Prussive aspect; Clarice, who had been surren- 
dered at the instant Lord Gray demanded her, 
satin a dais chair canopied by dark curtains, 
her mother beside her ; the Baron Clare took his 
station opposite. The scene was crowded with 
the nobility of the kingdom, for Lord Grey had 
declared that unless sufficient reason for the ab- 
duction could be given, and he knew none which 
would be so, the heaviest punishment of the law 
should fall upon Blackrocks, although he had 
formerly been his acquaintance and friend. At 
last Lord Grey entered; a moment afterward, 
Blackrocks, who advanced coolly, and after 
saluting Clarice and her mother, took his station 
opposite the judge, where he stood unsupported, 
awaiting the accusations, while the sheriff and 
other officers completed the company. After the 
usual solemnities the Baron Clare cagerly pre- 
ferred his charges, and summoned the Lady of 
Enniskillen for his first witness. 

“The Baron Clare is better with his tongue 
than his sword,” said the lady, without rising. 
“My daughter is not stolen from me, nor has the 
Baron Clare any authority to conduct this pros- 
ccution. Your lordship sees the countess at my 
side, yet why we are here, or through what 
means our family affairs have become the sub- 
ject of judicial inquiry, I am at a loss to know.” 
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This was an unexpected turn; matters had 
been represented to the judge in a very different 
light. Clare, overcome with confusion, was un- 
able to afford him any explanation. The Earl 
of Blackrocks he had known in England, and 
had previously visited him at his own residence. 
Somewhat perplexed he turned to him: 

“Tam at a great loss,” said he, “and by no 
means at liberty to dismiss the case. If you 
have anything to propose that may assist us, 
Blackrocks, we shall be glad to hear it.” 

“T am not aware of any reason my Lord 
Grey can have for detaining us,” said Biack- 
rocks ; “‘ and the only suggestion I have to offer, 
is that he will request the Countess of Ulster to 
pronounce my sentence.” 

As Lord Grey courteously repeated the words 
to Clarice, she rose slowly, stepped down and 
advanced towards the earl, a look of perfect 
happiness suffusing her eyes and her smile. The 
bishop who sat by Lord Grey bent and whispered 
with him, and @ murmur of a ceremony. recently 
performed by him ran round the room, and 
reached the ears of the thunderstruck Baron 
Clare, when Clarice, placing hér hand in that of 
Blackrocks, turned quietly to the bench : 

“ What sentence is it necessary to pronounce ?” 
she said. “ My lord, I am his wife !” 

ce 

A SCRIPTURAL REPROOF. 
An eminently Christian lady once administer- 
ed a very salutary reproof to a minister who was 
too frequently in the practice of showing a bitter 
spirit toward his fellow-Christians. He was 
dining at the table of her husband, also a minis- 
ter, and dealt out his accusatory and acrimoni- 
ous remarks to all around him, and at length, 
with an air and tone bordering on rudeness, 
turned to her and said : 

“Well, now, madam, I am determined to 
have your opinion.” fb 

She very calmly replied, “ Why, sir, I had 
rather be excused from giving it.” 

He rejoined, “‘ But we must and will have it, 
for we live in times in which all ought to show 
their colors.” 

“ Well, sir,” see replied, “then my opinion is 
this: that gentlemen had better keep their razors 
to shave their own faces, and not employ them 
to cat and slash everybody who does not think 
emactly as they do. I also think, sir, that Paul 
judged the same when he said to Titus, ‘Put 
them in mind to speak evil of no man, to be no 


brawler, but gentle, showing meekness to all 


‘ 





men. The gentleman soon after retired. — 
Christian Secretary. 
——_+<- 
CONTEMPLATION. 


Mount on contemplation’s wings, 
And mark the causes and the end of things; 
‘Learn what we are, and for what purpose born, 
‘What station here ‘tis given us to adorn, 
How best to blend security with ease, 
And win our way through life's tempestuous seas. 
Grrvom. 
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ANTICIPATION. 


BY LENA LYLE. 





The twilight has departed, 
And coming is the night, 
The brilliant stars are sparkling, 
Those gems of radiant light. 
Tut ah, Ae oft has told me, 
That even starry gleams 
Could never. never rival 
My dark eye's sparkling beams. 


. I'm waiting for his coming, 
T know he'll soon be here; 
O, cease, fond heart, this beating! 
‘How Aas he grown so dear? 
‘The rose is on my bosom, 
The rose he bade me wear, 
My tresses are unbraided, 
He says it locks more fair. 


I wonder why be tarries, 
"Tis really very late! 
Ho said at half past soven, 
And.now ‘tis almost eight! 
Ido declare I'll chide him, 
And angrily I'll talk,— 
Hark! there, I here his footstep, 
He’s coming up the walk. 


0, lot me haste to meet him, 
T cannot obide him now, 
For I feel his earnest kisses 
On ip, and cheek, and brow. 
© tenderly he folds me 
Close to his manly heart, 
As he whispers, Would, my darling, 
We had met no more to part.” 
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BY HENRY W. WOLCOTT. 


“Anp if I make a home in these western 
wilds, who is there to share the lot of the lonely 
emigrant ?”’ 

“Do you ask who, John Harris? Are there 
not lonely women here—women who have left 
their native country, with high hopes of useful- 
ness and happiness here, only to find them blasted 
on their arrival—women whose ability and en- 
ergy need but a shedow of an impetus, to make 
them the ornaments of these wilds as you call 
them, instead of the clogs which they are now 
forced to remain ?” 

“No doubt, no doubt; but you forget that I 
am even past middle age, that I have no wealth 
(that is yot to be gained), and moreover that such 
is my disposition that I would not marry an 
angel who did not love me—I mean love me 
truly for myself alone, and not to escape from 
these ills which you say women unhappily 
experience here.” 
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“Certainly not; I would not counsel such 9 
proceeding as that. Iam as strenuous in favor 
of love marriages as you can be; and sincerely 
hope that you will not marry dM® of these stray 
damsels, unless you can declare unequivocally 
that you prefer her to all the world.” 

“I never saw but one such, Esther, and she, 
alas! is far beyond my hope. On the passage 
from England, I did hope that she regarded me 
with something like friendship; bat since our 
landing, she treats me with the indifference of a 
stranger.” 

A blush, like the rosy dawn, lighted up the 
features of the lady, and then gave place to a 
paleness like death. Her companion saw it 
wonderingly ; and he mused in silence for some 
minutes. Then, as he raised his eyes to hers, 
he saw there a truth, a sincerity, a nobleness, 
such as he had once believed rarely, if ever, 
existed in woman. All at once he knew, just as 
if it had been revealed to him, that he might 
rely upon her love for him, and that once given, 
it would never be recalled. 

Little, however, did Esther Say realize this. 
She had not dreamed that she was the woman 
whom he had described as showing him more 
than common regard. On board the ship, she 
was a ministering spirit to all that seemed ill or 
homesick ; and as John Harris appeared dull 
and depressed, she extended her cheerful cares 
to him also; brightening up his gloomy face by 
a word of cheer, but never thinking any more 
than now, that she had attracted more than a 
passing notice from him. 

Esther Say was & lonely woman. Brothers 
and sisters shé never had ; but from her earliest 
memory her father had been her sole relative. 
When he died, England becamo a wilderness to 
her, and she gladly became one of the little 
band who followed the western star. No fixed 
purpose had she in this. Her only motive was 
to change the dreary, monotonous life which her 
father’s death imposed on her. From the mo- 
ment that she went on shipboard, until she landed 
in America, she was conscious of a strange ex- 
hilaration throughout her whole being. Never 
ill, she was ever watchfal of others being 80; 
and her name rang through the vessel as that of 
a benefactress to all. 

That the shy and silent man who stood before 
her now, should have singled her out from the 
others whose fresh, young, blooming cheeks be- 
trayed their fair English blood, while hers was 
pale olive, through which the roses scarcely ever 
rushed to aight, was something very strange to 
think of; and if her blush showed that she did 
dwell a moment upon its probability, her aber 
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paleness as traly showed that the thought was 
transient. 

But Esther Say, with her pale cheek and sable 
gerb, had beerf&the daily and nightly dream of 
Harris, ever since his foot pressed the wild 
shore; and now he hastened to ask if indeed 
there was anything to hope. And Esther, with 
the trath and sincerity which was her great 
charactoristic, accepted the whole barden of his 
hopes, wishes, and answered him most truly that 
he was dear to her desolate heart. 

They were married ; and the strong but un- 
obtrusive sense and judgment of Esther Say 
wrought marvels in the shy and silent Harris. 
From this time, he was a new being; uncon- 
scious perhaps of the invisible spell that had 
transformed him, but conscious enough of his 
new happiness and the treasure that was about 
his daily hearth. 

From Chester County, Pennsylvania, the new 
tide of emigration carried him with it, to the 
mouth of Couoy Creek, on the Susquehanna, 
near the present site of Bainbridge, in Lancaster 
county. Here, amidst the terrors of a frontier 
life, Esther preserved the calm dignity which 
became her so well. 

The Indians came to her house, with inten- 
tions of mischief in every look and motion. 
The quiet, peacefal, yet lofty air that she wore 
towards them, disarmed them completely. They 
sat at her table and ate her salt, and forever 
after, she was safe from their attacks. But this 
was not when her husband was at home; and 
there was no bond admitted by the tribe, so it 
seemed, to protect him from their assaults. They 
summoned him near his house, tie him fast to a 
mulberry tree, and left him momentarily expect- 
ing them to return and despatch him by some 
horrible mode of death. 

With the step and air of a princess, Esther 
walked through the entire band as they were re- 
tarning, probably to perform their work upon 
him, and with her own hands cat loose the cord 
that bound her husband to the tree, and led him 
in triumph to the house. A simplo kindness to 
one of them, a glass of wine to a sick girl, 
bronght the whole tribe to regard her as en em- 
anation from the good Spirit. 

“When I die, Esther, I—” 

“ Hash, dear John |” 

“Nay, hear me, dearest; it will come no 
sooner for speaking of it. When I die, let nie 
be buried under that tree where your courage, 
my precious wife, saved me from a cruel death.” 

Ic was mournful to hear her husband speak of 
dying. Latterly she had had strange thoughts 
of death for herself. She could not bear to 
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think of leaving the green earth, this quiet, beau- 
tiful spot, where two happy years had made her 
forget her once desolate condition. She looked 
at her husband, and tears came into her eyes. 

Within the last few months, she had lain 
awake, night after night, thinking of her own 
death. But until this hour, she hed not named 
it to him. Her saddest thought was that she 
must leave him. It had been late in life that 
John Harris had loved at all; but the sentiment 
once cherished in his heart, death itself could 
not destroy. Esther well knew this, and she 
trembled to think how soon death might part 
them on earth. 

It was not thus to be. The next moming 
after this conversation was one that might herald 
in some glad event. There was not a cloud in 
the clear blue, July sky, as it bent lovingly over 
the Susquehanna, clear and blue as itself. The 
tree tops bowed to the western breeze that came 
laden with fragrance on the senses. There was 
joy and gladness under the roof of John Harris ; 
for on that bright morning the first white child 
born west of the Conewago Hills, drew its first 
breath, and now lay by Esther’s side. 

Soon the star of prosperity shone brightly 
upon the wedded pair. The Indians, grown 
friendly to the man whom they once sought to 
kill, brought their richest and most valuable furs 
for him to purchase, and in this sort of trade he 
grew rich. His storehouses were filled to over- - 
flowing with these articles, and his whole time 
occupied in buying and selling them. 

Esther was as exemplary in her maternity as 
she had been in her wifehood. She did not 
know that she was holding in her arms the foun- 
der of a great city like Harrisburg; but so it 
was. But future honors sank before fature good- 
ness in the high-minded Esther Harris. Noth- 
ing could give her child so fair a patent of no- 
bility, as to have his father’s simple goodness 
and beanty of life reflected in his own. Such a 
mother could hardly fail of having a good son. 
The younger John Harris grew up a rare youth; 
and Esther may be pardoned if she was deeply 
proud of his talents and acquirements. He had 
attained to an age when the allurements of the 
world are hardest to resist; but they failed, and 
his youth was as the type of his pure, unsullied 
manhood. 

The older Harris had been long subject to fits 
of depression. Notwithstanding the perfect 
harmony and beauty of his domestic relations, 
the even tenor of Esther’s calm and innocent 
life, and the rare promise of his son, there 
brooded over the moody Englishman a cloud as 
from that fated November sky which it is said is 
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doomed to behold tho self-destruction of so many 
of his countrymen. The same feeling of doubt 
which made him incredulons as to his acceptance 
by Esther Say in her youth, now troubled him in 
regard to the continuance of her love. A mor- 
bid melancholy pervaded the whole tone of his 
mind, and rendered him unfit for society and 
sometimes insensible to the tenderest cares of 
his devoted wife. 

He told her he must die; and from his man- 
ner she was led to dread that already he might 
have decided how and when. But Esther, 
though doomed to lose her husband, was spared 
the deeper grief she had feared. Slowly, but 
surely, John Harris yielded to decay, and just 
before he left her, his soul resumed its hope. A 
look of infinite peace and joy lighted up the 
dying features, and all was over. Moro than 
ever thre mother and son were now united. He 
who had been all in all to them, lay beneath the 
spreading branches of the mulberry tree where 
he had once faced a violent death. This time, 
Esther had walked with him tothe eternal river, 
but human love could go no farther. 

With the calm dignity of his mother engrafted 
upon his manners, and his father’s rectitude of 
purpose, joined with his own indomitable per- 
severance and energy, John Harris, the younger, 
was well fitted to become the founder of a great 
city like Harrisburg. This destiny he fulfilled 
while his mother lived to hear of her son’s well- 
earned fame. An aged, but still capable and 
energetic woman, she accompanied him to the 
site of the new city, saw the work of his hands, 
and blessed him as the staff of her declining 
age. Then she returned to lay her bones be- 
neath the mulberry tree, beside the husband of 
her youth. The elder Harris died in 1748; but 
of his wife’s exact time of death we have no 
reliable record. 


ore 
JOHN MILTON’S FAME GONE OUT. 


So says William Wistanley in his “ Lives of 
the Poets from the Conquest to James II” 
The whole passage isa literary curiosity. It 
will at least serve to illustrate how different an 
estimate the world has placed upon the immor- 
tal poet, from that of the fuwning sycophants of 
royalty. It is as follows: 

“John Milton was one whose natural parts 
might deservedly give hima place among the 
principe! of English poets, having written two 

eroic poems and a tragedy, namely: “ Paradice 
Lost,” Paradice Regained,” and “ Sampson Ag- 
onista.” But his fame is goue out like a candle- 
snuff, and his memory will always stink, which 
might have ever lived in honorable repute, had 
he not been a notorious traytor, and most im- 
piously and villainously bely’d that blessed 
martyr, King Charles the First.’’ 
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DEACON BRIGGS. 

Old Deacon Briggs is as remarkable for his 
closeness as was Dickens’s man Barkis. His 
name had come to a be proverb in our region for 
such an economy a@ ever makes a man the sub- 
ject of ridicule and coatempt. One bitter cold 
morning a few falls ago, he bade the boys drive 
together all the pigs that were to be fattened for 
the market, in a little yard just at the corner of 
the house. A pig was caught by one of the 
youngsters; the deacon with a pair of pincers in 
ope hand, and a sharp knife in the other, seized 
the unfortunate by the tail, and cut it off, close 
up. So on through the whole herd, leaving not 
8 pig with even the stump of a tail. Cort, who 
worked for his grandfather stood by in amaze- 
ment—his hands in his pockets, his toes turned 
in, his old fur cap over his ears, his body warped 
into a crescent by the cold, and his teeth jawing 
about the outrage with an incessant clatter. At 
last he stuttered ont: . 

‘Grandpa, what are you cutting off those 
tails for?” : 

Sober and solemn was Deacon Briggs as he 
replied : 

“You will never be a rich man, for youdo not 
know what it is to be savin’. You ought to 
know, my child, that it takes a bushel of corn to 
Satten an inch of tail!” 

Cort has gone to the West, and in the corn- 

rowing bottoms of Michigan, has taken to rais- 
ing tailless porkers.—Berkshire Gazette. 
ar 


AN UNREASONABLE PROPOSAL. 

An Irish servant, who was in the employment 
of an English gentleman residing in Ireland, 
‘Was, on one occasion, about going to a far, held 
annually at a neighboring village, when his 
master endeavored to dissuade him from going. 
“You always,” said he, ‘come home with a 
broken head ; now stay at home, Darby, and I'll 
give you five shillings.” ‘I’m forever, and all 


| obliged to yer honor,” replied Darby ; “ but does 


it stand to raison,” he added, flourishing his 
shillolagh over his head, “ does it stand to raison 
that I’d take five shillings for the great big bating 
I'm to get to-day *”—ZIrish Anecdotes, ‘ 





QUESTIONS AND ANSWERS. 


Why are spectacles like hay and corn? Be- 
cause they are for-age. 

When you put on your stockings, why are you 
sure to make a mintek 6? Because you must put 
your foot in it. 

Why is Buckingham Palace in London, the 
cheapest house in England? Jt was built for a, 
"When going to bed, why i slipper lik 

en going to bed, why is your sli 9 
en nsacecsstal dun? "te pul. of until the next 
ay. 





THE SABBATH. 


Apart from vanity and sin, 
‘How calm the Sabbath stands, 
As if our Father held It in 
‘The hollow of his bands. 


How calm! a vestibule before 
Of work-days and of care,— 
O, let us ope ita golden door 
Upon the hinge of prayer!—Azicz Cazzr. 
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BY MARY A. LOWELL. 7 

“Hark, Abel! is not that a sound of dis- 
tress?” asked Miriam Hinckley, of her young 
husband, as the gust swept fearfully around the 
corner of their little sea-side home, the very next 
evening after their wedding. 

“T hope not, dear ; I would not wish to leave 
you so soon, to see such dismal sights as I have 
witnessed on this shore sometimes. I will just 
go to the door and listen.” 

He opened the door which led directly from 
the room to the little front yard, and Miriam 
hastily followed. 

“Stand baek, Miriam ; the cold wind will 
freeze you. It is snowing so thick that I can see 
nothing, but I think Ican hear a sound at the 
beach. I must run down, and see whatit is.” 

“ Not in this storm, Abel. 0, don’t goalone ! 
Let me go with you, please?” 

“You go! Why Miriam, I would notlet you 
step across the yard. Go in to the Gre, and 
mind and keep up a good blaze, for I shall be 
wet when I come home.” 

The terrified little woman clang tightly to her 
husband’s arm, entreating him not to go; but 
he tarned upon her almost a look of rebuke, as 
he said : 

“ Then if I should be driven ashore, and in 
danger, you would not wish any one to go out 
of a comfortable room to help me?” : 

“ O, what have I said, dear Abel? Yes, go, 
dear, and do all the good you can to the poor 
souls. I did not think.” 

“ Well, it is not strange that you should not 
think. This is a new life to my little country- 
bred wife. There, hand me my sou’wester, and 
don’t cry; I'll be back soon.” 

Miriam did as he told her, and went back to 
the blazing fire ; bat her knitting-work, although 
i¢ was for Abel, was not touched, and every two 
minutes she opened the door to see if he was 
coming. At last, she sat perfectly still, but 
looking into the fire with a troubled gaze. 
Then her eyes wandered to the shelf above the 
fire-place—so high that she could not reach up 
to it—and the bright, beautiful shells that adorned 
it, the great shark’s jaw that hung beneath the 
shelf, and the model of a fishing boat on the 
chest of drawers, all told of the sea. Then she 
thought of what had hardly been realized in her 
mind before, that on that very sea—treacherous, 
destroying, cruel as it wag, her Abel would soon 
—nay, often, be sailing; and how dreary all 
these things would look then—how should she 


watch every storm, which in her country’ home 
had scarcely occupied her thoughts at all. O, 
how dismal! she thought it would be thus living 
ever by the stormy waters. She wished that 
Abel and herself might be in the loneliest village 
in New Hampshire, where she was born and 
bred, rather than living here. 

It was very sad for the young girl, not yet 
twenty-four hours a bride, to have all these 
thoughts of wreck, and danger, and death ; and 
moreover, as she tuned her hour-glass for the 
second time since Abel went out, she began to 
tremble and weep. At one time she sprang to 
the door, resolved to brave the storm, and follow 
him ; but the snow blew in so heavily that she 
was nearly covered, and she went back shivering 
to the fireside. ; 

It was full three hours when Abel came in, 
and his face was ghastly pale. Miriam met him 
at the door, but when she saw that look, she fell 
lifeless to the floor, overcome by her previous 
terror. When she revived, he had changed his 
wet suit for another, afraid to touch her while 
she was yet dripping with the melted snow; and 
had laid her upon the bed in the litle bed room 
adjoining their only other room. 

She now crept to his side near the fire, and he 
sheltered her with his arm, while he told her 
what had happened. A large ship had been 
wrecked e0 close to the shore, that already the 
dead were lying almost in heaps upon the beach. 
Two men only were saved, and these had been 
taken, perfectly exhausted, to the homes of the 
oldest fishermen. Abel, and indecd ail the men 
who were out, comprising all who lived near the 
shore, could only stand upon the beach, and 
hear the “‘cry of some strong swimmer in his 
agony,” as he made unavailing attempts to reach 
the shore in the darkness to which the lanterns 
held by the men could hardly impart a gleam of 
light while the snow fell so heavily. As they 
plunged into the boiling waves from the side of 
the fast-breaking ship, they could hear the 
heavy plash, which in most cases was followed 
by a silence, deep and profound, save for the 
rolling and surging water, as if they had dropped 
at once into the lowest depths of their fearfal 
grave. Then one or two would struggle up to 
the surface, hold a briof strife with the waves, 
and they too would sink. 

The young wife shuddered at the narration, 
and wept afresh at the thought of some night 
watching for Abel, and his dead body thrown 
upon the beach. 

“Now, I am going to test the courage of a 
seaman’s wife. Iam sorry to try itso soon; but 
you will have to get used to it. We take turns 
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and watch when such a thing as this oceurs, and 
I join the next watch. I must be back to the 
beach, in half an hour, and you must lie down 
until I come back. See, I shall put on a stontor 
jacket than before, and this log will burn until 
I come back: No one will harm you, and it 
shall never be said that Abel Hinckley’s wife 
had not courage to stay alone, even in a storm.” 

Poor Miriam tried to be very brave, as she 
took down the heavy jacket, but she broke down 
before Abel had opened thedoor. He found her 
up, with a fresh fire, and a bowl of hot milk 
porridge when he returned, which was just before 
dawn. He had no more news to tell, except 
that the bodies were still being cast upon the 
shore. 

The sun shone brightly upon the snow the 
next morning, and the beach at Wellfleet was 
covered with people who thronged to see the 
spectacle of death. A hundred dead bodies 
lay there with ghastly upturned faces. Goods 
of every description were being constantly thrown 
up; boxes, bales and cases of all kinds and 
sizes. Even the women came down to look—all 
excepting Miriam and two or three others, who 
could not bear to see the terrible sight. Some 
reckless beings were carrying off the goods, 
without offering to assist those who were endeav- 
oring to prepare the bodies for as decent a burial 
as could be obtained. 

Abel’s father, an old and experienced Cape 
fisherman, remarked to his son the singularly 
ferocious and terrible look of every face that 
was presented to their view as they passed across 
the beach : 

“I have often seen men thrown on the shore 
thus,” said the old man, “bat I never saw any 
that looked like these. Most of them that I have 
seen had a quiet kind of resigned look on their 
faces, as if they had struggled hard at first, and 
then all at once given up the battle, and laid 
down peacefally.” 

One of the dead was a very large, powerful 
man. His hands were clenched tightly together, 
and the mouth was compressed until the teeth 
had pierced the lip deeply. Something glittered 
in the sun, and Abel stooped down to examine 
it. It was a large gold breast-pin, in the form 
of a dagger, and was marked “ Bellamy” on 
the reverse. Abel put it back again quickly, and 
asked his father if it could be the pirate, who had 
, been cruising about the West India islands so 
long. 

“ Why not?” asked the old man. “Surely 
these faces look like such a crew as might have 
belonged to him.” 

“Here is his name at any rate,” said Abel. 
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“ What on that pin? Then take it out, before 
those thieves steal it. You must give it to 
Squire Preston. It may prove a good deal when 
they come to look into this matter. Now, Abel, 
look out for some other mark or proof.” 

Bat there was nothing but the pin that bore 
any name; and their attention ere long was 
turned towards a fishing smack which was rap- 
idly making Wellfleet harbor. 

“To think of’ that craft living out such a 
storm, and this ship unable to stand off! Abel, 
if my old eyes don’t deceive me, that is the Lady 
Bird, Capain Pond, who went out last month.” 

“ Your eyes are right this time, father. It is 
the Lady Bird.” 

The little craft came in with not a sail torn. 
She had found a safe cove for the night. Cap- 
tain Pond, « capable, intelligent man, had been 
so intent upon arriving, that he had hardly cast 
a look towards shore, until the vessel was secured. 
Then, with even more of horror in his counte- 
nance than had rested on the others, he surveyed 
the scene before him. A crowd gathered around 
him, for some anxiety had been felt for his 
safety. As he looked narrowly at the faces re- 
maining on the beach—for some of them were 
already removed—he exclaimed to his mate : 

“Good God, Barton —here is Bellamy’s 
whole flect !” 

“ What do you mean?” asked a dozen voices 
at once. ' ; 

“TI mean that probably the whole piratical 
fleet commanded ‘by Bellamy, was near the Cape 
yesterday. He captured my vessel last Friday ; 
but offered me the prize back again, if I would 
pilot him into Cape Cod harbor, so that he might 
clear his ship at Provincetown. I knew, or sus- 
pected at least, who was my captor; and just at 
dusk I brought him so near the land, knowing 
that his intention was to plunder, that I fancy he 
must have struck the outer bar while I was try- 
ing to get safely on shore. It was dark when I 
got sheltered, and the storm rising suddenly, the 
snow prevented me from seeing any of the 
vessels again.” 

Abel showed him the gold dagger, and the 
captain identified it as the one he had noticed 
upon the pirate’s breast. The pirates had met 
their fate then, but in a most terrible manner, 
without warning or preparation. As might be 
expected, it was long before the excitement sub- 
sided in Wellfleet. With Miriam, the images 
suggested by that night were long a source of 
unmitigated disturbance. With many others 
it was a matter of deep interest. It was believed 
that some of the smaller vessels of the fleet were 
not wrecked; and of course, there was deep 
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anxiety lest they were still cruising near the 
eastern shore, or at least not far from the course 
purened by the vessels bound to the: western 
islands. 

Meanwhile, quantities of copper coins—Wil- 
liam and Mary coppers, and pieces of silver, 
called cob.money, were thrown by every troubled 
wave upon shore, for the remainder of that year 
(1717). 

‘On the outer bar, the violence of the sea moves 
the sand ; and long after the shipwreck, an iron 
caboose was secn when the tide was lowest. 
Gradually the fears that had been awakened, 
were lulled, and the hardy fishermen, and those 
who traded at the West India ports, made their 
voyages unterrified by the vision of pirates. 

Good old Abraham Hinckley had passed away, 
and slept with his fathers, and his son Abel had 
succeeded to the possession of the family home- 
stead, which promised to be a more convenient 
dwelling for Miriam and her fast-increasing army 
of little ones, than the small cottage by the sea- 
side, with its two contracted apartments. Their 
present abode was roomy and comfortable ; 
having any number of queer nooks and irregular 
hiding-places. Abel had given up the sea for 
Miriam’s sake, had hired land in addition to his 
own, and was now quite a flourishing farmer. 
Miriam, country-bred as she was, was perfectly 
at home ona farm, and her advice upon outdoor 
matters proved as valuable as her ‘indoor work. 
All her little nervous ways evaporated in the 
broad sunshine of her husband’s continual pres- 
ence, and their home exhibited a degree of com- 
fort and hospitality that was truly pleasant to 
see. The poor, and often wasteful and improvi- 
dent fishers’ wives never lacked a helping hand 
when their resources ran low. Miriam’s heart 
and larder were alike open, and a little timely 
help from her often saved many a despairing 
mother the grief of seeing her children starve 
before her eyes when the “ bread-winner” was 
taken away. 

Miriam was a fine specimen of a good, capable, 
industrious, New England wife. Handsome she 
was not, except through her rosy, healthful 
color, which never grew paler. Her hair, which 
could not, by any stretch of imagination, be 
called anything but unmitigated red in color, 
was stil] soft and abundant, and her short, stout 
figure, although not exactly modelled on the 
line of beauty, was yet indicative of health and 
strength, and so far, was preferable to that of 
the delicate beauty of those willowy forms, that 
make no shadow on the ground when they walk. 
Abe! and herself were, for a wonder, sitting 
alone one spring evening, by the kitchen fire, 
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which was heaped with great logs as in mid-win- 
ter, to meet the wants of the immense kettle 
hanging over it, as well as to obviate the chilli- 
ness that pervades the sea-shore towns, some- 
times even in the summer nights. The children 
had had their supper, and the weary little limbs 
were all lain down to rest. The bright flames 
danced ont upon the broad hearth, and threw 
great shadows on the ceiling, while Miriam’s 
eyes were fixed upon a huge underbed of coals 
that lay underneath the burning brands. 

“What do you see there?” asked Abel, laugh- 
ing at her earnest look. 

“Churches and steeples, and great ships of 
war, and wrecks, O, I cannot tell you half I 
see.” 

Abel turned his loving, good-humored counte- 
nance full upon her, and laying his hand caress- 
ingly upon her shoulder, he said : 

“Speaking of wrecks reminds me that we 
have not spoken of the great shipwreck for a 
long time. I have been so busy—so happy too, 
with you and the children, that I have not thought 
of anything unpleasant. How quiet and happy 
we live, Miriam—so happy that time does not 
change you a bit.” 

“Ah! Abel, turning flatterer ?” 

“Tndeed I am not. I should be sorry if I 
could not praise you openly, when my heart is 
60 full of you.” 

There was a tender silence between them for 
some moments. Then they spoke of the old 
story of the wreck, and of how pleasant it was 
to be at home, and never to go to sea any more. 
It was pleasant too, to have an evening to them- 
selves. Always there were hired people around, 
or the children absorbed their attention, or some- 
thing occurred-;-a neighbor’s visit, or a meeting 
of some sort—to keep them from being alone. 
Now, it was agreed upon between them that this 
hour should be their own, and that nothing but 
sickness should keep them from being together, 
either sitting or walking. A slight knock at the 
door disturbed their conversation ; and on Abel’s 
calling to “come in,” a tall, stout man entered. 
There was only firelight ; but that showed a face, 
dark, weatherbeaten and deeply scarred. Abel 
proffered the stranger a chair near the fire, but 
he seemed to prefer a darker corner, and sat 
down in the shadow. 

“Have you travelled far, friend ?”’ asked the 
farmer. 

“T have been on the Cape a fow days only,” 
said the man, in a deep, harsh voice, that made 
Miriam rise quickly and light a candle. Think- 
ing the unknown guest might not have eaten 
supper, she set out the tablo, and transferred 
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some of the contents of the kettle to a large 
dish, inviting him to partake of them. He sat 
down at the table, ate heartily, and drank a 
mug of cider. Then, turning to Abel, he asked 
him if he could accommodate him with a bed. 

“T have money to pay for it,” he said, “ andI 
wish to remain here several days, perhaps a week 
or two.” 

Abel conferred with his wife, and then told his 
visitor he could have a room if he would be will- 
ing to step across the yard to get to it. It was 
a room adjoining the corn chamber, that had 
been built for one of their hired men, and at 
certain times of the year was occupied by an 
extra hand, but was now empty. If that would 
suit him, he was welcome to use it as long as he 
pleased. 

“Nay, I am not without means to pay,” said 
the man, showing a belt around his waist, which 
he said was fall of gold pieces. 

“Well, well, put up your money to night, my 
friend,” said Abel. ‘Time enough to pay, 
when I present my bill.” 

By the time this conversation had ceased, the 
farm and kitchen hands assembled in the long 
kitchen for prayers. Abel laid the great Bible 
on the table, and prepared to read. The mo- 
ment he took his seat, the stranger started up 
and asked if he could be shown to his room, and 
@ boy was despatched to guide him. He stayed 
there the next morning until he was called to 
breakfast, and after that he wandered off by 
himself. 

He was at the farm-house several weeks, ahd 
when he went away offered to pay, which Abel 
positively refused. The man seemed to accede, 
but two or three broad gold pieces were found in 
little Robert’s pocket, which he said the sailor 
had put there. Towards autamn he came again, 
exhibited the same reluctance to stay in the 
room while the Bible was read, and wandered 
still longer away by himself. It was still warm 
weather, and the windows were open all night. 
The first night was one of horror to the family. 
The most awfal shrieks came from the room 
across the yard, and Abel, supposing the guest 
to be ill, went up to his door, awokg him, and 
asked him if such was the case. ternfeldt, as 
he called himself, apologized for distarbing him, 
and begged him to believe that it was only an 
attack of nightmare. But as long as he stayed 
with them this time the shrieks were nightly re- 
peated, accompanied by profane, blasphemous, 
and quarrelsome words, which were heard by 
every one in the neighborhood. 

“That ledger of yourn seems to have a hull 
legion of divils, squire,” said one of the old 
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fishermen to Abel, who had now arrived at the 
dignity of a justice of the peace. 

“Poor man, yes! He has the nightmare 
badly,” returned Abel. 

“Nightmare !” said old Ben, contemptuously. 
“Come down in the Stevens pastur, with me, 
will ye, squire 7” 

Abel went, and the old man led him to a spot 

where he had seen Sternfeldt digging the day 
before, and af the same time putting something 
carefully in the leather belt which he wore round 
his waist, and which he never attempted to con- 
ceal at any time. 
* “Now, look here, squire,” said Ben, “ this ere 
man is beyond all doubt, one of that Bellamy’s 
crew, and he is hunting up the gold that they 
used to bury hereabouts.”” 

Abel started. There was indeed, some reason 
to think so; but his unsuspecting nature had 
never dreamed of this. He had fancied him a 
heart-broken, disappointed man—an infidel per- 
haps, but not so bad as he might be.’ His feeling 
and Miriam’s towards him had been one of sin- 
cere pity. While he was thinking what to do 
or say, Sternfeldt sent for him and his wife, to 
step across the yard to bis room. He was in 
great distress—dying apparently. He uttered 
but a few words, but they were sufficient to show 
that the dying man was what the old fisherman 
had conjectared—one of the crew perhaps of a 
small vessel belonging to BeHamy’s fleet, that 
had escaped the fate of the larger ship. Indis- 
putably he had known that treasure had been 
concealed in various places on the Cape, and 
hence his wish to remain. His terrible night 
sufferings were from dreams, in which, probably, 
were repeated the scenes through which he had 
passed. Byron says: 


“ The mind that broods o'er gullty woes 
Is like the Scorpla girt by fire.” 





ELOQUENCE OF THE BAR. 

A man was charged in one of the Brooklyn 
criminal courts a few years ago with having 
stolen his neighbor’s pig. A young lawyer, a 
gray-haired old man now, we know him well, 
was appointed to defend the prisoner. The evi- 
dence was clear and conclusive, but the young 
limb of the law so wrought upon the feelings of 
the jury, picturing the desolate home of the 
prisoner, and the agony of his wife and children, 
should the hnsband and father be convicted, that 
many of the jurors were in tears, and without 
leaving their seats returned a verdict of not guilty. 

“There now, run home,” said the counsellor, 
“and never be caught in such another scrape.” 

“ And am I clear?” asked the culprit. 

“¥ou are,” replied his lawyer. : 

“But,” said he, loud cnongh for judge and 
jurors to hear, “ what shall I do with the pig ?” 

“O,” replied his friend, “ cook it and eat it. The 
jary on their oaths, declare you didn’t steal it.” 


STORM AND STARLIGHT. 





“pr J0H™ Ross DIX. 





Low, leaden clouds, with trailing edges, 
Drift slowly pest the mountain’s side; 

A chill wind shriske among the sedges 
That fringe the black and sluggish tide. 


Rot now the sounds of harp and cittern, 
No more the gay and dreamy tanp; 

hear instead, the booming bittern, 
‘And the harsh screaming of the loon. 


Luke fluttering hearts the ash leaves quiver; 
Blue fiashes light the craggy tops, 

And, where no ripples dim the river, 
"Tis ctreled o'er by sullen drops. 


Darker and darker! How the thunder 
Reverberates through gorge and glen— 
As though hell's gates were burst asunder, 
and tortured hosts hailed earth again! 


Aslant, the arrowy rain descending 
Half hides the grass with sudden mist : 

°Tis gone! O’er earth an arch is bending 
Of sapphire—topaz—amethyst ; 


And ruby—violet, and vermilion, 
And purple—becked by skies of dun; 
While tn the west, a cloud pavilion, 
Heaven's pageantry—receives the sun. 


Faint and more dim ;—with twilight blending, 
Fades the last lingering amber bar; 

But hesven's new light to earth is lending, 
Lo! in yon blue, the evening star! 
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BY JAMES FRANKLIN FITTS. 





‘ 
We left the hostelrie at an early hour—my 
guide and myself—and although the pace of the 
mules which we bestrode only through necessity, 
was provokingly slow and deliberate, in less than 
an hour all signs of civilization were lost, and 
we found ourselves surrounded and hemmed in 
on every side by the rugged and stupendous 
masses of rock which skirted the narrow path. 
In these wilds, ages gone by, some awful con- 
vulsions must have occurred ; but whether these 
frightful chasms and deep gorges were caused by 
the sudden bursting forth of the hidden fires of 
the earth, or by the upheaving and rending of 
several mountain peaks, it is uncertain. The 
causes are unknown, and so they must remain. 
Interested as I naturally was in the awe- 
inspiring spectacle, my attention was soon 
drawn from the contemplation of these evidences 
of the power of the Creator. At irregular in- 
tervals along the way, rude crosses were crected, 
two or three sometimes occurring in the space of 
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half a league, though in some instances this 
number was doubled. Several of these crosses 
that I noticed,were painted black, relieved by the 
letters I. H. &., in white; others were roughly 
constructed, being evidently put together hastily, 
but all had a strangely forbidding appearance, 
and impressed me with an undefined feeling of 
discomfort even before I had become acquainted 
with their true and fearful significance. 

That travellers are generally thus affected by 
these monitors, I know to be true; and their ob- 
ject is quickly made known to them, assuming 
that all of the mountain-guides were as voluble 
and communicative as was ours upon the occa- 
sion referred to. He was a dark-complexioned, 
well-favored fellow, spite of his rags and dirt, 
the possession of which among the lower classes 
of Spain might be well esteemed a necessity. 
Sinee our departure from the inn, he had kept 
up a running fire of description and commen- 
tary, speaking in English, a tolerable knowledge 
of which he had obtained by frequent intercourse 
with travellers, but varying it occasionally, and 
reverting to Spanish, as necessity demanded s 
greater display of superlatives. 

Becoming at last aware that his words were 
lost on me, and observing the objects which had 
fixed my attention, he ceased his chattering and 
we rode onward for some moments in silence. 
As we passed another cross, to my surprise 
Matteo reverently removed his tattered sombrero. 
He noticed my inquiring glance, and drawing 
rein, observed : 

“TT always do so at this spot, senor. This 
spot marks the place where a man once died.” 

“ And is that the meaning of all these crosses 
which we have passed ?” I inquired. 

“ Yes, senor; each has its history. The one 
we last saw is placed where Tomaso Gaspachi 
fell. You have heard of him?” 

I replied in the negative. 

“What! not of Tomaso, the brigand!” 
Matteo rejoined, in astonishment. ‘ He was the 
terror of these mountains for many years; and 
I well remember when my father—Heaven rest 
his soul !—fell into the hands of Tomaso and 
his cut-thropts. Jesu! Mercy on me! but be 
was a sight after he had escaped them. The 
villains robbed him of everything, leaving him 
hardly a rag to his back. But ‘Tomaso could 
not always be in luck. After he had flourished 
for years, and robbed hundreds of travellers, of 
all degrees and nations, the government soldiers 
tracked him to his cave in the rocks. Most of 
the brigands were killed at once; but Tomaso 
and a few others managed to escape down the 
causeway. The soldiers pursued them closely, 


end Tomaso was shot; and where he fell, they 
buried him and planted the cross over his 
ve.”” 

“ When did this happen ?” I asked. 

“Many years ago, senor. Perhaps you ob- 
served that Tomaso’s cross is much bent over 
and decayed ; it has stood long in the wind and 
rain. The one before that, if I remember 
rightly, is raised over the bones of a poor fellow 
whom the brigands murdered and robbed. The 
next—” 

“No matter about the next, Matteo,” I inter- 
rupted. “Tell me about this one.” And I 
pointed to the cross before which we had stopped. 
“T am sure there is a story connected with it.” 

“This one? Ah, yes; you are right, senor. 
It has a strange history, and you shall hear it as 
we ride on. But first dismount, if you please, 
senor; this way—carefully, slowly. Now look 
down.” 

With these words, he led me to the verge of 
the precipice, grasping my arm firmly. I looked 
down, as he bade me, and notwithstanding the 
instant dizziness which almost overcame me, re- 
mained dumb with wonder. Far, far below—so 
far that it seemed as if the wearied eye needed 
rest to reach the whole distance—were spread 
out the fields and forests through which I had 
lately journeyed. Lying to the right, like a mere 
dot in the vast landscape, was the little village 
which we had left in the morning. The fearful 
precipice, at whose highest elevation we stood, 
was nearly or quite perpendicular, although its 
esearpments and rocky projections were very 
numerous. 

As I gazed with indescribable emotions upon 
the scene, Matteo directed my attention to a bird 
which was sweeping the air in large circles, so 
far below us, that its form was hardly dis- 
tinguishable. 

“ What is it?” he asked. 

“ Some small bird,” I replied, carelessly. “A 
hawk, perhaps.” 

He shook his head wjth a strange smile. 

“Senor is mistaken,” he said. “It -is the 
largest bird‘of the mountains.” 

“ What—the valtare?” I asked, with un- 
feigned astonishment. 

*“ Yes, senor—it is the vulture. We are far 
above his nest, and there is almost as great a 
distance between him and the prey he is now 
marking, as between us and him. Mark the 
place well, senor, that you may remember it.” 

His advice was needless ; it was not of a char- 
acter to be easily forgotten, even with a slight 
inspection. . After we had remounted and con- 
tinned on our journey, Matteo narrated the story 
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connected with the pass. I give it substantially 
as he related it, suppressing his peculiarities of 
speech and narration. The occurrence which 
forms the basis of the tale is known, he informed 
me, 88 THE TRAGEDY OP THE Pass. 

“In the little village which lies at the foot of 
one of the loftiest peaks of the Pyrenees, lived 
Maria Estoval,a woman somewhat higher in 
rank than the herdsmen and vineyard planters 
of the neighborhood, her husband having been a 
colonel in the army during the peninsular cam- 
paigns. He fell at Badajoz, and at the conclu- 
sion of the war an ample pension was awarded 
to his widow, which, with her husband’s previous 
possessions, rendered her quite wealthy. 

“Her family consisted of but two persons, in 
addition to herself—Pedro Estoval, her son, and 
Carlos Estoval, an orphaned nephew of her hus- 
band. The contrast between these two was 
marked and striking. Both were young and 
handsome, possessing the rich olive complexion 
‘of the sons of Spain, and between them theree 
was a certain degree of resemblance. This, * 
however, was slight, and only existed so far as 
outward form and features were concerned. Pe- 
dro was frank, honest and brave, and e general 
favorite as well with the men as with the maids 
of the village; Carlos, on the contrary, was 
dark, moody and revengeful, and was hated and 
shunned by the whole village, with the exception 
of afew chosen spirits of his own ilk, and as_ 
evil in heart as himself. 

“Maria Estoval had adopted Carlos, fally re- 
solved to consider and treat him as a son, and 
this benevolent intention she would no doubt 
have fulfilled, byt for the malignant disposition 
@nd bad qualities of her nephew, which seemed 
daily to increase. It mattered little to him what 
manver of treatment he received; kind words 
and harsh ones were alike answered morosely, 
and those who would have been his friends, were 
repelled by his ferocity and thanklessness. 

“ But although his treatment of all his ac- 
quaintances seemed to be marked by distrust 
and aversion, there was one in particular towards 
whom he cherished a-bitter antipathy, or hatred, 
as it might better be called. This one, strange 
as it may seem, was his cousin Pedro. Even in 
the petty strifes and rivalries of boyhood, this 
sentiment was evident in Carlos Estoval, and 
manhood increased and confirmed it. 

“ This was the state of affairs at the time of 
the death of Maria Estoval, which event hap- 
pened when the young men had respectively 
attained to the age of twenty-two. After the 
last offices had been performed to the dead, the 
notary, with whom the will had been deposited, 
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summoned the cousins before him to hear it 
read. It was brief and conclusive; without men- 
tioning the name of Carlos, the deceased be- 
queathed all her possessions to her son Pedro. 

“The face of Carlos turned alternately. red 
and white with anger, and he gazed furiously 
upon his cousin, whom the reading of the will 
had affected with painful surprise. As he be- 
came conscious of the emotions of Carlos, he 
approached him with @ conciliating air; but his 
cousin motioned him away with a stern gesture. 

“Do not approach me,’ Carlos Estoval said, 
ina tone of bitterness. ‘‘I'hink not to insult 
one you have so deeply injured; smooth words 
and hypocritical looks cannot serve you now.’ 

“You are rash and unjust,’ Pedro replied. 
‘It is you who are striving to injure me, and 
that, too, without the slightest cause. But listen 
to me: I will divide equally with you this prop- 
erty which is now legally mine. Does this con- 
tent you?” 

“ ‘No,’ cried the other, passionately. ‘I will 
not take a gift from your hands—and one which 
should be mine rightfully, and not yours.’ 

“Then go your ways,’ Pedro Estoval re- 
joined, suppressing with difficulty the resentment 
which the last words of his cousin aroused. ‘Go 
your ways; let us separate, for I see you will 
not be conciliated.’ 

«Twill go; but do not flatter yourself that 
you are now rid of me. I tell thee, Pedro Esto- 
val, [have a feud of blood with you, and our 
differences can be settled by nothing short of my 
death or yours. I give you fair warning, then; 
remember that wherever and whenever you find 
me, I am still your bitter enemy.’ 

“With these words, Carlos Estoval rushed 
from the house, and shortly after, disappeared 
from the village, leaving no clue by which he 
might be traced. His parting threats caused 
his cousin a momentary uneasiness—not that he 
feared Carlos as an open enemy, but tecause he 
knew that his bitter enmity might lead him to 
any act of treachery. But time passed on, and 
still there came no tilings of Carlos Estoval. 

“There was one other who had moved the 
hatred of Carlos, and whom he had threatened 
in much the same manner as he did his cousin, 
before his departure. This was Nina Corbon, 
who, although the daughter of one of the poorest 
vine dressers, was the acknowledged beauty of 
the village. Both the cousins had devotedly 
loved the fair girl, and each ardently pressed his 
suit. But Nina was too well acquainted with the 
character of her two suitors to hesitate long in 
her decision, and it was speedily known that 
Pedro Estoval was the favored lover. This fact 
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in a measure accounts for the rancorous enmity 
exhibited towards the two by Carlos. 

“Very soon after the departure of the latter 
from the village, strange reports began to be 
bruited about. A traveller had been robbed on 
the mountains, and his description of one of the 
brigands coincided almost exactly with Carlos 
Estoval. But all doubts were put to flight by an 
occurrence which happened the following week. 

“ Some distance outside the village, and nearly 
at the foot of the nearest mountain slopes, there 
is still a spring of pure, clear water, where from 
time immemorial it has been the custom for the 
maidens of the village to resort, with large goat- 
skin sacks, to obtain a supply of water for the 
following day. Upon the day in question, as 
usual, about the hour of sunset, the young wo- 
mea repaired to the spring. One, Nina Corbon, 
remained a few moments after her companions 
had departed homeward. The sound of their 
laughter had almost died upon her ear, and she 
was about to hasten after them, when she was 
detained by a man who suddenly rose before 
her from his concealment in the grass. A cry of 
alarm came to her lips, as she recognized Carlos 
Estoval! It was certainly he, although his usual 
dress had been replaced by a wild costume, 
which strangely resembled that of the mountain 
brigands. 

“* Stay, pretty Nina,’ he said, placing himself 
directly before her. ‘I must talk with you. 
How fares your lover, Pedro?’ 

“If he were here, he would soon teach you,’ 
the young girl replied, recovering her usual 
courage and firmness, although the manner of 
Carlos filled her with dread. ‘Come, senor, 
stand aside at once, and let me pass; I have 
nothing to say to you.’ = 

“« By no means, Nina; you cannot escape so 
easily. Do you remember my words when I 
last left you ?” 

“Nina Corbon turned slightly pale, but re- 
turned no answer. 

“*Well, let me repeat them,’ Carlos con- 
tinued. ‘Isaid then that when I next came to 
you, you must be prepared to follo¥ me. Are 
you ready?” 

“«To go with you? Never! Carlos Estoval, 
my sentiments towards you cannot change—and 
more than this, if your dress does not belie you, 
you have lately increased in villany. Go: I 
wish to hold no parley with brigands.’ 

“« Brigands !’ replied Carlos, with a sinister 
smile. ‘You are harsh, Nina. But no matter; 
what if I confess that I am one of Tomaso Gas- 
pachi’s trusty followers? The knowledge will 
not give you greater strength to resist me, for 





° 


THE WAYSIDE CROSS. 


go with me you must, and immediately. It is a 
part of my revenge upon Pedro Estoval; the 
remainder will follow quickly.’ 

“As He spoke, he raised her suddenly in his 
arms. A succession of frightened shrieks broke 
from her lips, which Carlos adroitly muffled with 
his scarf, and then hastened to ascend the rocky 
side of the mountain. But his way was barred 
by the unexpected appearance of his cousin 
Pedro, who had been descending the mountain 
when the well-known voice of Nina Corbon 
called him from the path to her rescue. 

“Carlos dropped his burden and started back 
with an oath. At first, he seemed inclined to 
use violence to prevent the interference of his 
cousin, but the stern, determined mien of the 
latter, as he placed the rescued maiden behind 
him and turned to confront him, with a carbine 
in his hand, intimidated him. 

“Come on, villain!’ he said. ‘Give me the 
chance to rid the neighborhood of you—for I 
would not murder you. Stand where you are, 
and we will fire together. Dare you encounter 
me, Carlos—brigand ?” 

“But the latter was evidently not prepared 
for this reception. Surveying his cousin with a 
countenance inflamed with rage and hatred, he 
replied : 

“*Not now, Pedro Estoval. You have won 
again; but mark me—this is your last victory 
overme. Nina Corbon shall yet be mine, and 
you will not long stand inmy way. You have 
conquered at this meeting—beware the next!’ 

“Shaking his clenched hands at his cousin, 
before the latter had time to reply, Carlos Esto- 
val sprang up the rocks and hastily disappeareil. 

@Nina had by this time revived, and Pedro 
accompanied her back to the village, recounting 
on the way the circumstances of her Tescue and 
the threats of his cousin. 

“He is a fearful man,’ she said, with a 
shudder. ‘I hate him more than ever now, and 
of course my fear increases with my hate. The 
Holy Mother protect me!’ she added, devoutly. 
‘I cannot help thinking he will bring some ter- 
rible misfortune upon us yet.’ 

“©Nay,’ replied Pedro, ‘do not fear him. 
‘There is certainly one way by which your 
safety can be secured.’ : 

‘Nina looked at her lover inquiringly. 

“Tt is this,’ he continued. ‘Give me the 
highest right—a husband’s right—to protect 
you, and we can laugh at this braggart and his 
threats. Will you do this, dear Nina?” 

“ The maiden blushed and hesitated, but very 
little persuasion was necessary to make her aware 
of the pressing necessity of an immediate union. 

t 
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“In Spain, even when no such necessity ex- 
ists, affairs like these, when once agreed upon, 
are speedily consummated. Simon Corbon, the 
father of Nina, was made acquainted with the 
trne state of the case; and upon hearing of the 
daring attempt of Carlos Estoval to abduct his 
daughter, made no objections to an immediate 
marriage. So for once, at least, the proverb 
that ‘the course of true love never does run 
smooth,’ seemed about to be falsified. But it 
was not; no, not even in this instance, when 
everything seemed auspicious. At the last mo- 
ment, upon the very morning appointed for the 
marriage, it was discovered that Father Antonio, 
the good curate of the village, was gone upon an 
absence of several days. 

“This discovery filled the trio with dismay. 
What was to be done? Simon Corbon proposed 
to delay the matter until the curate’s return. 
Impossible ; the united voices of the lovers over- 
ruled this proposition—for what, they argued, 
might not happen in an interval of three days? 
Besides this course, there was but one other, and 
this was strenuously urged by Pedro. It was to 
repair to the neighboring village, a distance of 
two leagues over the mountains, and there have 
the ceremony performed. 

“Nina timidly held back from this plan, while 
her father obstinately opposed it. He insisted 
that they could hardly escape the brigands on 
the way, and might possibly fall into the hands 
of Carlos Estoval. Pedro, however, insisted ; 
and having won Nina over to his views, the 
matter ended, as might be expected, by Simon’s 
yielding his consent. 

“Upon the following morning, therefore, the 
three set out upen their mission. Simon Corbon 
was mounted upon a mule, as was also Nina ; but 
Pedro walked by the side of the latter, and 
guided her beast. The lover could not entirely 
repress his uneasiness, as they passed several lo- 
calities rendered notorious by late attacks of the 
brigands ; but as they continued on their way 
without accident or adventure, his spirits rose, 
and he langhed and sang with unusual gayety. 

“At noon, the party entered the Pass of Ter- 
ror. As they proceeded carelessly on, unsus- 
picious of danger, a sharp whistle echoed among 
the rocks, and instantly the way was barred by 
half-a-dozen brigands, headed by Carlos Estoval. 
Pedro quickly tarned Nina’s mule in the oppo- 
site direction ; but to his dismay, he found the 
path blocked by as many more brigands, led by 
a small, thick-set man, with swarthy complexion 
and a piercing black eye, whom he at once 
recognized, from the descriptions he had heard, 
as Tomaso Gaspachi. Before the lover had time 
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to think of resistance, his arms were seized from 
behind, and,securely pinioned ; Simon Corbon 
was in the same instant knocked from his saddle 
and grasped by a huge fellow, beside whom the 
terrified vine-dresser appeared like a pigmy, 
while the reins of Nina’s mule were grasped by 
Carlos Estoval, who regarded the terrified girl 
with an expression of triumph. 

“All this happened in far less time than I have 
occupied in recounting it, so that when the trav- 
ellers had collected their bewildered senses, they 
found themselves securely in the hands of the 
bandits, and, worse than all, at the mercy of 
Carlos Estoval. The first thought of Pedro was 
to appeal to the captain of the brigands; but as 
the latter commenced to speak, he waited. 

“*Now,’ said Tomaso, advancing towards 
Carlos, who still retained his place beside Nina, 
‘you shall receive justice. Is this your wife?’ 

“ Carlos replied in the affirmative. 

¢ Liar!’ burst indignantly from Pedro’s lips. 

“*Do you deny it, then?” Tomaso demanded. 

«¢ That Nina Carbon is yonder villain’s wife. 
I do deny it; he has not the slightest claim upon 
her,’ Pedro boldly replied. ‘Here is her father 
—ask him.’ 

“Tomaso turned quickly to Simon and com- 
manded him to speak the trath. The latter 
tremblingly asserted that his daughter was not 
the wife of Carlos Estoval. 

“An ominous frown appeared upon the brow 
of the brigand, as he heard his words. 

“So, villain,’ he uttered, menacingly, ad- 
dressing Carlos, ‘you have deceived me. Mal- 
ediction! Did you not tell me that Pedro Esto- 
val had robbed you of your wife? Speak!’ 

“The face of Carlos turned deadly pale, as 
he observed the anger of his captain. He at- 
tempted an answer, but in his agitation he was 
only able to stammer an inaudible reply. 

“Tt is enough !’ Tomaso sternly interrupted. 
‘No more, lest you utter another falsehood to me.” 

“ With a gesture, the captain commanded the 

lease of Pedro, and.then signed to the latter to 
ead the mule which bore Nina Corbon further 
away. This being done, Carlos Estoval was 
left standing near the brink of the frightful prec- 
ipice. Without another word, Tomaso unélung 
the carbine at his back, and placing the muzzle 
almost against the forehead of Carlos, discharged 
it. The victim tossed his arms wildly, uttered 
one piercing cry, and toppled over the precipice ! 

“Replacing his carbine, Tomaso turned to the 
horror-struck spectators of this summary pun- 
ishment. His stern look softened, as he gared 
upon the face of Nina, and taking her hand, ho 
said, respectfully : | 
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«Henceforth, lady, let there be at least one 
witness to testify to the justice of Tomaso Gas- 
pachi. You can best tell whether Carlos Esto- 
val merited his fate.’ ’ 

“With these words, he drew off his followers 
and disappeared, having first detailed two of 
them to accompany the travellers as a guard. 
Pedro and Nina proceeded on their way, and it 
was long before they could dismiss the influence 
of the singular and terrible occurrence from 
their minds. In due time, they arrived safely at 
their destination, and were speedily united. Upon 
their return, a vague curiosity induced Pedro to 
gaze over the edge of the precipice. He shud- 
dered as he saw the body of Carlos, hundreds of 
feet below, impaled, by some strange chance, 
upon @ projecting splinter of rock. 

“* He will become food for the vultares—God 
rest his soul!’ Pedro fervently ejaculated. 

“ By his direction, a cross was subsequently 
erected upon tho spot where this tragic scone oc 
curred. There it remains, to this day, and the 
tale which I have narrated will perhaps be recog- 
nized by more than one traveller as the same he 
heard from the lips of his guide in the Pyrenees.” 

The ultimate fate of Tomaso Gaspachi and 
his band I Have previously detailed in the words 
of Matteo. His death, like his life, was violent 
and sanguinary ; yet the réspect with which his 
memory was long cherished by the simple peas- 
ants of the mountains, amply attests that his 
nature was not wholly perverted by evil. 





TEA. 

Tea, with the flowers and scents of the warm 
East in it, with something hearty, and of a down- 
right domestic quality in its vivifying effect! Qf 
the social influence of tea, in truth, upon 
masses of the people in this country, it is not 
very easy to say too much. It has civilized 
brutish and turbulent homes, saved the drunkard 
from his doom, and to many mother, who 
would else indeed have been most wretched and 
most forlorn, it has given peaceful, cheerful 
thoughts that have sustained her. Its work 
among us, in England and elsewhere — ay, 
throughout the civilized world—has been human- 
izing: Iw effect has been upon us all, 
something socially healthful ; something that is 
peaceful, gentle and hearty. The passionate 
drinker may sit by his fire, watch his ketle, and 
in the stream of steam rolling away from it, see 
all the fallen idols of the East tumbling about; 
the long-eared, long-nailed goddesses unceremo- 
niously bandied hither and thither; the gaudy 
temples broken up; the priests disbanded.— 


Douglas Jerrold. 


ene 


THE RESTLESS MIND. 
‘The sunken cheek and lantern jaw, 
Betray the venomed restless mind: 
‘Whove only solace is to prey 
Upon the sorrows of mankind. 
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MY MOTHER. 





BY OSCAR PERCIVAL. 
be 


Bleep on, dearest mother, sleep, 
Thy children mourn their loss; 

Around thy silent grave we weep, 
That’s o@vered o'er with moss. 


‘Thy voice, that once was soft and sweet 
As the summer's gentle breese; 

‘That taught us Jesus’ will to keep, 
To him to give our praise. 


Yet why should we se mourn and weep, 
When God hath called thee home? 

‘Yet it causes us to mourn with grief, 
As o'er the earth we roam. 


We cherish all thy tender love, 
That once thy lips did speak; 
As thou art sleeping in the grove, 

Thy spirit with the meok. 
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A Smuggling Adventure in Monte-Video. 





BY GEORGE H. BURMAN. 





’xx tell you a story about that same, young- 
ster, which may learn you not to jabber too freely 
in a strange port. And, for the matter of that, 
not quite so freely in any port, as you green 
ones are apt to do. 

Did you ever hear of old Stinson, who used 
to sail out of Boston, years ago? He went by 
the name of Captain Bully Black. He was 
short, thick set, and about as near a nigger in 
complexion as a full-blooded white man ever 
ought to-be. He had the name of being a hard 
customer. In short, he was a good master to a 
man who did his duty ; but to one who didn’t, I 
wont just say what he was—I’d rather leave you 
to guess. Ordinarily, he was a person of few 
words. But when his dender was up, I sHouldn’t 
like to be the one to bear its brunt, unless the 
thing were absolutely necessary. He had, like 
many others of his profession, pretty strong 
prejadices ; one of which was thata Yankeo was 
by nature a little smarter than anybody else on 
the face cf the globe. And another (in which 
also he was not so very peculiar), that it was 
perfectly proper, indeed rather obligatory, to 
smuggle when and where he could, out of the 
dominions of Uncle Sam, whose revenue laws 
he acknowledged with as much exactness as 
could be expected from frail human nature, 

In the year eighteen hundred thirty odd, I was 
in the old Sappho as first officer, Captain Stin- 
son, commander. At the time of which I speak, 


259 


we lay at Monte-Video, discharging a cargo 
which we had taken in at Liverpool. The Sap- 
pho was an old fashioned ship, built for carrying, 
and quite fall in the counter. In addition to 
our regular manifest, the captain and myself had 
a little venture in the shape of some thirty or 
more kegs of old Madeira wine, which we in- 
tended to ran ashore free of the heavy duties 
which a legal entry would have imposed. Ah, 
I understand what you would say. But, as we 
sailors used to say, “ No sin in smuggling, if you 
are not caught.” That was our doctrine. 

At Monte Video, on account of the shoal 
water close in, ships were (and I suppose till 
are) obliged to discharge their cargoes into large 
boats or lighters, which conveyed the goods on 
shore. We lay off in the stream, in full view 
from the custom house. As soon as we reported 
ourselves ready to discharge, an officer was put 
on board ship, who checked every package as it 
was unloaded, comparing marks with the ship’s 
list of cargo. The same was done on shore, 
where the lighters came to the landing place. 
The regulations were very strict, and deviations 
therefrom, if known at head-quarters, were s¢- 
verely punished. Rosas was the dictator of the 
city and province, and he was not a ruler to be 
trifled with. With him ig,was a word and a 
blow; or more frequently, the blow without the 
word, when his own people were found wanting. 
If one of his understrappers broke any regula- 
tion of his, the man would be called on by a 
sergeant and file of twelve, who would ask him, 
very politely; to step down the street a little way. 
In about five minutes after, one might hear some 
old muskets go off, and that would be the end of 
the poor fellow. 

To come again to my story. We reported 
ourselves ready to discharge, and off came the 
visite boat, as it was called, and put on board the 
custom-house officer who was to keep ship. He 
was a tall, straight, keen-eyed fellow, with a nose 
like a hawk, and a shining black moustache, 
which curled like a pig’s tail. The captain and 
myself took a survey of him; and we came to 
the conclusion that he might be an ugly customer 
to deal with, though there was no doubt that he 
would pocket a bribe fast enough, if we could 
contrive the thing aright. 

“ Like enough he knows a little English,” said 
Captain Stinson; “most of these fellows do. 
You must parleyvoo round him, and come the 
polite till we can get his bearings, and then we 
can tell better how to manage. They tell me 
these things are a little ticklish here. At any 
rate, we can’t do anything with the kegs just 
yet. SolJ'll leave the man under your care for 
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the present, for I am going ashore to look 
round.”* 

“ Thank you, sir,” I replied. ‘I will use my 
best endeavors with the chap; and as for the 
polite, I can beat a Frenchman at that, when I 
really try.” 

“I never saw you try, then,” growled the old 
man, as he turned to go over the side. 

The coast being clear, I began to make my 

. approaches to the Spaniard. Of course I didn’t 
come straight out; but I edged up to him cun- 
ningly, as a cat does to, a yellow bird. I pitied 
him dreadfully, you know, because he was 80 
lonesome. Says I, “ Parley voo English?” 

He shook his head, as much as to say he 
didn’t understand, or didn’t care about talking, 
or something of the kind. So I just walked 
round a while, and thought the thing over. Then 
I concluded to take him on another tack, for, 
thinks I, if he will jabber a little Spanish perhaps 
we can get along together, somehow. So says 
I, again, “ Monsieur cavaliero patley voo Spanish, 
then?” s 

He shook his head again, and mumbled over 
something about nontoudy ; I can’t spell the word, 
bat it’s Spanish for not understanding. So I 
got pretty well convinced that we couldn’t sail 
together in the way @f talk, and contented my- 
self with giving the wink to the steward to make 
everything right and comfortable for the chap, 
and to hand him out everything he wanted, with- 
out so much as the fiftieth part of a sour look by 
any chance whatever. 

“Yes, sir,” said the steward; “but the way 
he does put into that butter is awful.” 

« “Never mind,” saidI, “the ship can pay forit.” 

In the course of a few hours off came the 
captain. © 

“How do you and that custom-house chap get 
along?” said he. 

“ Can’t get anything out of him,” I answered. 
“ He doesn’t know a word of English, and it 
seemed to me as thongh he hardly knew Spanish 
either, for I tried to talk some with him. But I 
dare say my Spanish has got a little rusty and 
mixed up, seeing as how I have not been on these 
coasts for many years.” 

“No English, eh?’ said Captain Stinson. 
“ However, it doesn’t make much difference. 
We can feel a little more at our ease, and per- 
haps save the hush money that we had intended 
to pay him. I met the captain of the French 
bark Louise, which lays off yonder, when I was 
ashore just now. We had a talk together about 
this wine of eurs, and have arranged that on a 
favorable night, when we hoist a signal lantern 
in the foreshrouds, his boats shall come along- 

° 


DIAMOND CUT DIAMOND. | 





side, take the kegs, and work them ashore for 
us. We shall have to wait, probably two or 
three nights, till our man begins to get a little 
off his guard.” 

We had it all contrived first rate, and felt tol- 
erably easy about getting the stuff clear. It was 
grand weather—we had plenty & good cigars— 
and those confounded lighters worked so slow 
that there was lounging time enough for all the 
cabin people. In the afternoon, I would have a 
good long spell on the quarter; and Captain 
Stinson would come along and get into a talk 
about the Spaniards, berate their religion, growl 
about their cookery, and wish the whole country 
was in the hands of the Yankees, who would be 
able to make something of it. All this time the 
Spaniard, perhaps, would be leaning back against 
the rail, smoking his cigar, and looking as com- 
fortable as possible, never seeming to know that 
the skipper was abusing him and his nation up 
hill and down, right within his own hearing. 
The fact is, as for talking, we got so that we 
didn’t mind him any more than we would a dog 
about deck. 

The captain had always dined on shore; bat 

as luck would have it, he came off in his boat 
one afternoon just as we were sitting down to 
dinner. The Spaniard sat with his back to the 
companion-way, and as Stinson entered he cuald 
not help looking straight into his plate. The 
captain stopped, and his face grew as dark as a 
thunder cloud. I cast my eye toward Mr. Cav- 
aliero, as I used to call him, and I saw directly 
what was the matter. Ho had just taken a warm 
biscuit in hand, and scooping out the inside, 
‘was proceeding according to his usual custom to 
Mil up the shell with the larger part of the con- 
tents of the butter plate. This was a very favo- 
rite dish with our friend, though his unchecked 
indulgence in it bid fair to deprive us very 
quickly of a luxary which we could not easily 
replace in Monte-Video, whore oil is the univer- 
sal substitute. The old captain could hardly 
stand it to see the Spaniard fairly ladling out 
his prime butter in that sort of way. 
. “Steward! steward!” he shouted, in a voice 
of thunder, “come this way directly. How 
much butter have we left?” he continued, as that 
fanctionary made his appearance in hot haste, 
and with rather an atarmed countenance. 

“ Fifty pounds, sir,” exclaimed the steward, 
rabbing his hands in subdued glee as he saw 
where the storm threatened to full. 

“« And two or three days ago we had at least 
a hundred pounds. Now I want to know if this 
here hlasted monsieur keeps eating it at this rate 
all the time 2” 
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“O, yes, sir, yes, sir,” replied the steward, 
with the utmost cheerfulness. “He keeps doing 
80 all the time, sir. He’s only just begun, now, 
sir.” 

Old Stinson seemed ready to choke. He 
could only sputter it out in pieces. 

“Scoundrel, hog, I’! kick him out, bundle 
him ashore in the boat; never saw such goings 
on in all my going to sea.” Adding somewhat 
more of a little stronger nature. 

Just at this instant I was taken with the most 
violent fit of coughing that ever I had in my life 
—purely accidental of course—but it stopped 
the captain a little; and after an instant’s pause, 
he turned about and tumbled up on deck. His 
last words were, as he disappeared : 

“Steward, mind you don’t cook any more 
warm biscuit, while that fellow is on board.” 

All this time our foreign friend sat enjoying 
his melted butter as comfortably as possible, 
without the slightest change of countenance, 
though I did imagine that I saw his moustache 
twitch a very little once. It was plain enough 
that the man hadn’t the slightest idea of what 
‘was going on, though he might have been bright 
enough to have guessed a little by the manner 
of the thing, if inno other way. We finished 
dinner, and got on deck ; Mr. Cavaliero took his 
cigar as usual, and the captain disposed himself 
for a talk. 

“I suppose, Mr. Wallace,” he said, ‘that we 
shall pretty near finish discharging to-night, by 
what you have told me. It is high time we got 
that wine started. And, by the way, isn’t it 
rather odd that this rascally officer should have 

» kept up so much later than usual these two or 
three nights past? Here have the Frenchman's 
boats been laying off and on, and we can’t get 
any chance to doa thing. You don’t think that 
fellow there has any idea that we have got wine 
stowed away in ourcabin, hey? ’Tisn’t possible 
he can understand a little English once in a 
while 7” 

“Not a bit of it. He knows nothing about 
the wine, nor the English either, for if he did, he 
must be more than mortal man to stand that 
broadside that you let off against him at dinner 
time. Fact is, captain, I think you are rather 
hard down on these Spaniards and foreigners 
here. I don’t see why one of them isn’t just as 
good as a Yankee, as long as he behaves 
himself.” 

“ There now, shut up. J wont hear any such 
nonsense as that,” growled old Stinson. “But 
as for that wine, we must have it out to-night, if 
possible. I hope ¢o mercy that chap will take a 
notion to go to bed to-night.” 
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“T think he will,” I said. “It is eloudy and 
rather unpleasant this afternoon, and these last 
few nights have been pleasant enough to tempt 
any one to stay up a few hours.” 

By-and-by the lighters got alongside again, 
and at it we went with a will, to finish off the 
cargo, if possible. Just at nightfall, the captain, 
myself and the custom-house officer were stand- 
ing about the gangway, when the last package 
was hoisted to go over the side. In an instant, 
the Spaniard sprang forward, and caught hold 
of it. 

“T'll stop this, if you please,” he said. 

Old Stinson started as if he had been shot; 
and, as for myself, I never recollect feeling just 
so streaked in my life. 

“Hello, Mister Mounseer, let go of that, I 
say!” roared the old man, as soon as he found 
breath. ‘I thought you couldn’t speak English, 
you old snake in the grass!” 

“ Look here, Captain Stinson,” exclaimed our 
foreign friend, drawing himself up to his whole 
height, while his eyes glittered like fire-flies in 
the dark, “I want you to understand that I can 
talk English as well as youcan. I was educated 
in New York, and spent three years there as 
clerk in one of the mercantile houses. And now 
you have had your fill in blackguarding me and 
my country, and I’ll*make that wine of yours 
pay for it roundly, mark my words.” 

It was in vain for the captain to endeavor to 
express his inward rage and astonishment by 
mere words. The occasion was too much for 
him. He took vent in a long, low whistle, and 
walked away. 

“« What shall I do with this fellow?” he said 
tome. “He'll sell the ship over our heads.” 
Here he stopped short, as if struck with a sudden 
thought. “Suppose we pitch him overboard?” 
he added. , 

“’Twont pay,” I replied, choking down a 
laugh at the half insane coolness of the 
proposition. 

“Don’t know as it will,” continued Stinson, 
despondingly. ‘But that wine shall come out 
this night.” Here he brought down his foot 
with an emphasis on the deck. “It shall come 
out this night, spite of custom-house officers, 
Rosas and the devil.” 

All this passed in a moment. He wheeled 
around with a rough sailor-like laugh, and see- 
ing the steward poke his head out of the cabin, 
asked him if supper were not ready. 

“Come,” said he to the Spaniard, “let us go 
down and take a glass of wine over this. If I 
have been letting my tongue run a little loose, it 
is no more than fair that I should pay for it, as 
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you say. May as well take it coolly as any 
other way. However, as for that package you've 
just stopped, I don’t think you’ll find any harm 
in it. You can look at it at your leisure, if you 
wish.” 

The old man ordered two or three bottles of 
wine on the table. Prime old Madeira it was, 
and came from the self-aame lot that we hed 
tucked away so nicely under our berths. Our 


. friend the Spaniard cottoned to it directly ; but, 


bless you, it had no sort of effect on him that I 
could see. Old Stinson pressed him to help him- 
self, and passed the bottle. Then the old man 
began to warm up, and got agoing on some of 
his best stories (for he could set them off when 
he chose), and our officer too began to thaw a 
a little, and it was full two hours, I think, before 
we got up from the supper table. Then a prop- 
osition was made regarding cigars; and our 
choicest brands were overhauled. We smoked, 
chatted a little—smoked, smoked—went on deck, 
walked about, and smoked; went below and 
smoked ; till finally, when we had made a pretty 
large hole in the night, we got so sleepy that we 
were forced to go tobed. As you may naturally 
suppose, we soon began to snore. Did you ever 
know a thorough-bred seaman who couldn’t 
snore? O, it’s a beautiful art; and I think we 
gave that rascally don some specimens, that 
night, which would have deceived the very old 
gentleman in black himself. First I whistled a 
tiny note, faint as the music of a far-off bird. 
Presently commenced a low and solemn base, 
by my superior’s nose. Then “ crescendo,” I 
believe they call it, I rose to a clear and silvery 
larum, like Miss Brown when she gets clear ap 
on the main truck of her voice, and don’t hardly 
know how to come down again. Then I slid 
away down so softly, and I and old Stinson came 
in with @ fall chorus like one of your big organs 
with all stops off and the pipes in full blast. 
Ah, it was a glorious performance, and so over- 
come Mr, Don, that in less than half an hour he 
also was under the sheets, and carrying ona 
little song of his own, pitched in the nataral 
key. Politely disposed as we were, we didn’t 
like to interfere With his music. So we gradu- 
ally wound up our instruments, and turned out 
of bed very noiselessly, being quite indisposed 
to interrupt our friend’s healthy slumber. 
additional precaution; I slid back my stateroom 
door, and passed abit of rope round its handle 
and that of the adjoitiing door where the Span- 
iard slept. The lantermhad already been set in 
the rigging ; the Frenchman’s boat came along- 
side, and out came those’kegs of wine from un- 
der our berths in less thanino time. It is true 
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we made as little noise about it as possible, but 
it wasn’t long before our gentleman in the wood 
got started. Out of his berth he came with a 
puff, and then such a swearing, rattling, stamp- 
ing and swearing you never heard in your life. 
But the door was good mahogany, put together 
by old Buggins, of New York, and it held him. 
We worked right on, and paid no attention to 
him, and in less than fifteen minutes we had all 
still on our part, and turned in again. Our 
cavaliero soon gave it up for a bad job; and 
when he was entirely quiet, I softly slipped off 
the rope-fastening, and went to sleep like a 
lamb. : 

At very early daylight our chap tambled out, 
and commenced such a bluster that I felt myself 
obliged in civility to take some notice of him. I 
heard his complaints with the utmost surprise. 
Had heard nothing at all; knew of nothing of 
the kind. Was he subject to nightmare? 
Thought it very queer about his not being able 
to open the door, unless it was merely a dream. 
Such a thing might be, however, for the varnish 
in very hot weather would sometimes undergo a 
partial melting, and cause the slides to adhere. 
Didn’t he eat too much of that chicken pie last 
night? Indigestion oftentimes caused most 
horrid dreams. I had an“aunt who was always 
troubled so after eating hearty suppers. In 
short, I did my best to soothe him, after my 
fashion ; but his temper was so unchristian that 
I couldn’t mollify him a bit; and the visite boat 
from the custom house coming alongside, he or- 
dered its crew right into the cabin and had out 
the bottoms of the berths in a twinkling. Asked 
what they were making such a stir for; what 
was it they wanted ? 

“ Vine! vine!” cried a little withered up old 
fellow. 

Told him we didn’t keep it there, and brought 
him some of the article ina tumbler. The Span- 
iard shook his fist at me, and, finding that the 
game was up, for the present at any rate, he 
tumbled himeelf and a pair of French boots into 
the boat, and started with his men for shore. 

Old Stinson rubbed his hands cheerily as they 
made off, then looked blank, then took outa 
prime Havana, and puffed at it unlighted with 
the big end in his mouth; threw it away for a 
failure, took out another, went down into the 
cabin, cocked his legs on the table and his body 


in a chair, and began studying Coggeshall’s Law’ 


of Nations with the book upside down. In two 
minutes, up again on deck, and ordered the boat 
ready to go to his consignees. He was gone till 
afternoon, when he showed himself aboard ship 
with his face as hot as the cook’s coppers. 
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“Do you believe,” he exclaimed, as soon as 
he had got me by the button, “that I hadn’t 
beef at the consignees more than twenty minutes, 
before in came a billet from that infuriated Span- 
iard, politely asking me to send him two hun- 
dred dollars, saying he wanted it right away. 
Old Mirick advised me to pay it, and I vowed 
right up and down that I wouldn’t.” 

“Why, you are crazy, Captain Stinson,” I 
replied. ‘ He’ll have us in the bilboes before 
night, besides coming on the ship for at least 
half she’s worth.”” 

The old man growled like an old bear, and I 
went almost sick at our luck. Couldn’t sleep 
any that night expecting the guard boat along- 
side every minute. Early next forenoon the 
captain ordered round the boat again, and told 
me I might go with him if I chose. I got in, 
and on arriving at the beach, marched up to the 
store of our consignees, Mirick & Sangrado. 
The former was a fine looking old gent, about 

. 8ixty; his hair was as white as snow, and cov- 
ered a knowing head too. The old gentleman 
came forward to us, and, shaking hands with the 
captain, said : 

“ Stinson, I am sorry for you. Yours is a bad 
case. Here is another note come down this 
morning for a hundred dollars more.” 

“T told you so,” burst out the skipper, “I told 
you so yesterday; but you would pay the two 
hundred, and I shall have to father the bill. And 
now here’s some more to come, and so it will be 
till the whole goes for it, ship and all. Dang it, 
Isay, let her go at once, and make a whole job 
of it; I wont pay another cent.” 

“O, yes, you will,” szid Mr. Mirick, amiling 
and clapping him on the shoulder. “Yes, you 
will. Come, Stinson, take aglass of good wine 
with me, and you’ll feel more reconciled.” 

“Not a cent, the rascally villain! I was a 

_ fool that I didn’t pitch him overboard in the 
place. I would have done so, if it had not been 
for that pretty wife of his that he has just got 
married to. Was afraid it might make some 
trouble to her. Might have got somebody to 
pitch him under when he sneaked ashore to see 
her— Hello! Good Lud! why haven’t I 
thought of that before ?” 

Knocking his hat jam down on his head, the 
old man made a single spring through the door, 
and rashed in the direction of the plaza, and I 
after him, for I had no idea what was going to 
happen. Ioverheard Mirick, in a surprised way, 
saying something about broken regulations; but 
what that meant, I knew not. Just about tho 
moment that I caught up with the skipper, we 
came chock up face to face with our friend, Don 
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Filipe, the customs officer. The Spaniard 
looked as pleased as a cat with a pitcher of cream 

“ Have you brought the money ?” said he. 

“No, you rapscallion,” roared old Stinson. ° 

The Spaniard wheeled right about on his heel, 
his face as black as thunder. 

“ Any commands for President Rosas?” he 
hissed out between his teeth. 

“ No, sir-ree, I’m bound straight there myself.” 

The Spaniard cocked his eye round with a 
stare, as if he thought the captain out of his 
senses. To tell the truth I had a slight thought 
of that kind myself. 

“ What expect you to do there, senor ?” 

“Expect? Iexpect to have you shot, you 
old heathen scoundrel! Don’t Iiknow that you 
left the ship twice without permit, three quarters 
of an hour each time, contrary to the express 
regulations of President Rosas? Thought we 
weren’t posted up, eh?” é 

The Spaniard turned deadly pale, his legs 
shook under him, and he almost went down on 
his knees in the dirt. He well knew that ho was 
in our power. 

“Spare me, Senor Captain,” he cried, with an 
abject look. ; 

“Hand the two hundred,” cried the skipper. 

Senor Filipe, with a trembling hand, counted 
out the gold. 

“ Hand out another hundred for our trouble,” 
&dded ‘Stinson, with a stern and piercing look. 

Our friend essayed to murmur, but his coun- 
tenance quickly sank, and out came the money. 
Stinson carefully examined the reckoning as be- 
fore. Then, turning with a low bow to the 
Spaniard, he addressed him as follows : 

“ My dear friend, I find that I have been a 
little prejudiced against your countrymen, and, 
as I wouldn’t like to injure your feelings, I 
would explain that I had erroneously judged 
their character by the example of two or three 
such precious scamps as yourself. I am happy 
to find your countrymen, on the whole, a very 
honorable people; and hope for your sake that 
they will soon be induced to offer you a pas- 
sage to Guinea, or somewhere else, where you 
can be more at home than it is possible for you 
to be, here among decent people. And, before 
I part with you, please accept a bit of advice. 
Never again attempt to take the advantage of a 
Yankee, unless you wish to fare worse than you 
have done to-day. Good-day, sir, and wish you 
well. And now, Mr. Wallace,” he continued, 
tarning to me, “ thom ‘diamond cnt diamond’ 
for you; and as we’vé made s pretty fair spec- 
ulation today, I‘ think we can afford a ride up 
town. What say you?” 
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THE FLOWERS OF THE FIELD. 


BY ROSWELL RICE. 





The verdant flowers are blooming, 
In ample troops appear, 

Their golden buds are breaking 
On landscapes far and near; 

The meads and gardens waving 
‘With these rich gems of God, 

Cheer up the soul that’s mourning 
Under affiiotion’s rod. 


These starlit flowers are bending 
By every gentle breese, 

O’er earth's broad circle smiling— 
‘The feast of tolling bees ; 

From sunlit waving oceans, 
Lake, vale and mountajn sod, 

These gems in all their beauty 
Display the works of God. 


They come with full-orbed glory 
In summer's genial rays, 

And on earth's dreary surface 
Console man’s eager gaze; 

They fill each heart with wonder, 
King Solomon outshine, 

From all the sweets of nature 
Rich odors they combine. 


If God on flowers is shining, 
And gives them every hue; 
How much more bless the faithful, 
That in his truth pursue! 
Sweet gems immortal waving, 
Shall grace the ransomed soul 
Of every saint in heaven, 
While streams of mercy roll. 


Thou Son of God! Redeomer! 
Who did the lily grace, 

Thy word of power has quickened 
Queen Flora’s blooming race; 

Yet they are frail and fleeting, 
Each year they pass away, 

But thy unfading glory 
Shall live when flowers decay. 





THE ROCK OF CASHEL. 


BY WILLIAM B. OLIVER. 





Fovrrzen miles from Clonmel, in the county 
of Tipperary, Ireland, is the town of Cashel. 
Ic is built round the southern and eastern sides 
of the celebrated Rock of Cashel. There isa 
prophecy extant, of St. Columkill, that when 
there was a fall of this rock, there would bea 
revolution in England. Not long since, a con- 
siderable portion of this rock slipped down, re- 
calling the prophecy to many minds. 

The rock of Cashel rises in a rich plain, in 
the very heart of the finest soilin Ireland. The 
summit of the-rock is crowned with picturesque 
buildings. Here is an ecclesiastical Round 
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Tower; Cormac’s Chapel, built by Cormac 
M’Carthy, king of Minster, in the twelfth cen- 
tury; a grand cathedral, built by Dorald 
O’Brien, king of Limerick; two towers in the 
Norman style, executed in the eleventh and 
twelfth centuries; and a strong castle built for 
the archbishop’s palace. The summit of the 
rock of Cashel commands the most extensive 
and picturesque view in all Ireland. The Bay 
of Dublin can be discerned, and the rich beauty 
of the county of Wicklow lies beneath it like a 
soft picture. On the west, the Shannon winds 
its lazy course like a huge serpent, until it loses 
itself in the Atlantic; and on the east, the Nore 
mingles with the Barrow, watering the rich 
plains below. On this rock, too, dwelt the 
kings of Munster, each of whose lives was in it- 
self a brilliant poem, but whose fame is passing 
away from the nation, as the ancient Milesian 
blood grows thin and weak. 

Years ago, a young girl, in whose veins a por- 
tion of this very blood was said to flow, and who 
resided with her widowed fatheron the eastern 
declivity of Cashel, was beloved by the son of 
Maurice Heath, a man of a respectable but de- 
cayed family, and now living ina miserable, 
tamble-down sort of place, at Clonmel. The 
house itself had been one of the better sort, and 
the land showed here and there evidences of 
having been laid out with taste, as a gentleman’s 
pleasure grounds. Bont these traces were mostly 
effaced, and the soil was used now only for 
planting potatoes, except the small portion de- 
voted to the pasturage of a single cow. Here 
had lived Maurice Heath’s ancestors, however, 
for all remembered time; and here, although he 
had not a penny to keep it in repair, and it was 
falling to pieces about his ears, he continued to 
live, too proud to exchange it for a decent cabin, 
or to pull down any part of it to mend the 
leaky roof and gaping stones of the rest. 

Early in life, he had married Ilda Heath, his 
third cousin ; for which offence against the es- 
tablished rules of the country and religion, he 
was banned and excommunicated. They had 
but one child, Donald, on whose young life this 
separation from all society pressed very heavily. 
Fortunately, the child had engaged the attention 
of the priest of Clonmel, who, taking a fancy to 
the boy, and urging that his parent’s faults should 
not peril his immortal soul, nor even his earthly 
interests, had invited him to come to his house 
for instruction. He found Donald an apt and 
willing pupil, and, proud of his progress, Father 
O’Brien initiated him into the elements of other 
studies besides that of the catechism; so that 
the boy at fifteen was advanced far beyond those 
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who had attended regular schools, and could 
even compete with the youths who had left Clon- 
mel go reap the advantages of the university at 
Dablin. 

But Maurice Heath, whose spirit was broken 
down by poverty and the desertion of friends, 
hardly appreciated this act on the part of Father 
O’Brien, and often reproached his son for spend- 
ing so much time over his books, when it was 
needed for work. After these expostulations, 
poor Donald would sit moping about the house 
for days, apparently without any object in life, 
when his mother would urge him back to his 
beloved books once more, and promisa interces- 
sion with his father in his behalf. But Ilda 
Heath’s life was now ina doubtful state. The 
desertion of friends, while it made her husband 
moody and irritable, had preyed upon her in- 
wardly until her health declined, and when Don- 
ald was in his seventeenth year, she sunk gently 
into the grave. From this time Maurice Heath 
was insensible alike to pleasure or pain, life or 
death, solitude or society. The being for whom 
he had perilled loss of caste, perhaps loss of his 
sofl—for so did the Clonmel bigots construe 
it—was taken away from his eyes, and thence- 
forth life was a burden. No solicitations of his 
son could rouse him to arly exertion, and the 
land would have .been wholly untended, and 
the means of subsistence would have utterly 
failed, had not the boy seemed suddenly endowed 
with a new spirit. He laid aside the books he 
loved so well, and devoted himself to draining 
bogs,’ building stone walls around the land, and 
brightening up the aspect of their possessions. 
Only the house itself was let alone. On that, 
his father, though deep in his utter abstraction to 
all other things, resisted allinnovations. Where 
Iida lived and died, not a single thing must be 
touched ; and so they lived on in its decay. 
Still, they were more comfortable than formerly, 
Donald imperatively requiring old Aileen, a 
woman who had taken care of his mother, and 
had remained at the house ever since she died, 
to prepare his meals regularly, and to see that 
his father’s clothes were clean and well mended, 
on pain of being dismissed. Having no settled 
home, she was desirous of staying, and her 
efforts to get Maurice to dress himself decently 
were sometimes Indicrous enough. Her only 
way of success was to steal his clothes from his 
room after he was asleep, and substitute others 
for them, so that her anxiety to please Donald 
was generally rewarded. 

After the latter had made all the improvements 
which he was able, he returned to his books with 
fresh relish, and the priest of Clonmel received 








265 


him joyfally. Still, he could only recite to his 
teacher on account of his anxiety to be with his 
father, in his present low state of health and 
spirits. Maurice Heath came in a very few 
years to the verge of insanity. He was very 
gentle, except at times, when the old irritability 
would flash out upon the first person who hap- 
pened near him. Donald was now twenty-one, 
but with no profession, no means of living, save 
in the scanty way in which the family had al- 
ways lived, and which now his taste and intel- 
lect as well as his ideas of comfort rebelled 
against sorely. But he saw no way at present 
to revive their fortunes, and almost he wished 
that his eyes had never been opened to any new 
view of life, through the books that had been 
his only solace, since they had given him at the 
same time a craving for another life than the one 
he was forced to lead. Musing upon all these 
things, he was walking home from the priest’s 
house one day, and when near his own gate he 
heard the irregular clatter of a horse’s feet, and 
almost instantly they passed, almost overtarn- 
ing him in the path. The rapid flight only gave 
him time to see that a lady was on the horse’s 
back, and that her saddle was loose, with the 
straps hanging. He sprang after them, and, 
thanks to his wild and fearless training, he was 
enabled to seize and turn the horse, and rescue 
her from being trampled upon in the narrow 
pass into which the horse had entered. A sprained 
ankle, not yet quite strong, had alone prevented 
her from jumping off before, and as she reached 
the ground it was again strained, rendering her 
in a degree helpless. 

To calm the frightened horse, and put him in 
safety, arrange the broken straps of the saddle, 
and set the lady upon it once more, was the 
work of a few moments. The glance of thanks 
from the sweetest eyes that had ever met hisown, 
was ample repayment of his services. But long 
before he reached the gate of his own house, 
and at which he did not intend to stop, impelled 
to pass it from a sudden feeling of shame in 
letting the strange lady know that he lived there, 
the hurt foot began to swell and grow so painfal, 
that it seemed absolutely necessary that some- 
thing should be done to relieve it. Stifling his 
pride at sight of her extreme suffering, he en- 
treated her to suffer him to lead the horse up 
the pathway to the door, and try old Aileen’s 
sovereign remedy for strains and bruises; and 
moaning with pain she consented. He carried 
her in his arms to a long, narrow room, which 
had once been a picture gallery, and where yet 
hung a few straggling fragments of paintings on 
the time-stained walls. Donald blushed pain- 
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fally as he laid the lady down on an old, moth- 
eaten couch, and then, with the heightened color 
still burning on his cheek, he left her to call old 
Aileen. The good creature came with an array 
of bandages, cups and boxes that would have 
served the army at Sebastopol, on the day of 
battle, besides cold and hot fomentations; and 
Donald, charging her to be gentle and tender, 
left her with the beautiful invalid. 

“ And it’s himsel’ that’s the gintle one,” said 
Aileen, delighted for once to have an auditor for 
“Misther Donald’s” praises. “Sure, it’s as 
tinder as a lamb that he led me up to mees bid 
the other night whin I had the rheumatics upon 
me. Och! I sometimes think he is as good as 
St. Anthony himsilf, and sure the poor young 
masther is full as lonesome as the saint himailf. 
But look at your poor little foot, my lady!” con- 
tinued Aileen, taking up the swollen limb ten- 
derly in her hands, and placing it on a cushion. 

It had evidently been bruised as well as 
strained, and the young lady remembered that 
the loose stirrup had struck incessantly against 
it. The fomentations partially relieved the pain, 
and Aileen wrapped it up carefully, but not a 
moment could the patient bear her own weight 
upon it; and when Aileen went out to find Don- 
ald to tell him of it, and ask what was to be 
done with the young lady for the night, although 
he was already wild with the thought of that 
beantiful face that had laid on his shoulder, he 
was annoyed to feel, that with their scanty ac- 
commodations, she would be forced to stay all 
night. When he went to her again, he asked 
where he should go to give information to her 
friends. 

“Nay; Ican go home, surely. My brother 
is doubtless even now seeking me, and I must 
ride on to relieve his anxiety.. I can reach 
Cashel to-night.” 

“ Cashel! dear lady,” returned Donald, “ it 
will be impossible for you to ride fourteen miles 
to night, with that ankle, which Aileen tells me 
is so bruised. Every step would but aggravate 
it. And as for remaining here, if you could 
submit to our poor accommodations, we will 
make you as comfortable as we can without re- 
moving you from this room. I will myself ride 
to Cashel, and tell your friends where you are.” 

The lady looked earnestly at her deliverer, as 
if she would have read his character in his face. 
Apparently the look was satisfactory, for she 
gave him her hand, and said : 

“Tam sorry that you should have this trouble 
for me, but if you will go, my brother is at the 
archbishop’s palace, and will accompany you 
back. The archbishop is my brother’s god- 
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father, and is now studying in his library. My 
father is too infirm to come for me; and asI 
was not expected home to-night, he will net be 
alarmed at my absence. Inquire at the palace 
for Templeton Moore, and relate to him my ac- 
cident. Take my horse; he knows the way, 
and will carry you safely. Templeton will come 
in a carriage.”” 

Charging Aileen to ft up the young lady’s 
room with everything she could find to make it 
comfortable, and to take her a nice supper, he 
departed for Cashel. Ashe sped along pn the 
fleet white horse, he strove hard ‘to banish from 
his mind the beautiful face that he had left in the 
old picture-room. She was evidently no common 
or obscure person. Her dress, her manners, the 
circumstances under which he found her, riding 
out upon her own splendid horse for pleasure, 
her evident acquaintance with the archbishop, 
all showed her to be ina degree of rank far 
above his own. What then, had he to do with 
that face? But although he seriously asked 
himeelf this question, and arrayed his poverty, 
his father’s almost imbecile state, and their 
dilapidated old dwelling all before him, still the 
face haunted him throughout the ride, gazing 
upon him with its sweet eyes, like the face of an 
angel, and tempting him to bestow a malison upon 
the poverty that kept him from seeking the love 
of such a being as she who wore it. 

The beautiful horse took Donald to Cashel 
in a shorter time than he could have imagined. 
He sought and found Templeton Moore at the 
palace. He was a very counterpart of his sister ; 
the same soft, gray eyes, dovelike in their ex- 
pression, shaded by just such long, dark lashes as 
to give them almost a mournful look. 

“T am ready to go with you this moment, Mr. 
Heath, as my sister informs me you are called. 
You have a carriage with you ?” 

He paused, for Donald’s cheek colored pain- 
fally. 

“I baye none. I rode your sister's horse 
hither, and she thought you would take a car- 
riage to go to Clonmel.” 

“Certainly; I might have known she would 
wish to send Lily back. Thank you for bring- 
ing her. I shall keep herhere, so as not to alarm 
my father by sending her home.” 

Donald repeated what Miss Moore had said 
about her father not expecting her home. 

“Ah, now Iremember. Matilda did intend 
staying here to-night, and the archbishop was 
just wondering why she did not come back from 
her ride, when you arrived.” 

At that moment the archbishop entered the 
room. Templeton Moore explained it all tohim, 
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and finding that Donald had ridden from Clon- 
mel, he insisted on his taking some refreshment, 
and had a table laid immediately. Donald was 
impatient to get back, however, and could not 
be prevailed on to stay fora long repast; and 
the archbishop’s carriage was at the door, into 
which the two young men entered and were 
driven back to Clonmel. 

Aileen had surpassed herself, in order to give 
pleasure to her young master. She had kept 
carefully from Mr. Heath that 9 stranger was in 
the house. She had bronght in every comfort 
which she could think of for the young lady, 
and was now intending to remain with her 
through the night to attend to her ankle. Tem- 
pleton Moore therefore insisted on going to the 
inn where the horses and servant were to be 
quartered, Donald feeling a bitter sense of mor- 
tification, that he could not urge him to remain. 

“J shall be quite able to go by to-morrow 
noon,” said the invalid, as she bade them good- 
night. 

Aileen’s work that night was not without 
effect. The young lady, although not able to 
step, was free from pain, and could be easily 
removed ; and she was lifted by Donald and her 
brother into the carriage. A cordial invitation 
to their host to visit them at Cashel, a generous 
gift to Aileen, a grateful acknowledgement of 
kindness, and they were gone. - 

Gone! How desolate the old house looked 
when Donald turned back to it. That night 
he never left the room that seemed to him hal- 
lowed as by the presence of an angel. He paced 
the floor with rapid steps, dwelling upon every 
look she had given him, or lay upon the couch 
she had pressed, dreaming of the future which 
might have been so bright, had fortane been more 
kind. 

Donald had known little of women. His 
mother stood to him for the impersonation of the 
whole sex ; but Ilda Heath, in the mournful iso- 
lation of her life, was not like this glad, joyous 
girl, who seemed to fill the whole air with sun- 
shine, even when suffering physical pain—whose 
smile seemed but the reflection of her own hap- 
piness, and whose gentle, kindly manner towards 
himself had filled him with an inexpressible 
emotion. 

Not many days passed away, before Donald 
was invited to Cashel, to the house of Mr. Moore. 
A note from Templeton, worded in the kindest 
manner, conveyed the invitation, and the day 
and hour were fixed. Donald remembered his 
scanty wardrobe, and hesitated ; but the desire 
to look once more upon that face decided him. 
It was accepted. He would take one more gaze, 
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and then fall back into the dull life which this 
vision had so beautified and brightened fora 
brief and fleeting moment. 

“What are you doing, Aileen?’ he asked of 
the old woman, as he saw her busily steaming, 
pounding, brushing and rubbing something in a 
huge tub, two or three days before the appointéd 
time of his visit to Cashel, and over which her 
face was growing still redder under her exertions. 

“Faix, ye'll see sometime,” she answered 
shortly, “there, go away now, masther dear— 
I hear your father call.” 

Donald turned away shaking his finger good 
humoredly at her; and on going to his room the 
next day, he found the solution of her little 
mystery. There lay his clothes, thoroughly ren- 
ovated by some process which Aileen said she 
had learned of an old Jew clothes man at Dub- 
lin, and darned almost invisibly in places, while 
accompanying it was linen whose whiteness a 
king might envy. 

“Thank you, Aileen,” he said, ashe came 
down on the appointed morning; “you have 
been very skilful here.” And indeed, he looked 
what he traly was, a gentleman. 

Templeton Moore met him at the door, with 
awarm welcome, and introduced him to his 
father, then took him to an inner parlor, where 
Matilda’s ankle still chained her to the: couch. 
If she had looked beautiful to Donald’s eyes, in 
the close dress which she wore on horseback, 
she was still more so in the delicate, floating 
gauze dress that was falling around her like a 
mist. If he came here for a last look, it would 
be to carry the arrow more surely in his heart. 
There was company at dinner, but Donald was 
considerately seated by Templeton. Matilda 
did not appear, but he was rewarded for her 
absence, by a whole hour passed by her side 
alone. She drew him on to tell of himself; and 
before he was aware of it, he was telling her of 
his early life, his hopes, his disappointments, his 
poverty; but here he paused. 

“ You will carve your own way, I am certain, 
Mr. Heath,” she said. ‘“ Witha heart and mind 
like yours, the world must have some place for 
you yet. Wecan sympathize with you on the 
score of poverty. We, too, are reduced, but I 
do not think degraded by our poverty.” 

Donald sighed. He felt there was e difference 
between their stations, even though she appeared 
to be insensible to it. It was hard to tear him- 
self away from her presence, but, although urged 
to stay through the night by Mr. Moore and his 
son, he could not think of leaving his father s0 
long. 

“ A very good, sensible young man,” remarked 
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Mr. Moore. “ Fine looking, too. My little girl 
must not lose her heart to him, however, for 
Templeton tells me he is poor.” 

After this, Matilda and her brother called 
twice in their rides, upon Donald, and se far 
from taking his last look, he was often drinking 
in the sweet poison of that love which he did not 
now strive to repress. Something told him there 
was yet hope. 

He was called away on business one day, to a 
small town beyond Cashel, for Father O’Brien, 
who could not himself attend to it. He was 
detained until late in the evening, and when he 
reached Cashel, the inhabitants seemed to have 
retired for the night. Weary with his day’s 
work, he would have given anything to have 
stopped for a few moments at the house of his 
friends. But the clocks were striking out eleven 
chimes, and he rode on hastily. As he ascended 
a hill from which he could look down upon Mr. 
Moore’s house, a bright light seemed to flash in 

‘that direction, which, at first, he thought was 
lightning, as the night was dark and warm. 
Pausing a moment on the brow of the hill, he 
saw that it was fire; and quick as thought, he 
spurred his horse down the other side of the hill, 
and reached the street in which his heart told 
him there might be danger. Placing his horse 
under arude shed where he could not see the 
fire, he ran to Mr. Moore’s house under dropping 
brands and cinders that scorched his hair and 
clothes. That was indeed on fire too, and as 


yet there seemed to be no effort made to check” 


it. A sight now met his eyes that almost took 
the breath from him. At an upper window stood 
Mr. Moore, calling wildly to a few persons who 
had assembled below to bring him a ladder. 
The lower part was wreathed in flame that was 
rapidly ascending. No one heeded him, until 
Donald sprang forward, and placing one which 
he had snatched from 4 man who held it, against 
the window, he called to Mr. Moore to come 
down. Faint, dizzy and bewildered, he lingered 
until Donald sprang up the ladder, and assisted 
him down. 

“Where are your children, sir?” he asked, 
eagerly. 

“ God knows !”” he answered, not yet recogniz- 
ing Donald. ‘Templeton sleeps just above me, 
Matilda on the garden side, near me—but I 
called, and they must have escaped, for they did 
not answer.” 

He said these last words to the winds, for 
Donald had dragged the ladder round to the 
garden, and was already half way up. There 
lay Matilda on the floor, the flames already near 
her, and she was unable, from her ankle, which 
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she had again injured, to get out of the room. 
With a shriek of grateful recognition, she uttered 
his name. He took her in his arms, and again 
descended the ladder, but dropped senseless with 
his precious burden at its foot. He knew noth- 
ing more, until he awoke ina splendid room, 
with Mr. Moore and the archbishop seated be- 
side him. 

“ Thank God, you are alive, Mr. Heath!” 
said the latter. “Our good friend here would 
ingjst that you were dead; but I have felt too 
many pulses not to know that there was life 
under yours.” 

“And the fire—was that a dream ?”’ asked 
Donald. 2 

“Nay, it was a reality, and a very sad one. 
All is gone—but the lives of all were saved. 
Mr. Moore tells me that you saved him and his 
daughter.” 

“And Templeton?” 

“Ts injured slightly, and must have rest. 
One of us will stay with you—the other will 
attend tohim. Your horse is safe, Mr. Heath. 
He was found in the shed by the church, and as 
he was known to belong to the priest at Clonmel, 
we concluded that you must have come on his 
back.” 

Donald started up from the bed where he had 
been lying. It was broad daylight; and the 
mention of the horse recalled to his mind how 
long he had been absent from home. 

“I must go now,” he said, but as he spoke, he 
fell back upon the bed. 

“Indeed you cannot, my young friend,” said 
Mr. Moore, kindly. “You are very ill, and 
have been bled. I have despatched the horse 
and a note to Father O’Brien, who will inform 
your family where you are. Now, I will go to 
my son, and send his attendant to you.” 

A moment after, Matilda entered the room in 
the arms of a stout servant-woman, but Donald 
was already insensible. A severe fever followed, 
and for six weeks his life seemed to hang sus- 
pended by a thread. Good nursing and a good 
constitution restored him. 

“Can you bear to hear sad tidings 1” asked 
the archbishop one day. 

“ Perhaps—I do not know how strong I am.” 

“Mr. Heath, I tremble to tell you that your 
father is no more.” 

Donald turned his face to the wall, and wept. 

“You have paid dearly for helping me, and 
saving my daughter,” said Mr. Moore. ‘Ihave 
felt it very deeply. Depend on it, however, that 
your father lacked nothing but his beloved son’s 
presence.” 

“And where is Ailoen ?” 
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told last night ;” and the flush broke out again. 

Breakfast over, John sat down by the fire to 
read his paper. He seemed very nervous about 
it, shifting the pages continually, and watching r 
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pointed to eight, put on hat and coat, and hur 
ried out. 

“He has not seen it, mother,” said farmer 
John, with a sigh of relief. 

“ He was thinking'so much of Mary,” mused 
the good wife. Her face was clouded: 
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BY MRS. MARY A. DENISON. 


* He’s a good son.” 
“ Ay, ishe! as good to us.as if he were our | 
own,’*replied the 61d farmer, placing his pipe” 
_ over the shelf. 
“He is just the same;” and the farmer’s wife 
wiped her eyes with the corner of her apron.” 
“We have done wrong, John.” 
“Wrong! I should like to know how?” 
“Jn not telling him.” 4 
“Well, I don’t know;” the farmer rubbed 
his hands, and looked straight into the fire—<I 
don’t know !” 
| “Now he will be getting this great fortune. “THE DOMINIE'S DAUGHTER. 
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Her mother was an ethereal, delicate creature, 
with spiritual impress, and she had dowered 
Mary with her own priceless graces. Dominie 
Worth was a happy, becausea good man. A 
slight personal defect but enhanced the glory of 
dis intcllect. Everybody loved him, for he won 
love by his urbanity, courtesy, and gentleness. His 
sermons were remarkable ; his fame had reached 
more than one city, and golden offers had been 
made him. But, as he said, he loved his little 
pine pulpit; he loved his little white meeting- 
house—he loved his dear parish best of all. 
" The gilding and the damask of the more splen- 
did “courts of the Lord,” were not suited to 
his taste—the stifled city air—its smoke—its 
thunder—its crowds—no, no; they were never 
meant fot him. The birds and the trees, the 
flowers and the sweet country air; the scent of 
hay and roses in summer, or the open white wild 
in winter—these he loved, they were necessary to 
his existence. 

The same morning on which we have seen 
‘John Bradbury, Mary arose—not exactly with 
the lark, for there were no larks in Medway— 
but exactly at the hour that larks would rise, 
did they sojourn in this pleasant land of oars. 
Her first duty was to call the old housekeeper. 
Katy, the girl was already up. She was bring- 
ing a pail of water from the mossy well. Then, 
attired in her winter dress of plain pearl-color, 
she went into her mother’s room: The invalid 
(she was just recovering from a tedious illness) 
greeted her with a beatiful smile, and » warm 
kiss, while Mary, with a soft touch, smoothed 
the pillows and the bed, and bathed tho pale face. 

“ You are up very early, my love, and I fear 
you did not retire as soon as you should.” 

“Tt was only ten, mother,” said Mary, her 
cheeks growing rosy. ‘“ Mother—I—” 

“ Well, Mary, speak on.” 

The bright head was hidden in the pillows, 
close to her mother’s face, anda faint voice 
murmured: “I will tell you to-night.” 

A emile, and then a look of pain crossed the 
features of the invalid. But the smile returned 
again, and remained there. Mary raised her 
head at sound of her father’s step, and hastily 
left the chamber. A moment more, and she was 
busy with her geraniums. They stood on the 
broad window-seats, a beautifal variety. The 
dining-room was always warm, and the plants 
were well cared for. Many a scarlet bloom 
crowned the rich, green stems, rewarding Mary’s 
love and attention. 

“ Why should I feel so awkward whenever I 
speak of him?” she whispered to herself. ‘“ Do 
all who love feel thus, I wonder ?” and the inno- 
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cent chéek rivalled the crimson petal over which 
she bent. 

“ Breakfast, my child,” said her father. 

They sat down together, with the good but 
deaf old housekeeper. 

“One week ago,” said the dominie, stirring 
his tea, “I could not sit here with a light heart 
as I do this morning. O, Mary, thank God 
with me that your mother is spared !” 

“Tdo,” said Mary, gratefully, wondering if 
anywhere in the world these tender brown eyes 
with their long lashes could be matched. 

«We may have her with us in another week,” 
mourmured her father, his face lighting up with 4 
rare smile. 

“Yes, father.” 

“ By-the-by, wasn’t young Bradbury here last 
night?” 

“Well, he’s a fine fellow, and I like him. 
Another cup of tea, little Molly.” 

Mary was glad of this order, for she felt flushed 
up to her very temples. Perhaps her father did 
not observe it; perhaps he did. Fathers are not 
generally stocks and stones. 5 

“ And now you are off to your school, I sup- 
pose. Give me a kiss, Molly. To-day is my 
lazy Monday, so I shall sit with your mother— 
or, perhaps—I think I will though. IJ’ll come 
over to the school, and give your scholars 8 
little talk.” 

“ Thank you, father, I shall like it above all 
things. Good morning.” 

“Good morning—God bless you, darling.” 

Mary looked prettier than ever in that tasteful 
hat, with the white lace around her face, and the 
chestnut curls straying out on either side the 
white, pure complexion. Q, but Mary was& 
little beauty! Perhaps as she glanced shyly 
around sometimes,—perhaps she expected some- 
body. And so she did, but not so soon; not 
the somebody she did meet. 





THE LAWYER. 

Why to be sure, he was a lawyer, if he did 
look so green, with his thin legs in tight trowsers, 
and his tall hat shooting up like a steeple. To 
be sure he was a lawyer, if he did have hair of 
a certain color and whiskers to match, the former 
very thin and straggling, the latter very thick 
and bandit looking. Didn’t he wear an enor- 
mous gold chain? and I should like to know if 
that isn’t one of the signs of a professional man ! 
Seth Bobbin was no handsomer than his name, 
but he was rich. Yes, rich!! 
need to do nothing,” as his mother eloquently 
averred every time she spoke of him, for Josiah 
Bobbin, who had kept an immense variety store 


x 


ey ng, 


“Seth didn't “ 
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for three and thirty years, had obligingly taken 
very narrow quarters, and left Seth all his money 
—thousands upon thousands. 

So, it was Seth Bobbin who bobbed upon her 
path before she gone three rods from the sun- 
gilded parsonage, and with many bows and 
more “ahems,” said that it.was a delightful 
morning. Mary responded with a vexed look 
that it was. u 

“Going to school, I suppose,” said Seth. 

This was easily answered. : 

“Tt must be very pleasant to keep school.” 
Seth was offering his arm, but Mary was affected 
with a sudden blindness, she did not see. 

“Very pleasant sometimes,” she responded, 
looking the other way. 

Now Seth had been repulsed so often and 
with such spirit by this fair young girl, that if 
he had been a man-of moderate sense, he would 
have kept out of the way. The reason why he 
did not was very plain; he was nota man of 
moderate sense. After this, they walked on 
silently for a quarter of a mile, Seth carefully 
pointing out such’ places as he did not think 
should be honored with the little tripping feet at 
his side—and then they were met by handsome 
John Bradbury. He did look so handsome— 
lifting his hat from the thick curls, bowing with 
such natural grace, hig eyes alight, his brown 
cheek 80 richly colored — that the lawyer could 
have knocked him down just for looking hand- 
some and brave. 

There was no mistaking the flush that flew all 
over Mary’s beautiful face, or the manner in 
which she said “good morning.” 0, it was so 
different from the icy salatation that Seth Bobbin 
had received! Seth bit his thin under lip, and 
then laughed a little, turned on his heel, and 
was off sauntering so easily, so carelessly 1 

“‘Confounded fool!’ he muttered, when he 
was some way beyond. “A brute of a farmer, 
and smelling of stables—agh! Poor as a church- 
mouse, too, and pretend to like her. T’ll—I’ll 
shoot him, upon my word I will, just as sure as 
I get roused, I’ll fire right through his head, if 
I have to be hung for it! A common farmer— 
dirt shoveller—hoe-picker—ugh !” 

Mary and John were moving on though, just 
as contentedly as if Seth Bobbin had never been 
born, or having been, had never blest that par- 
ticular locality with his legal presence. 

“Thave almost finished your desk, Mary,” 
said John. 

“ Have you?” 

“Tt will be a very pretty thing, and I—I met 
you this morning to ask you whet color you 
would like it lined with ?” 
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“0, blue, if you please.” 

“ Yes—is blue your favorite color ?” 

The beautiful eyes looked upward, first to the 
clear, calm heavens, then in his face. “Yes, I 
think I do like blue best,” she answered. And 
there was silence for a few moments. 

“Ttold you I was reading ‘ Plutarch’s Lives,’ ” 
he said. 

“Yes ;” she smiled as though she were proud 
of him. 

“‘Thave not told my father of my plans yet, 
I shall very soon though. He does not dream 
that Iam pursuing such studies, and when I 
propose to fit myself for college, I am not quite 
sure that he will be pleased, for he is growing 
old, and wants me to work on the farm. But 
as you say, if providence intends me for another 
sphere, providence will open the way.” 

“Yes, John, of that I am sure.” 

“Well, good morning,” and the hand was 
held with a loving pressure. 

The children came crowding about their young 
teacher, all anxious for a smile, for a sweet word, 
and supremely blessed by a kiss. Mary paused 
a moment—tarning her blushing, radiant face 
once, strangely enough to encounter his turned 
over his shoulder, and then went in the pleasant 
school-room. 





A VISIT, 


“Dear me! there’s the black bonnet of Mrs. 
Bobbin,” exclaimed Dominie Worth. He had 
just risen from his knees, in which, posture he 
had been playfully talking with his wife. 

“ She will come in; she wont take no for an 
answer,” said Mrs. Worth, smiling a little 
anxiously. 

“ But you are not quite well enough, love— 
shall I tell her so?” 

No — pray don’t — it would be all over the 
village before night that I was dead and buried.” 

“ So it would; she’s the greatest tattler—but 
a good woman—a good woman. I’m sorry I 
spoke so hastily. She’s a good woman, I hope.” 

“I’m glad you give her the benefit of a hope,” 
replied his wife. “I question whether to keep 
the tongue within bounds is not as much a Chris- 
tian duty as to honor God.” 

By this time, Mrs. Bobbin was heard deliherate- 
ly puffing her way up stairs. She came in— 
she sat down — she untied her bonnet strings — 
she took off her gloves—she hung her “ridicule ” 
on the corner of a chair—all before she. spoke. 

“La! you are now reely better, dear.” And 
then she put on her spectacles, and took a 
survey. 

Mr. Worth had hastily left the room before 
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she entered, because—well, it was about time to 
visit his daughter’s little school. After a few 
commonplaces, Mrs. Bobbin spoke of Mary— 
asked after her health with a full, flushed face 
and laboring breath, as if that was by no means 
the end of it. 

“ Well, now they do say, (bpt I don’t believe 
it) she lowered her voice marvellously in this 
parenthesis—“ they do say that that John Brad- 
bury is after your Mary. I thought I’d come 
right over airly this morning, and see if I couldn’t 
stop the talk—for says I, Mrs. Worth is a lady- 
like woman, and Mary Worth, though she’s a 
little too easy in her manners, is a lady-like girl, 
and the dominie is more of a gentleman than 
cither ; and says I, they couldn’t give their only 
child to a poor farmer’s son, who isn’t worth the 
first cent—I reely don’t believe 8 word of it; 
and I don’t, Mrs. Worth—I don’t,” shaking her 
head, and the large, stiff, white frill that was 
gathered around it, 

Mrs. Worth was smilingly silent. % 

“Now that John Bradbury, as everybody 
knows, is a stuck-up fellow, with notions a good 
ways above him; and asto work, I don’t be- 
lieve he earns his salt. I used to say—” 

“0, Mrs. Bobbin, don’t talk so of John— 
Mr. Bradbury. I think he is a very fine young 
man.” 

Mrs. Bobbin was struck dumb. Even the 
borders of her cap ceased to quiver as she looked 
fixedly at the dominie’s wife. 

“You think John Bradbury is a very fine 
young man'!”’ she ejaculated, after a moment of 
awful silence. 

“Yes, Icertainly do.” Mrs. Worth was a 
litre excited, her cheeks were very becomingly 
flushed ; she looked like Mary now. 

“Well, I must say!” Mrs. Bobbin took her 
spectacles off and looked at them, turning them 
over and over. ‘ You don’t mean that Mary is 
reely going to have that John Bradbury, when 
there is men who would dress her in gold if they 
could have her.” 

Mrs. Worth did not seem to be elated by this 
consideration at all, and when Mrs. Bobbin re- 
peated her question whether Mary was reely 
going to have that John Bradbury, she replied : 

“Tdon’t know, I’m sure. Mary may have 
anybody she wants. Ihave no fear of Mary’s 
choice—not the least fear of Mary’s choice,” she 
repeated softly. 

“Dear me—well, well! Idid hope! Bat 
Mary is a schollard, and he is only a poor, 
hard-working farmer—a clodhopper.” 

“No matter, if he is upright and honorable.” 

“Bat I tell you there ts men, professional men, 





OLD JOHN BRADBURY’S SON. 


that would give Mary a better home, and lift her 
up to a high proposition in society ; professional 
men!” Mrs. Bobbin nodded twice, as if to 
clinch the assertion, and her features were strong 
enough to clinch anything, while Mrs. Worth 
put her hand over her face and arranged her 
cap with both hands to conceal a smile. 

“Now, there’s my Seth,” (the smile grew 
broader, but the face was partly turned to the 
shadow, )— Seth would worship that girl—he’d 
make a real lady of her, he’s a lawyer, Seth is, 
and having a fortune had left him, which is 
enough to set up any young man, of course, 
don’t you think she wouldn’t by any means, 
favor Seth.” 

“T hardly think so,” said Mrs. Worth, keep- 
ing her eyes from the ludicrously anxious visage 
of the lawyer’s maternal pleader; ‘I don’t 
think she and Seth were ever very good 
friends.” 

“And would you let your Mary marry that 
John Bradbury ?” 

“Why yes, if she wanted to, to be sureI 
would. I have a very high opinion of John 
Bradbury.” 

“Mrs. Worth,”—Mrs. Bobbin looked awfully 
impressive—“ I’ve ben a good friend to you, 
made you gruel, given you two quilts, a pepper 
box, and a mustard-pot, that was as good as 
new except the stopple was broken. I’ve always 
taken your part, though I maintained that you 
had peculiarities, and I always shall maintain 
that you, and Mary, and your husband, and 
your housekeeper has got peculiarities. But if 
you go for to let your Mary marry that low 
farmer, I shall consider, Mrs. Worth, I shall 
consider our friendship as it never had been.” 

Having thus lucidly given vent to her offended 
dignity, Mrs. Bobbin deliberately put on her 
bonnet, tied the strings, drew on her gloves, 
took up her “ridicule,” giving ample time for 
the minister's wife to protest. But the poor 
little soul was almost choking with inward 
laughter, though she would have given worlds 
for the power of self-command just then. She 
did try to say “‘ Mrs. Bobbin,” but her bodily 
prostration would not admit of control over will 
or tongue, and she burst into a paroxysm of 
laughter that was almost hysterical. 

Mrs. Bobbin arose, drew herself up, turned 
slowly about with a glare of tremendous import, 
as if all the anger she had ever felt in her life 
was now concentrated in her final farewell to 
that unfortunate woman, and giving vent to the 
cutting declaration, “well I must say!” she 
stalked out of the room. That afternoon poor 
Mrs. Worth was fevorish. 
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THE DISCOVERY. 

“ Well, John, now you’ve read it, I’m easier.” 

“Why ! what is it to me, father? I see that 
a certain Sir Robert Irving has lately died in 
England, leaving an immense fortune to his 
nearest of kin— the child of Robert Henry 
Irving, if he is to be found. This is all nothing 
to me.”” 

The farmer’s wife sat near trotting, trotting 
with both feet on the broad hearth; she always 
did this when she was in trouble. The farmer 
awkwardly took his pipe from the mantel, let it 
fall, kicked the fragments into the fire, and then 
blurted out : 

“ Well, it’s got to come at last. John, you 
aint John; in other words, you aint old John 
Bradbury’s son. God bless you !” 

“Who, in the name of heaven, am I then?” 

He said this slowly after a pause during 
which he had turned from one to the other—from 
the aged wife wiping tears away from her eyes 
with the corner of her apron—to the old farmer 
pursing up his lips, and thrusting his hands in 
his pockets, as if he would never find the end of 


them. 
“You're who that man’s after ; that’s who you 


are,” said the farmer pointing to the paper. 
John threw the paper on the. floor, took it up 
again, Knit his brows, exclaimed, “I believe we 
are all crazy,” and fell to reading the notice 
again. “What does it mean —what do you 
mean ?” he asked again, still in a maze. 

“T tell you you’re the man they want, you're 
the one they advertise for, you’re to have sll 
them millions of dollars; ha! ha!—to go—to 
leave us, to forget we ever lived—O, dear me !”” 
He pursed up his mouth again, and tried to dive 
deeper into his pockets. The old wife was 
sobbing. 

“You see,” said Farmer John Bradbury, “a 
fine young man, and a very genteel, came to 
the place where we used to live in Ohio, twenty- 
one years ago. Folks said he had run away to 
get married, and that he was an Englishman. 
Angelon, ske was a beauty, that she was. 
Wasn’t she a beauty, wife?” 

“ As handsome a creeter as cyer I see,” said 
his good wife, wiping the tears away. 

“Well, she died soon after she came—when 
you were born—and he, poor man! poorman! 
he loved her desprit—he made away with him- 
self, because he said he had nothing to live for.” 

“Good God!” exclaimed the young man, 
turning pale. 

“ Well, now, if you go to feel like that, I'll 
stop,” said the farmer, looking worried and 
nervous. 





“Go on—go on—pray go on!” 

“Well, my wife was in the midst of it all; we 
were young, married people then.” 

“Yes, yes,” said the good dame, chokingly, 
“T was in it all.” 

“They left some papers telling who you was, 
telling who they was, telling, too, that they had 
got the everlastin’ displeasure of some big folks 
in the old country—some relations—and their 
marriage stifficate. It’s all up stairs.” 

“ You was such a purty little thing,” said the 
farmer’s wife, yearningly. 

“Yes, you was anice baby, and we wanted 
you bad enough to keep ; but thinks I, I'll get 
some letters writ and sent on to England. And 
we did, we writ letter after letter, or got Lawyer 
Bizzel to write them, but we couldn’t get no 
answer. After waiting three year, we began to 
give it up, and my wife loved you, I guess, 
better than she did the Lord; I used to tell her 
so then.” 

“TY did love you,” murmured the farmer’s 
wife. 

“So, we reckoned we’d move away to another 
part of the country, and say nuthin’ about it, 
knowin’ you’d grow up a good, honest lad, if 
we raised and nurtured youin the fear of the 
Lord, a8 we’ve tried to do.” 

“ And how do you know this means me?” 
asked the young man, tremblingly.. 

“?Cause in them papers I’m going to show 
you, that ere Sir Robert Irving’s name is there, 
and heis called your grandsir, and he 's the one 
I writ to, and never got no answer.” 

“Let me go by myself, and think,” said the 
young man, uneasily ; “Iam bewildered now. 
I—I seem hardly to know myself.” 

“John, you wont—you wont feel hard agin 
us,” cried the poor old woman, sobbing and 
moving towards him. 

He threw one arm about her. “Feel hard 
towards you, my mothcr,”—he kissed her faded 
face— hard towards you, who have loved and 
cared for me, and reared me an honest man, 
when my own kin threw me off—if this is in- 
deed true, threw my poor father off too—forgot 
—disowned us? Never, never!’ There was 
inexpressible love—inexpressible tenderness in 
his voice, in his manner. 

“ T knew he was my own dear boy !” exclaimed 
the farmer, gazing afterhim. “ Wife, he’ll never 
forgit us, mark me.” 

It did indeed, take a long, long while for 
John to realize that he was an independent man 
—a millionaire. Perhaps I should say that he 
did not, could not realize it at all. At first, he 
did not want to; it was rather a painful feeling. 
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THE CONFESSION. 


That same night Mary Worth told her mother 
that John Bradbury had proposed for her hand. 
That the noble, handsome farmer already pos- 
sessed her heart had been for some time apparent. 
The ingenuous girl could not, nor did she try 
to hide it from those who were nearest and dearest 


to her. 
“JT have only one objection, Mary,” Mrs. 


Worth said gently, “and even that shall not be 
in the way; I fear you are hardly adapted to be 
the wife of a farmer.” 

“But John does not intend to be a farmer, 
mother,” Mary said, hurriedly. 

“Indeed! That’s news to me. What will 
he be ?” 

“A physician.” 

“But, my child, he has not had the benefit of 
@ good school education.” 

“He has had the benefit of a clear mind, 
mother, good judgment, and resolute will, and a 
splendid intellect. He has been studying these 
many years, mother; you have no idea how 
much he knows.” 

“I might have seen it in his superior manners, 
his correctness, even elegance of diction,” mur- 
mured Mrs. Worth, looking away from Mary. 
“And does this prodigy of yours intend to go 
to college ?” 

“T believe he does, mother.” 

“Twonder if the old gentleman can afford 
it?” Mrs. Worth spoke musingly. 

“ Whether he can or not, John will go,” said 
Mary, ‘‘he will find some means to pay for him- 
self—I know he will.” 

Her resolute manner caused her mother to 
smile. “Must we then,” she said playfully, 
“give our only, our darling daughter to a poor 
man?” 

“ Bat, mother, you married a poor man.” 

“So I did,” said her mother, laughing, “ and 
would do it again to have such ahusband. But, 
Mary, think what a sacrifice! J never had an 
offer from an admiring and wealthy Seth Bob- 
bin; if I had—” 

Mary ran, or rather danced from the room. 
John met her at the foot of the stairs ; he looked 
smiling, but still anxious. In his hand he car- 
ried a folded paper. Half bashfully, and wholly 
earnestly she greeted him, and they went into 
the sitting-room of the parsonage together. She 
rallied him on his quiet manner—his strange 
mood, and he answered by repeating a case sim- 
ilar to his own, and earnestly asked her what, 
supposing he were that young man, she would 
do? Would she retain :he same sentiments— 
regard the vows the same? What would she do? 
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Mary did not know. She thought that thea 
she would be no fit match for him. 

“You! you would adorn a throne!” he said 
earnestly—so earnestly that Mary blushed and 
laughed. But when he told her just how it 
stood, repeated what, his father (as he still called 
him) had divulged to him, and what probably 
his expectations were, she shrank back over- 
whelmed, exclaiming: “ You must not think of 
me.” 

“ Then perish the money !¥ exclaimed John. 
“I will never seek for it, nor establish my claim. 
There are, it is probable, those in England be- 
longing to this family, who would make no ex- 
traordinary efforts to find me out. I will live as 
Iam, happier in your love, than to be the pos- 
sessor of millions. I will renounce all this for 
you, gladly, freely, willingly.” 

“No, you must not; I dare not take the re- 
sponsibility upon myself. I believe you love 
me; yes, I believe you would renounce this great 
gain for me. But you shall not. One year 
from to-day, if you ask me to be your wife, I 
will not say no. Inthe mean time, you will 
travel, and meet those titled relations ; you will 
see the world, dear John.” 

“ But I shall not find another through all its 
length and breadth like my love, my own 
Mary!” 

Of course, this was all rhapsody, but never- 
theless it was said, and a great deal more like it, 
only more fervid, more glowing. 

‘What Mrs. Bobbin’s sensations were, when 
it leaked out that John Bradbury was not John 
Bradbury after all, but entircly another person ; 
that he had gone to England to get a great for- 
tune left him by a titled gaandfather; that if he 
pleased, he could be a titled grandfather himself, 
some of the days to come (though he would 
have to stay in England for it); and what were 
the emotions of the round-cyed Seth, at finding 
that some people had more money than some 
other people, I will not undertake to describe. 

And Mary was going to be rich after all! 
“That is,’ Mrs. Bobbin suggested, “if Mr. 
What’s-his-name ever came after or thought of 
her again. She djdn’t believe he would. Bat 
he did, and Mary is his wife today. Dominie 
Worth still delivers his eloquent sermons in the 
little village church, though his daughter married 
a millionaire. 





sORROW. 


Sorrow ts the messenger between 
The poet and men’s bosoms :—Gevius can 
Fill with unsympathizing gods the eceve, 
But grief alone can teach us what {x man. 
Sin E. L. Borwxe. 
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THE TRIAL BY COMBAT. 


BY ALICE C. BENTON. 


Tue little brown, English cottage at Albury 
had been standing vacant for nearly a year. No 
reason could be assigned for this, except that it 
was rather alonely place. In winter, it certainly 
was so; but in summer, when the green lane in 
which it stood was fragrant with apple blossoms, 
or with dropping fruit, there was not such a de- 
licious little nest in all England. 

It was not, however, such a spot as a cit would 
covet, being too far from stage or omnibus ac- 
commodation ; and there was not sufficient land 
to tempt an agriculturist. But there was room 
for flowers ; and when it came to be cultivated, 
it looked like a vast bed of roses. For, in the 
spring of 1817, the cottage was taken by a young 
man and his sister, by the name of Ashford, and 
before they had been there a month, the dwelling 
and all around it was transformed into still 
deeper beauty than before. 

Philip Ashford was a mere youth, scarcely 
nineteen years old, his sister being two years 
younger. They were all in all to each other, hay- 
ing no other relatives in the world. A small prop- 

“erty, left by their father, was invested in the Bank 
of England, of which they drew out enough to 
purchase this spot which in future was to be their 
home. To increase their income, Philip proposed 
that they should cultivate flowers and the smaller 
fruits, and that he should buy a pretty, light 
wagon and a pony, which would answer the 
double purpose of affording them rides about the 
country, and at the same time of conveying their 
garden treasures to the nearest market town. 

Inside, the house was as neat as the willing 
hands of pretty Mary Ashford could make it. 
The simple cottage farniture always looked 
bright and shining. There was a good fire 
nearly the year round upon the polished stone 
hearth in the kitchen, to keep off the damps of 
the thickly clustering trees ; and the clean, white- 
draperied bedrooms and the little sitting-room 
with its narrow casement, overhung with wood- 
bine, were the cosiest little places in the world. 

Then they had brought from London,* where 
they had lived all their days, a very tolerable 
collection of books, many of which were their 
inheritance from their father, who was a curate 
in one of the small parishes of the outskirts of 
the metropolis, and the remainder were selected 
from newer publications by the good taste of 
Philip, whom Mary called a perfect bookworm. 

It was true that the young man did love to 
dream away a good deal of his time over books ; 
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but then he spent but little in other ways, when 
out of his pet garden. Altogether, the life at 
the cottage was in the most primitive simplicity 
and beauty. The brother and sister had no 
wish for any other society than each other; and 
their days passed on in a soft quiet, that con- 
trasted strangely with the turmoil of their former 
existence in London. 

A few hours in the house was sufficient each 
morning for Mary’s woik ; and when everything 
there shone like polished silver, she joined Philip 
in the garden, where they wrought until the sun 
became too oppressive. Then their simple din- 
ner of bread, milk, frait and vegetables, all from 
their own resources, and sweetened by their easy 
toil of the morning, was followed by an after- 
noon of quiet reading. 

They had been here nearly @ year, and the 
spring was again opening in beauty, when, ata 
rural fair, Mary Ashford was introduced by a 
passing acquaintance to young Llewellyn Dra- 
per. At the same time and place, Philip had 
somewhat unwillingly complied with a request 
from a young man by the name of Thornton, to 
present him to his sister. He had met him several 
times on market days, and Thornton had prof- 
fered a friendship which was peculiarly unwel-— 
come to Philip. There was something in Thorn- 
ton’s appearance that predisposed one to dislike. 

He was handsome—eminently so—but there 
was a freedom in his speech and manners that 
bordered upon courseness; and Philip shrunk 
from allowing him even to speak to his young 
sister. But he could not refuse without appear- 
ing churlish ; ‘and as Thornton dogged his foot- 
steps continually, he was obliged to introduce 
him, not without a secret reservation that he 
would offend him if he dared to be too presuming. 

Llewellyn Draper was just the sort of person 
whom it might be supposed that Mary Ashford 
would fancy. He was as gentle as a woman; 
yet brave when needful, and, if not so intellect- 
ual as Philip, he was far from being uneducated. 
The worst part of the case seemed now to be 
the unavoidable absence to which he was des- 
tined. A friend and relative in Wales required 
his presence there; and as the person had no 
children, and had promised to make Llewellyn 
her heir, his father insisted that he should attend 
her as she wished. ‘ 

Now that he had seen sweet Mary Ashford, 
this condition seemed very hard to him; but 
Philip represented to him that it was right and 
proper, and that the obedient son would be likely 
to win his approbation as a husband for his 
beloved sister. To Wales, therefore, Llewellyn 
went; but before his departure, it was settled 
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that on his return, he should marry Mary 
Ashford. 

“Not to leave Philip,” said Mary. “I will 
never marry to leave my brother. If you con- 
sent that I shall still live here and take care of 
him as before, I will be yours ; otherwise, I can- 
not be tempted by any consideration.” 

“Be content, dear. You shall never leave him 
unless he wishes jt. Your home shall be mine, 
as long as it pleases you and Philip to have us 
live together.” And so it was settled. 

A few natural tears were dropped on Llewel- 
lyn’s departure ; but Mary soon resumed all her 
old habits, and as she heard often from her ab- 
sent lover, she did not pine away her beanty in 
vain regrets at what could not be helped. 

But one thing did trouble her; and that was 
the frequent presence of Abraham Thornton in 
their house. On the most trifling errands, he 
would come, post haste, on horseback, and for 
hours his horse would be tied tothe gate. Mary 
avoided him, and generally turned him over to 
Philip’s society ; but he always asked for her, 
and not always could Philip make a reasonable 
excuse for Mary’s non-appearance. 

Besides, the hour of dinner or tea was almost 
always incladed in his visits, and common hospi- 
tality made them invite him to the table; so that 
gradually he became a frequent guest, and con- 
ducted himself on the most familiar terms. Still 
Mary, thongh annoyed, was not unhappy, and 
she waited patiently for Llewellyn to return and 
free her from her pertinacious lover. 

The second summer was wearing away, and 
her lover wrote confidently of his return before 
harvest, or at least by that time ; and Mary was 
making her simple preparations for the event 
which was sure to follow. Thornton had de- 
clared his love for her, and pretended not to be- 
lieve her, when she told him that it was impos- 
sible. She referred him to Philip for her truth 
in the matter, and her brother told him, very 
gently, for he never would injure any person’s 
feelings, that his sister was already engaged. 

For some days after this, Thornton did not 
make his appearance. When he did, there was 
a wildness and haggardness in his look that be- 
tokened extreme suffering. Mary declined stay- 

. ing in the room ‘with him ; which excited him 
80 much, that Philip entreated her to come down 
stairs and speak to him. After this, she fre- 
quently saw him in the garden, in Philip’s pres- 
ence; and he acted the part of a disappointed 
and heart broken lover with such extremity of 
grief and affliction that showed that his part was 
overstrained, and excited rather mirth than 
anxiety in Mary’s heart. 
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Another letter announced Llewellyn’s almost 
immediate return; and Mary, fall of some work 
that she wished to execute before he came, 
omitted to accompany Philip on his usual ride 
to the market town, and he set off without her. 
On the way, however, he met Thornton, and in 
the course of their conversation, he happened to 
tell him that Mr. Draper was expected daily. 
Thornton received the news quite coolly, and 
rode on. As Philip turned round to look after 
him, he saw that he took the road leading to 
Albury ; and he checked his horse with a vague 
feeling of restless uneasiness that he in vain tried 
to subdue. 

“He will go and annoy Mary all day if Iam 
not there,” he said, somewhat pettishly for 
Philip’s usual gentleness. ‘ Well, never mind ; 
I can go and get back in a few hours.” 

But destiny comes to us in strange freaks 
sometimes; and this day Philip was worried 
and bothered by fifty little aggravating circum- 
stances, which were nothing in themselves, but 
collectively they were sufficient to detain him in 
town all day, so that the light was fading when 
he rode up the lane. THe was not surprised that 
there was no light, for he knew Mary loved the 
soft twilight hour; and he pictured her sitting 
at the little casement, with the tea table awaiting 
his arrival, and watching for the sounds of 
Dapple’s hoofs on the green herbage. Then 
came the glad thought that, although she had 
given her heart’s deepest love to another, he 
should have her still with him. His home would 
not be darkened by her absence. 

“She is a darling sister,” he said, aloud, and 
as he spoke, his horse suddenly started aside. 
“There, now, did I speak too loud for you, 
Dapple? Poor fellow, afraid of the dark, are 
you?” 

It was dark in the lane with its overhanging 
trees meeting above; but still Philip saw some 
moving object beneath them, and as the person 
moved stealthily along, he was reminded by the 
size and gait, of Abraham Thornton. He called 
his name, but the rapid footsteps were all he 
could hear. The few moments passed before he 
reached ghe door were spent in wondering 
whether indeed he had been hovering about 
Mary all this long day, and fancying that she 
must have been greatly annoyed by his presence. 

He took care of Dapple, and went into the 
house, which seemed strangely silent. No one 
was at the casement where he thought to find 
Mary. He called, but she gave no answer. An 
indefinite dread came over him. He lighted a 
lamp and went to every room. She was not 
there. To the garden he carried the light, look- 
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ing carefally lest he might find her in a swoon 
at his feet, and as he went he kept repeating, 
“Mary! Mary!” . 

He was at the bottom of the garden now, 
where the little brook ran softly by the wall. He 
held the light close to it, and there—mercifal 
heavens! what a sight for a loving brother !— 
there lay Mary in the water, her face downwards, 
and the shallow stream running scarcely less 
rapidly than when her slight figare was not 
there. To draw her from thence, to bear her 
into the house, to try every known restorative, 
and to continue for hours in the attempt to recall 
life, was all that saved Philip from going mad. 
‘When he ceased from the fruitless work he fell 
down in a long swoon. For a moment, after he 
recovered, he thought that he had only dreamed 
this great woe ; the next moment he saw Mary’s 
chill white face, and motionless figure, and knew 
that it was only too bitter in its reality. 

Then he laid the image on her little white bed, 
and sat down to think what could have caused 
Mary, happy and blissful as she was, to commit 
self destruction. He gazed at her with awe and 
terror, and as he was gazing, he saw what he had 
not seen before, the mark of fingers upon her 
neck, just beneath the ear. The terrible truth 
barst upon his mind. Some one had done this. 
Ah, how the thought of the man whom he had 
met came with it. This thea was Thornton’s 
work ; for he was now positive that it was he 
whom he had met. 

Locking the door hastily, he ran nearly half a 
mile to the nearest magistrate, and related his 
suspicions of the perpetration of this terrible 
deed. The magistrate was a kind and friendly 
man. He saw the excitement under which 
Philip was ldboring, and carried him home in 
his own chaise, followed by the necessary afficers. 

+ A desire for vengeance seemed to pervade every 
bosom, as the gazers looked upon the lovely 
sister of Philip Ashford; and before morning 
‘Thornton was arrested. When found, he pro- 
tested that he had not been at the cottage since 

. the previous Wednesday, and, in fact, no one 
could he found that conld testify to having seen 
him there, or even near it. He was tried, but 
failing in evidence to support the accusation, the 
court was obliged to acquit him. It’was then— 
1818—lawful for # relative to prosecute by an 
appeal of murder, and Philip took advantage of 
this law, and made a private accusation. Upon 
this, Thornton made use of aright, the existence 
of which had been long almost forgotten—the 
summoning the accuser to a trial by combat, in- 
stead of submitting to atrial by jury. No ono 
could question this right; and the court reproved 
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,Philip’s counsel severely for calling it barbarous 
and unreasonable. 

Philip Ashford was a slight, weak and deli- 
cate youth ; Abraham Thornton strong, sinewy 
and athletic. A contest between them would 
have been simply suicidal on the part of the 
former. The first blow with a club—the pre- 
scribed weapon— would have inevitably de- 
spatched the boyish accuser. And, maddened 
with grief, and defrauded of vengeance, Philip 
returned to his lonely home, where Llewellyn 
soon joined him, and together they could only 
bewail their mutual loss. 

Thornton was again acquitted ; but the public 
feeling was so bitter against him, and the belief 
80 fall in his guilt, that he was obliged to flee to 
America. He did not live long, his death being 
probably accelerated by remorse; for, dying, ho 
confessed that he had destroyed Mary because 
she would not consent to give up Llewellyn 
Draper, and become his wife. This event caused 
the right of appeal to be abolished by an act of 
parliament in 1819, it being the last case where 
a trial by combat could be called for. 

Philip and Llewellyn heard of Thornton’s 
death, in their retirement. Dwelling always to- 
gether, each loves the other for the sweet sake of 
her whose grave is beneath the tree that she most 
cherished ; and although forty years have passed 
away, the brother and the betrothed still weep 
upon the consecrated spot that covers the gentle 
Mary—still strew there the fairest and most 
beautifal of the flowers she loved. 

————_ ee 
‘HOW TO MEET°TROUBLE. 

We should brave trouble, as the New England 
boy braves winter. The school isa mile away 
over the snowy hills, yet he lingers not by the 
fire; but, with his books slung over his shoulder, 
and his cap tied closely under his chin, he sets 
out to face the storm. And when he reaches 
the topmost ridge, where the powdered snow 
lies in drifts, and the north wind comes keen and 
biting, does he shrink and cower down beneath 
the fences, or run into the nearest house to warm 
himself? No; he buttons up his coat, and re- 
joices to defy the blast, and tosses the snow 
wreaths with his foot; and so, erect and fearless, 
with strong heart and raddy cheek, he goes on 
to his place at school. Now, when the flerce 
winds of adversity blow over you, and your life’s 
summer lies buried beneath frost and snow, do 
not linger inactive, or sink cowardly down by 
the way, or turn aside from your course for a 
momentary warmth and shelter, but, with a stout 
heart and firm step, go forward in God’s strength 
to vanquish trouble, and bid defiance to disaster. 
If there is ever a time to be ambitious, it is not 
when ambition is easy, but when it is hard. 
Fight in darkness ; fight when yn are down ; 
die hard, and you wont die at all. That gelatin- 
ous bodied man, whose bones are not even 
muscles,and whose muscles are pulp, is a coward. 
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BY WwW. PRLIX TIMD BR. 
"Tia vain, alas! "tis vain to sigh, 
"Tis vain to dream of thee! 
A boding murmur ever nigh 
‘Bids thy loved image flee. 


‘When thy fair, radiant light of love 
O’er my charmed vision stole, 

Soft strains of music from above 
Thrilled sweetly through my soul. 





.The light of heaven was on thy brow, 
‘And round my form divine, 

My love-lit eyes beheld the glow 
Of God's own glory shine. 


‘Thou art a lily gemmed with dew, 
Fairer than earthly flowers; 

More pure, more bright, than those that grew 
In Eden’s holy bowers. 


God made not nan to dwell slone!— 
Sweet spirit! tell me why 

The roses of thy cheek are gone, 
The diamond of thine eye. 


Thy name, thy fame, thy beauty’s spell, 
Thy utter lovaliness; 

‘To me peal out a warning knell 
Of long and deep distress. 


Full oft, at twilight’s stilly hour, 
While falls the pearly dew; 

Fond memory culls from every flower 
Remembrance sweet of you. 


O, bliss it were, could I but cheer 
‘Those dear, dark eyes of thine; 

Ere sorrow culls the jewel there, 
Or dims ite glow divine. 


Far, far on glory’s wings I'd fly, 
To realms of light above; 

T'd weave a strain of melody, 
And crown thee queen of love. 





ORIANA THE CREOLE. 
A BOMANCE OF THE SOUTH. 





BY MES. H. MARION STEPHENS. 





“Come closer—closer to me, Esther. It is 
growing dark ; I cannot see you in the darkness. 
Where are you? Where is your hand ?” 

“ Here, mother—here !”” 

“O, Esther! never, never forget! Guard her 
a8 you would the apple of your eye. Be to her 
parent, sister, friend. Do not let the air of 
heaven visit her head too roughly. Shelter her 
from ill, from sorrow, from the grief and shame— 
O, Esther! are you listening ?” $ 

“Yes, mother—yes,” 

“Let no knowledge of human weakness and 
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human depravity bow her young head in humil- 
iation. In youI trust—to you I confide. 0, 
Henry—husband in heaven—is my duty accom- 
plished? Have I kept your trust? Does aught 
remain to be acvomplisheil before the fleeting mo- 
ments land me by your side?” 

There was a pause in the darkened room—a 
silence broken only by the fluttering breathing 
of the dying woman, and the quick, half-stifled 
sobs which came from a dark figure kneeling 
among the shadows at the foot of the bed. 

I looked in Esther’s face; it was stern, calm, 
and very pale, but not atear disturbed the bril- 
liancy of her beautiful eyes. She was looking, 
not at her dying mother, not at me her betrothed 
lover, not at the passionately sobbing slave wo- 
man,who dwelt among the shadows, but far out 
upon the dying sunset lying so bright on hill 
and tree. Yet there was no speculation in her 
burning eyes. She saw neither the subset in iu 
purple beauty, nor the broad river whose merry 
ripples had toned down into quietude beneath its 
warmth of sunset glory, nor the vast hills rising 
higher and higher in the dimness of twilight; 
but there was an absorbed, patient, far-seeing 
look, which seemed to be searching into the fu- 
ture as if it would rend the curtain of fate and 
see what lay beyond. 

“Esther !” 

She came back with a start and a sudden 
flushing of the face, and bending nearer her 
mother, waited her wishes. 

“Is the lawyer still here ?” 

Yes, he was there. Esther could hear his im- 
patient tramp, tramp, tramp, up and down the 
floor of the next room. At a motion from 
Esther, I sammoned him. He came, treading 
lightly, cringing and wringing his hands asif 
the only friend he had in the world was dying. 
I had gone back to the bed, and was standing by 
Esther, trying to restore warmth to the cold lit- 
tle hand which had bung 0 listlessly by her side. 

“You will excuse me,” whimpered the lawyer, 
drawing his handkerchief from his pocket and 
applying it to his wicked-looking eyes. ‘“ They 
wore the best friends I ever had in the world— 
Mrs. Lascelle and her husband.” & 

“Mother,” whispered Esther, bending over 
her, without taking the slightest notice of the law- 
yer, “ he is here—” 

“He! Who?” 

The mind had evidently wandered. 

« Tho—lawyer.” 

“<0, yes! O, yes! ‘Tell him to be sure—” 

“Tf I might be allowed to suggest,” erooned 
the lawyer, “I do not think your mother would 
like a third party in our conference.” 
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“Sir!” exclaimed Esther, flaming up as I 
had never seen her before. “This gentleman, 
Maurice Stark, is my betrothed husband. I 
have no secrets from him !”” 

“ What—what—is it? I—I—Esther—Esther 
—don’t leave me in the dark!” 

The dying woman, with most unnatural 
strength, raised herself in bed upon her elbow. 
In doing so, her eye caught that of the lawyer. 

“TI merely suggested that you might not like 
our business talked over in the, presence of this 
young gentloman ; but as he is to be one of the 
fomily—” 

“Not for the world! not for ten thousand 
worlds!” screamed the dying woman, in a fran- 
tic voice. “He would never forgive me. Esther, 
tell him to go!” 

I left the room, but not before I had seen the 
flashing glance which passed between Esther 
and the lawyer. On the face of one was written 
dark, stern, fearless determination ; on the other, 
mockery, defiance and triumph. It needed no 
more to tell me there was a’ fierce battle to be 
fought—a battle wherein wornan’s strength and 
resolution were to be pitted against low cunning 
“and unscrupulous meanness. 

‘What was the battle ? and would Esther win? 
or should I ever be allowed to aid her in what- 
ever extremity lay before her? A low scream 
broke in upon my imaginings; I entered the 
room hastily. My forebodings were truae—Mrs. 
Lascelle was dead! It was Esther’s hand that 
closed the lustreless eyes; Esther’s hand that 
gathered the clothes away from her and folded 
the thin palms, as if in prayer; Esther’s hand 
that bound up the thin face and drew the sparse 
hair around the marble brow, that her mother 
might seem as little repulsive as possible in her 
dead slumber. 

The lawyer had taken leave immediately the 
last struggle was over; but in parting from 
Esther, I saw again that same defiant glance 
flash from face to face. Thescream that startled 
me had not come from Esther; one glance at 
her cold, pale face assured me of that. She 
was moving about the room, apparently trying 
to give it some appearance of order before the 
arrival of relatives or friends; while Lisbia, the 
slave woman, now crouching by the side of her 
dead mistress, gave vent to bitter and passionate 
moans. I confess I was surprised and mystified. 

- I would rather have seen some demonstration of 
affliction, under circumstances so sad and sol- 
emn ; but this marble coldness, this seeming in- 
difference, the looks of defiance and mockery 
which I had dotected! There was evidently a 
secret between herself and the lawyer which no 
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one else was expected to share, and this secret I 
began to fear had paralyzed her heart. ~ 

While I was still watching her movements, 
the curtains parted, and stepping from the bal- 
cony into the room came one of the most beauti- 
ful children the world ever saw. She was spring- 
ing towards the bed, when Esther caught her 
hand and héld her back. Lisbia had also started 
forward to detain her; but meeting the cye of 
Esther, she slunk away into the shadows and so 
out of the room. Here was another enigma. 
Lisbia had been the nurse mother of Esther, 
loved by her as only children of the South know 
how to love their nurses, beloved in return with 
a passion amounting almost to idolatry. 

Perhaps my readers have a right to know 
something more of the family into which I have 
so unceremoniously introduced them. Henry 
Lascelle for many years was considered the 
richest planter in New Orleans. At an early age, 
he married a woman some years his senior, with 
whom, if he did not live happily, at least the 
world were none the wiser for it. 

Esther and Oriana were not the only children 
whose piping cry had been heard in tle Lascelle 
mansion. First came Esther, a weak, puny 
child, whom no one thought they could ever 
raise. Henry Lascelle was disappointed; he 
wanted an heir to his estate. As her husband 
wished, so wished his wife; his will to her was 
law and gospel. So Esther was allowed to pine 
away and die, or come up among the hundreds 
of negro children which infested the plantation, 
as fate might decree. This carelessness for her 
welfare probably saved her life. Lisbia took her 
home to her mother’s cabin, and from that time 
forth was her exclusive attendant. 

A couple of years more, and the long-coveted 
treasure was laid in his father’s arms—there was 
an heir to “Lakeleath” at last. But such an 
heir! With so small a lease of life!—scarcely 
the measure of a day! Henry Lascelle’s life 
was never the same to him after his great disap- 
pointment. ‘Lakeleath,” the family mansion, 
was neglected and suffered to go to ruin. Some 
said he gambled recklessly; that he drank to 
excess. The nightly orgies held at his house, 
no less than the bloated, heated countenance he 
wore, were proof positive. Whatever suffering 
his wife must have endured. she never com- 
plained. She had married him for love; and 
not even the physical debasement she was 
nightly witness of, had power to checks its 
intensity. 

At the age of fifteen, Esther scarcely knew she 
had a father—or, indeed, a mother beyond the 
poor slave girl who waited upon her so devot- 
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edly. Her education was rigorously attended to. 
She had the advantage of the best of teachers 
and the best of schools. Lisbia was her con- 
stant attendant, and for a wonder was allowed to 
sit under the droppings of the same wisdom 
which was to form the mind of her young mis- 
tress. Being a smart, shrewd girl, she did not 
allow this advantage to escape her. She made 
the most of the few crambs which fell to her 
share ; so that when Esther’s education termi- 
nated, she returned to her home with a waiting- 
maid nearly as accomplished, certainly as lady- 
like in appenrance as herself. At this period, 
Esther was fifteen and Lisbia twenty-five; yet 
judging from their faces, their ages might have 
been reversed—Esther being, from the circam- 
stances of her childhood, grave, stately, and 
quite too womanly for her years, while Lisbia 
was just her reverse inevery way. It'there was 
one thing more than another on earth, that 
Esther prided herself upon at that period, it was 
the beauty of her maid. It was more than 
beanty—a something thst, meeting the eye, was 
hard to bagish from the heart. Her bright, 
creamy complexion, her great oriental eyes, her 
massive midnight hair, which hung in waves 
upon a pair of shoulders most superbly rounded 
by nature’s great architect—you could not for- 
get her, no more than you could forget Powers’s 
“Eve,” or Raphael’s “Madonna.” That she 
should have been a slave! Why, there was 
scarcely a woman she encountered, whose com- 
plexion could compare with hers for purity! 

I have said that Esther and her beautiful 
waiting-maid had come home to Lekeleath for 
good. About this time, a most astonishing 
change was visible in the career of Henry Las- 
celle. He began to take a deep interest in his 
daughter, to overlook her studies, plan pleasant 
excursions for her, always to be attended by 
Lisbia, and try, in various ways, to make up for 
the negligence of her youth. Like father, like 
mother! The pale, careless woman, from whom 
Esther had shrank abashed, now overloaded her 

. with caresses. There was nothing too good for 
her. Parties were made to bring her out in 
style, the most costly dresses and jewelry were 
purchased to enhance the not over-brilliant 
beauty of her person, and it grew to be an un- 
derstood thing that she was the acknowledged 
heiress of Lakeleath and its surroundings. 

Nearly a year had passed in this manner, 
wherfgto the surprise of the circle in which they 
revolved, another child was born to the house of 
the Lascelles. Of course this unheard-of won- 
der brought out all their callers, far and near; 
but Mrs. Lascelle was too ill to be seen. The 
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child of their old age, a healthy, hearty girl, 
was duly admired and petted. Esther was in 
raptares—the more so, that her maid Lisbia had 
been visiting on a neighboring plantation for a 
couple of months, and she had felt lonely ; but 
anxious as she was to be perpetually in attend- 
ance upon the little stranger, her mother was too 
ill to admit even her. A compromise was 
effected, however, and she was allowed to take 
her sister to her own room, where she could pet 
and love and kiss & to her heart’s content. It - 
would be difficult to s#'y which was most enam- 
ored of its infant sweetness, her father or herself. 
As for Lascelle, he would sit for hours by its 
lace-lined crib, tracing out every feature in the 
beautiful faco, folding the tiny hands in his big 
palm, or, sillier than all, trying to count the little 
blue veins which seemed bursting through the 
skin, so white and pure as it was. In a few 
weeks, however, his amusements were somewhat 
curtailed. Lisbia returned, Mrs. Lascelle was 
able to leave her room, and the old routine of 
life re-commenced where it had been thus broken. 

Tam taking too much time over this portion 
of the lives of Esther and Oriana Lascelle. _ 
Suffice it that their father did not live long to en- 
joy the society of the pet of his old age. A fall 
from a horse, from which he never recovered, 
kept him many months a prisoner, from which 
imprisonment he was released only by death. 

It was some years after this, that I became 
acquainted with the family. Then the sweet 
gravity of Esther, the delicacy and womanly re- 
serve of her manner, the beauty and purity of 
her life, so enchanted me, that I asked permission 
to continue my visits. Need I tell you how, 
step by step, our hearts ran out to meet each 
other? how soon I learned that beneath that 
calm, pure bosom there burned a flame, strong 
and passionate as it was pure? how the knowl- 
edge came to me, at first slowly and scarcely to 
be recognized, that with all the power, with all 
the strength and might of my manhood’s heart, 
I loved Esther Lascelle, and that even as I loved 
her, even so did she love me? She did not hes- 
itate to tell me; she did not practise upon me 
any of the airs and coquetries which so perplex 
men and degrade women. She merely laid her 
soft little hand in mine, saying: 

“T have loved you always—always, it seems 
to me. Iam soglad no one ever even asked 
me to love them. I should have felt degraded ; 
as if I had wronged you. Ialways pity women 
who have had lovers, and who have loved before 
the right one came. I think one ought to be very 
certain that one really loves, before giving a 
man encouragement. .Don’t you?” 
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The question was so sincere, and so earnestly 
asked, that but for the truth and simple purity 
which beamed from her questioning eyes, I 
should havo felt inclined to laugh. 

Her mother offered no objection to our be- 
trothal. Her affections, never very strong, 
waned greatly after her husband’s death, or 
seemed rather to centre entirely on Oriana. You 
will not be surprised, then, that knowing Esther 
as I did, my perplexity nearly overshadowed my 
affection, in view of the calm, almost heartless 
manner in which she superintended her mother’s 
deathbed. She refused me an interview that 
night, although she was well aware that the 
morrow’s sunset would find me “on the deep, 
deep sea,” in quest of knowledge and happiness 
on another continent. 

I would willingly have deferred my voyage, if 
I could have prevailed on her to be my com- 
panion. I was to take the tour of Europe. I 
was to visit the mighty ruins of Rome, to stand 
where sacred feet had pressed the sod, and to 
worship amid the relics of the sublime and holy 
past, against which no man can quite shut the 
door of his heart. I knew how greatly the 
pleasure of this visit would be enhanced by her 
society. But her mother was ill, perhaps would 
never recover; she should never forgive herself, 
if she were to accede tg my wishes and her 
mother was to die during her absence. 

I said no more; but when the worst was over, 
when her mother was dead, it seemed hard in- 
deed that I should be refused an interview, 
especially when I knew that favor had not been 
denied her detested lawyer. 


Later in the evennig, I saw her walking in the. 


garden—if walking it could be calfed, which 
was a fierce tramp up and down, up and down, 
crashing alike with remorseless cruelty dewy 
blossoms or tender buds. I could almost distin- 
guish the different perfumes, as they drifted up 
on the light breeze. I know that among them, 
heliotrope was the most conspicuous ; and it was 
many years before I could govern myself suffi- 
ciently to tolerate that perfame without the same 
sad and sickenmg sensation which overcame me 
on that sorrowful evening. She must have kept 
up her march for more than half an hour—it 
seemed an age to me—when she stopped sud- 
denly and looked up through the leafy shadows 
to my window. 

“May I come?” I whispered, in a voice which 
could only reach her ear. 

“For a moment—yes !” 

Her voice was tremulous, and I saw by the 
moonlight that her eyes were glittering with 
tears. Sooner than I can write it, I was by her 
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side, with my arms about her waist. Then her 
grief gave full vent. Ilet her weep until the 
fountain had exhausted itself. 

“Esther! Esther! what is it ?” I pleaded. 

She started from my arms, a strong shudder 
seizing upon every nerve. 

“IT dare not! Idare not! O, if Ionly could! 
Why must the sins of the guilty be visited upon 
the innocent? What had I done, that my life 
should be darkened by this dreadful—”’ 

She did not finish the sentence, but the hand 
which I had regained grasped mine with a frenzy 
that was almost painful. 

“Has that wretch of a lawyer any claim upon 
you? Only tell me so far—” 

“Claim? N—n-o! Don’t question me, if you 
love me. I cannot tell you part, without the 
whole—and God help me! I dare not break my 
oath!” 

She sank upon a garden chair, and seemed 
trying to collect herself. 

“ Yes—I would say this, before Igo. Ifany- 
thing should happen, if you should never see me 
again, remember you are almost the first man I 
ever knew—certainly the first who ever interested 
himself in my favor. It would be an insult to 
ask if you love me, to say that I love you. I 
know there is peril, temptation, perhaps crime in 
the distance; it may be far away, or it may be 
near my own door. I know it will come—a 
wild, sad trouble, against which there will be no 
resistance; against which I may beat my help- 
less wings till every pinion lies soiled and 
broken, yet with no avail.” 

“And you think I willleave you to bear it 
alone? I will not go—” 

“You must—you must”—ell her calmness 
suddenly returning. “Jt is not now, not for 
years to come, that I have anything to fear. Be- 
lieve me, it is best, wisest, safest.” 

Ido not know what arguments I used, what 
prayers I urged. I would not be denied. I 
had the right to protect her, and be the dark 
shadow what it might, I would stay to penetrate 
it. She let me rave on, pouring the most pas- 
sionate protestations into her ear; but when I 
turned from her ear to her eye, I knew it was 
useless. Esther was determined! We thought 
it best to make that scene our last parting. 
There was nothing stirring in its excess, how- 
ever deeply our hearts were wrung. Hand in 
hand we wandered past the garden down.to a 
pond whose bosom was white with water lilies, 
and where we had often walked when the even- 
ings were bright as now. ‘There seemed to be a 
fresh sparkle in every lily, an Undine in every 
eup. The air was heavy with their fragrance— 
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the soft, sweet, peaceful air, which fell so gently 
on our heated brows. There were but fow words 
said, oneither side. I took her in my arms, kissed 
her again and again, and then put her from me. 

I watched her firm tread, as she passed on, 
over the green lawn und on through the garden, 
home. At the door, I saw her little white hand 
waving me a kiss; then the door opencd, then 
closed again, and there was no more fluttering 
figure, no more dainty hands,no more loving, 
trasting, tender face—nbdthing but a blank dark- 
ness between me and my manhood’s idol. Need 
I blush to own that then and there, on the very 
spot her feet had made sacred, I knelt and wept 
such burning tears of bitter sorrow as only the 
most poignant grief can wring from the bosom of 
hardy manhood ? 

I went to Europe, but my soul was sick and 
unsatisfied. If I could only know my enemy! 
but even that relief was denied me. And 80, 
for two years, I wandered alone, oftentimes on 
foot, and was at least in mind the veriest Pariah 
the earth contained. 

For eighteen months, Esther’s Ictters were 
frequent and tender. Much she had to say of 
the rare and wondrous beauty of her young sis- 
ter, Oriana, begging of me to steel my heart 
against her triumphant charms, that she might 
have no occasion to regret the blooming in her 
garden of this most gorgeous flower. 

“She is a perfect enchantress,” one of her 
letters said; “to resist her is impossible, as 
many 8 man has found to his cost. But, thank 
God, up to this day, which completes her seven- 
teenth year, her own heart has remained free!” 
And again, ina later one: “Do you know a 
Judge Gordon! A West Indian, I believe, but 
so magnificent! He is wondrously attentive to 
‘Oriana, and I begin to fear she is rather inclin- 
ing towards him. If it should be—”” 4 

And why did she fear? Know Judge Gordon, 
one of the best and noblest of men? Of course 
I did; and so I wrote her—and wrote her, too, 
that if she was looking for a large-brained, 
large-hearted, brilliant, eloquent and most honor- 
able man for her sister’s husband, nowhere on 
the earth could she find an equal for Judge 
Gordon! Long before she could have received 
this last letter of mine, I had another from ‘her. 
Such a letter as it was! not in quantity, but in 
quality. You would have thought that all the 
rage, the grief, the madness of her heart, had 
converged itself through her pen to her paper. 

“Tt has fallen!” she wrote. “The cloud has 
fallen! ‘The heartless, the contemptible, the 
cowardly villain, warring: against two wenk 
‘women ' “— Grange has set his beastly 
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eyes upon my sister—my beautiful Oriana! I 
was mistaken in my forebodings. I knew his 
craven soul was determined upon a victim, bat I 
thought it would have been the heiress, not the 
beauty! I was prepared to fight my own bartle, 
but not the fiercer one of Oriana. But I will 
foil him! be sure of that. He shall not dese- 
crate the pure shrine of that beautiful bosom.’ 

Again: ‘Oriana loves Judge Gordon! I have 

made sure of that. O, how my brain throbs! 

how my soul sickens! But do not fear for me! 

It is not Lawyer Grange who will conquer me. 

Oriana is growing paler and thinner, day by 

day. She sees there is something mysterious 

going on about her. She thinke me harsh and 

cruel, that I do not meet her lover with open 

hands. And soI am cruel! and so I despise 

myself that I dare not do so!” 

I did not wait even to answer the letter, but 
hastily packing my tranks, I took the first steam- 
er for America, determined, if there was any 
fighting to be done, Esther should not be with- 
out anaid. I found them at Lakeleath, under 
the management and supervision of Lawyer 
Grango, vtho, as manager of the estate and as 
guardian of Oriana until she should come of 
age, had taken the liberty of making it his per- 
manent residence. At the first encounter be- 
tween himeclf and m@although scarcely lasting 
the sixtisth part of a minute, there was pro- 
claimed war to the knife. If Vesuvius had taken 
an aerial flight, settling itself down for a quiet 
smoke on the Lakeleath grounds, he could not 
have been more unwelcomely astonished than 
when his little gray eyes first became aware of 
my presence. Esther was in the garden, read- 
ing some book under shelter of a vast prairie 
rose which ever and anon mingled its beautifal 
blossoms with the braids of her rich brown hair 

“knew you were coming,” she said, after the 
first greeting was over. 

“ How could you have known it?” I queried. 
“never even wrote.” 

“But I knew it all the same. 
ments are seldom incorrect.” 

“ Only when they lead you to fancy Lawyer 
Grange has a design upon you.” 

“ Not upon me—upon my fortune! But, Mau- 
rice, it is ten times worse as the case stands now.” 

A garland of roses and lilies strung together 
by bits of honeysuckle and grape vine was sud- 
denly flung over both our heads, while a roguieh 
dimpled face beamed in between us, and looked 
straight into my eyes. A little scream, a hurried 
exclamation, and a deal of confusion was the 
consequence, in the midst of which there came 
an upology in the sweetest tones I ever heard. 


My presenti- 
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“I beg ter? thousand pardons—I thought it 
was James you were taking such liberties with, 
and I did it just for a lark.” 

“My sister Oriana, Mr. Stark.” We had 
risen from our seats and turned toward the 
blushing traant. 3 

Beautiful! I think for a moment my very 
heart stood still in homage to such illustrious and 
overpowering beauty. Scarcely up to the medium 
height of womanhood, yet with every outline of 
her willowy form marked with nature’s most 
brilliant handiwork, it was impossible not to 
count her perfection. I could not, if I would, 
describe her face. I had seen the luscious dem- 
oiselle of France, the dreaming-eyed Georgian, 
the voluptuous Italian, the fresh and hearty 
English woman, and the delicate American, but 
among them all I could find no comparison for 
Oriana. In vain I tried to trace the smallest 
likeness to Esther—it was not there. That rich, 
dark complexion, those large, almond-shaped 
eyes, the long, massive curls, crimped clear ap 
to the broad, pure temples; I had seen some- 
thing somewhere (in a dream it must have been) 
like, yet unlike to this most gorgeous specimen 

of oriental loveliness ; but it was not on the face 
of my betrothed. Forgive me, my beloved, if 
for a brief and passing moment, I almost, ay, 
quite wished it might have been there ; but alas! 
Esther, with the shadow of twenty-eight years on 
her brow, made poor show beside her fresh, 
youthful sister. Do not think I would have 
made an exchange even for the space of a mo- 
ment. If time had taken the freshness from 
Esther’s brow, it had left there something far 
more endearing, far more enduring—a tender, 
gentle, loving trust which no circumstance, no 
chance of circumstances could ever obliterate. 

Oriana’s embarrassment was of short duration. 
There was evidently something very funny apon 
her mind, for the dimples kept coming and go- 
ing upon her cheeks, and occasionally a single 
little gleefal laugh would ring ott and far away 
upon the wings of the wind. 

“ What is it, pet’ said Esther, toying with 
one of the long curls which had drifted into her 
face. 

“ Something so fanny. Who do you think 
has proposed to me ?” 

Esther turned pale as a lily, but kept her face 
from Oriana. 

“Who, dear ?” 

“Old Grange, of all persons in the world.” 
And a merry, pealing langh woke the echoes for 
a mile in circle. 

“And you?’ Esther’s voice was slightly 
tremulous, and I could see the old-time shiver 
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creeping over all her frame. 
do?” 

“Do! What should I do? What would 
you have done? What would you have had me 
do? [laughed in his face—asked after his pet 
corn and his ‘rheumatiz’—told him when the 
world had got so ran out of men as to be under 
the necessity of calling him one, then I might 
perhaps listen to his suite.” 

“0, rash girl—rash girl! ©, Heaven help us 
now—he never will forgive us.” 

“Forgive us! I think the shoo is on the 
other foot. I think it is me who should be ex- 
pected to forgive him. The impertinence of the 
thing.” 

“But you do not know—you cannot con- 
ceive—” 

At that moment Lisbia came to the garden to 
announce the arrival of Judge Gordon. Oriana 
was off like a shot, while Lisbia lingered to gain 
some directions from Esther reletive to hoase- 
hold arrangements. It flashed over me in a 
moment. That creamy clearness of complex- 
ion ; those singularly fascinating and beautiful 
eyes! Had I Esther’s secret at last? I dared 
not ask. If so, and she had taken an oath to 
keep it, I knew she would be torn to pieces by 
wild beasts before she would reveal it even to 
me. I determined, however, to keep my eyes 
open; and if needs be, to caution my friend, 
Judge Gordon, to be on the alert. This was 
probably the hold Lawyer Grange had upon the 
susceptible mind of Esther. She had a great 
horror of shame and sin, come in whatsoever 
form it might. Pure herself, she had judged 
others by the instincts of her own sweet life. 
There had been a deeper, perhaps more char- 
itable jadgment in her heart for the errors of 
poor humanity since the fatal evening of her 
mother’s death. 

Yes+-I saw it all now—Lawyer Grange had, 
as solicitor for her mother, become aware of a 
disgraceful secret which threatened her honored 
father’s memory. Had she been a lawyer like 
myself, she would have known that at least in 
the frame of Oriana the trace’ of negro blood 
was 80 far extinct, that the most venomous of 
petifoggers would fail to make out a case against 
her. 

That evening, I joined and walked home with 
Judge Gordon. He was in the very poorest of 
spirits. The judge was a handsome man, not 
far from thirty, and I confess it sometimes puzzled 
me to account for his passionate attachment to 
the wild and spirited creole. 

“TJ do not understand it,” he said to me, as we 
were on our way into town. “I love Oriana 
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with all the might and mind of 8 man who has 
loved for the first time in his life, and she loves 
we; but, impetuous, passionate, wildly worship- 
fal as she is when we are alone, the moment her 
sister entcrs the room, the change becomes ap- 
palling. The beating, burning heart seems sud- 
denly turned to marble; the fond, loving face 
assumes an expression of the most stolid indif- 
ference ; the tender, worshipful tones grow harsh 
and unmusical. If it was only for the decep- 
tion of the thing, I shoyld feel annoyed. Such 
good acting in one so young, is fearful; and yet 
I love—I love her! I cannot tear my heart from 
its allegiance—I cannot bid the waves of passion 
‘peace ’—I cannot say to my heart’s great crav- 
ing, ‘thus far shalt thou go,.and no farther.’ 
When she is hor own, blithe, brave, trae, happy 
little self, there is not that treasure in the world 
I would change her for. But—” 

“Tsee—I see. Now let me ask you a ques- 
tion or two. If by chance some tale of wrong 
or shame, not committed by herself, herself in 
no way responsible for it, yet at the same time, 
a tale compromising her name in the eyes of the 
world, should meet your ears, do you love her 
well enough to take her to the home of your 
heart as the wife of your bosom, the mother of 
your children ¢” 

“Stay; let me understand you. A tale com- 
promising her name, a crime of which she is in- 
nocent, a shame of which she is ignorant? You 
speak in riddles.” 

“If you knew she was good and pure, and in- 
nocent, that she was all a man might wish forin 
8 wife, and that only for this taint—” 

The judgo laid his hand heavily on my arm. 
“The sins of the father shall be visited upon his 
children,” he said, in a most solemn and impres- 
sive voice. “I have feared this before.” 

I saw he had understood my meaning, and 
launched at once into the very heart of the story. 
I knew Mrs. Lascelle well enough to know that 
there was no sacrifice on earth that she would 
not have made to save her husband's honor, and 
soltold him. This, with the singular circum 
stances attending her deathbed, confirmed me in 
my suspicion. 

“But what is to be done? That scheming 
lawyer has evidently determined to make the 
most of this knowledge, aod Esther as evidently 
believes Oriana to be irretrievably in his power.” 

“Let us watch our chance, and by the by, it 
is early yet—scarcely nine o’clock. I have an 
idea there will be trouble at Lakeleath to-night. 
‘We can but retrace our steps, and be on hand in 
case of need.” * 

At the family mansion, there was a long, low 
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room on the ground floor, used as the sitting. 
room forits occupants. Old-fashioned windows, 
reaching to the ground, and opening in the cen- 
tre like folding doors, gave usual ingress and 
egress to the family. In the summer time these 
windows were curtained only by vines of climb- 
ing roses which grew in great prof.sion in that 
locality. Among these vines, Judge Gordon 
and myself took our station, looking through its 
leafy curtains into the room beyond. And such 
8 sight as met our eyes; Esther was standing in 
the centre of the room, calm, pale, with a set de- 
termination upon her face that I had never seen 
there before. At her side, half crouching, half 
kneeling, with both arms wound firmly about her 
sister, with her great dark eyes, wild with fright, 
with her long hair torn and dishevelled, Oriana 
appeared, looking the very image of terror and 
despair. Her eyes were fixed on Lawyer 
Grange, who stood with folded arms against the 
door as if barring all egress. The burnitg 
glances of Lisbia wandered first to. him with in- 
dignation and rage, then to the trembling and 
affrighted girl who clang almost with a death- 
clasp to her sister. Judge Gordon made one 
spring, and would have dashed in through the 
window if my strong arm had not detained him? 
It was not my purpose to appear until I had 
made myself acquainted with the circumstances 
of the case. If anything in the world could 
have appalled 2 man, it would have been the in- 
dignant, burning glances of those three injured 
women; but no muscle of his face was 
disturbed. 

“You think you have foiled me,” he hissed 
out between lips white with passion. “ You 
think I shall never dare a second attempt. No 
more shall I; I thought to carry her off by force, 
as making the least scandal. Let the scandal 
come now; you have brought it on your own 
head. The girl is mine. You know she is 
mine. No law on earth can keep her from me. 
Do you comprehend it, girl? You are mine, 
my property, my—” 

* Silence, villain! This insult is between 
yourself and me. Do not dare breathe another 
word in the hearing of my sister.” 

Oriana was gazing from one to the other with 
eyes distended in dread and horror. 

“And why not? She has got to know it 
sooner or later. I may not be so young or 9 
handsome as Judge Gordon; but I shall mske 
her just as good a husband, or mastor—it rest 
with her to say which. Come, now, no more 
squexmishness—I offered you honorable love, 
you returned me hate and scorn.” He was #d- 
vanciog toward Oriana, but there was something 
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in the eye of Esther that checked him. “Very 
well, very well, all this has got to be paid for. 
That lovely'face will make quite 2 show on & 
plantation of field niggers; those beautifal 
limbs give a new grace to the whipping—” 

The words were not out of his mouth before 
he found himself whizzing away to another part 
of the room rather more expeditiously than it 
was agreeable. Oriana bounded into her lover’s 
arms, and lay there, peacetul and at rest. Poor 
girl! she thought at least there was shelter and 
protection on his broad breast. 

“All to bo paid for; all to be paid for. All 
your love, all your money can’t save her. She 
is mine. Look here, and here,” be screamed m 
demoniac rage, producing from a dirty and be- 
grimmed wallet, two large and formidable look- 
ing law papers. 

Esther paid no attention to his claims. She 
merely asked Judge Gordon to take her sister 
from the room, and return alone. Her voice 
was as calm, her face as determined as on that 
long ago night of her mother’s death. When 
the judge returned, she requested him to hand 
her the papers, which the lawyer was still waving 
triamphantly above his head. 

“ Ay, you find it all right—signed, sealed, and 
to be delivered when called for.” 

Esther read the paper as calmly as if it had 
been any ordinary document. 

“‘Itia a forgery,” she said, after a moment’s 

" pause. “ That is not my father’s signature.” 

Lawyer Grange went white to his very lips. 
“Prove it, prove it!’ he almost screamed. 

“Iwill.” Esther went to a secretary stand- 
ing in a corner of the room, and took therefrom 
a small iron-bound box. 

From this box she selected a couple of papers 
bearing resemblance to those held by the lawyer. 
These she handed to Judge Gordon, telling him 
he would understand their purport. The first 
was a paper, filled ont in form, by which Lisbia 
was made free for life. The second, a most 
carefully worded one, went on to explain that 
Oriana Lascelle, though the child of Lisbia, was 
free according to law; but fearing that in the 
fatare some accident might happen whereby her 
liberty would be curtailed, he had made this pro- 
vision against the possibility of accident. 
Lucky that he had done so. 

“This then was your secret?” I said to Esther, 
as she refolded the papers. 

“It was my mother’s secret. Her whole heart 
and soul seemed set upon its being kept inviolate. 
I think she would not have died in peace had I 
not taken an oath never to reveal the birth of 
Oriana to mortal man. Lawyer Grange had 
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prepared her will, aad in that manner, became 
possessed of her secret. My poor sister, it will 
break her heart to know of this taint in her 
blood, slight as it is.” 

“Why need she know it?” It was Judge 
Gordon who spoke, his noble face flushing with 
the triumph of a good action. 

“Surely, surely, you will not think of marry- 
ing her now ?” 

“AmIa man? Do you think I will visit on 
her innocent head the sins of others? But 
where is that wretch of a lawyer ?” 

Where indeed? In the excitement of the 
moment he had slunk away, and it was many 
months before he ever ventured again near Lake- 
leath. Poor Lisbia was almost wild with joy; 
and Oriana—it is not for me to describe the holy, 
happy, blissfal hours in which her lover ex- 
plained to her that she had no more to fear from 
Lawyer Grange. Ah, well—we have been mar- 
ried these ten years—Lakeleath is big enough for 
us all, little ones included, and I think I may 
venture to say that a brighter, happier, or more 
beautiful creature moves not on the earth, than 
Oriana, the lovely creole. 








LAMB-ING AN ASS. 


A pompous young ass of the English navy had 
mainly monopolized the conversation at the tablo 
of a friend, where Charles Lamb was an honored 
guest. His conduct appeared to show that he 
considered that he alone had a right to talk, 
which, Lamb observing, he became the subject 
of some of those keen satires which the latter 
was capable of administering. 

“That is o most extraordinary circumstance 
which you mention,” said Lamb, “I wonder he 
had not immediately ceased to exist.” 

“0, nooo, not atall; bullet wound, don’t 

ou see; but a cunnon-ball, don’t yon observe, 
is different matter? Once on the ‘Terrific 
Johannesbull,’ (478 gnn-ship, ye kno’,) there 
was a sailor who mounted the swawouds—a ball 
came, and took off his ’ands and harms. He 
dwopped of caws; but wile he was awopping, 
don’t you see, there came another cannon-ball 
which struck him abaft, and took off both of 
his legs. It couldn’t possibly ’ave ‘appened, 
you obeerve, in ten cases out of five, in the most 
tewific engagement.”” 

“ Wonderful!” exclaimed Lamb, “and you 
saw this yourself?” 

“I saw it as plain, p’rhaps, on the ’ole, plainer 
than what I see you at this moment.” 

“Ah! was the seaman saved? You say he 
war dropped a ’elpless ‘ulk into the hocean ; but 
was he hultimately saved ?” 

“Good heaven! no !—harms gone—legs shot 
hoff, don’t you see 1—ow could heswim? Lost, 
of cows! !” 

“What a pity!” said Lamb, musingly— if 
that man had been saved, he might hav: become 
an ornament to society !”"—London Times. 


Cnrions Mlatters. 


‘Fhe Romanoe of Life. 

Thirty yoars ago a man named Wood sailed from New 
Bedford as mate of a whaler, leaving at home a young 
wife and an tnfant child. The ship im which he safled 
was cast away in the South Sea Islands, and he was reck- 
oned among the lost. Six years ago thechild, now grown 
to manhood, removed from New Bedford to Cincinnati, 
taking his mother with him. One morning recently a 
gray-headed stranger called at his residence and tnqutred 
for his mother. She was called into the room, and after 
gasing at the stranger a moment, asked his business. 
‘*Do you not know me, Martha?” he sald, and as the 
sound of his voice, like the memory of an okien meledy, 
met her ear, she gave vent toa hysterical cry, and fainted 
fm the arms which were opened to receive her. The long 
Jost husband, after numberiess reverses and incredible 
hardships, hed returned te find her whom he hadlefta 
young and blooming bride, far advanced in the evening 
of life, while the infant, upon whose lips when last he 
saw him he had imprinted a father’s kiss, and who could 
then scarcely lisp his mame, was now a stalwart man, 
‘and the head of a family. 


A Starvation Religion. 

‘A sect has sprung up in Liverpool, England, under the 
lead of Mr. Thomas Angel, calling themselves ‘“ Angel- 
tea, or Human Nature Conquerors,” who live without 
food, and who meet daily, mornings snd evenings, tn 
Bunderland Street, to illustrate thelr doctrines and to 
enroll members, by signing e declaration that they will 
neither eat nor drink, They bave put forth a printed 
pamphlet stating their views, and including s report of 
their sermons and the manner they adopt to overceme 
Janguidness and the total waat of foed, aleo, the eminent 
physician, Dr. Biekerstith’s, certificate of the excellent 
bealth of the members of this extraordinary seciety, with 
thelr apology for “ eating no food.” 


‘ 


Bingular Encounter. 

A few days ago a Glasgow geutleman, while standing 
on Strone-pier, heard an unusual sound proceeding from 
below, and on looking down be saw a water-rat in the 
claws of a large crab. The rat oecastonally brought his 
antagonist to the surface, when the latter seemed te give 
him a sharper nip, as the rat no sooner got above water 
than he squeaked dolefully, and began to sink again. 
Unforsanately, victory remained with neither, for the 
gentleman gave the erab a gentle tap with his stick, 
when our crustaceous friend let go and sank to the bot- 
tom in s great flurry, while the rat swam to the stone- 
work of the pier and bolted into « hole. 

Remarkable Oourage. 

An instance of extraordmary courage and presence of 
mind cocurred recently at St. Joseph, Mieeuri. A Mrs. 
Wake, who ves on Grand River, went, about midnight, 
to the river bank to call her son, who lives on the oppo- 
site side, but approached too tear the edge, and was pre- 
cipitated some distance over 6 steep bank into the rush- 
tng waters. She recollected bearing that ifs person 
would keep the arms under water, and attempt to swim, 
there was no danger. She di so, and by this means 
gained the opposite side of the river, but found the 
Dank 20 steep and high that it was impossible to get out. 
‘She took courage, and with great presence of mind, de- 
Wherately ewam beek to the side from which she started. 


CURIOUS. MATTERS. 


Habits of Grasshoppers. 

A Golisd correspondent of the Colorads (Texas) itt 
zen gives some curious facts in relation te the grasshop- 
pers which have recently swarmed in that region. He 
says: “They have an especial fondness for wheat and 
cotton, but don’t take sn kindly to corn. ‘The only veg- 
etadle they spare ls the pumpkin. The most deadiy 
poisons have had no effect upon them ; fames of sulphur 
they rather like than otherwise; musquito nets they de- 
your greedily; clothes hung out to dry they esteem a 
rarity; biankets and gannybegs they don’t appear te 
fancy. They ewim the broadest creeks In safety, sen 
themselves awhile, and thea go on. The whole mass 
appear to start and move at the same time, travelling 
for en hour or two, devouring everything in their way, 
and then suddenly cease, and not move perhaps for ® 
week, daring which time no feeding ts noticed; ané 
fally, they carefully avoid the sen-ecast.” 





Burying alive. 

‘The recent news from Utah contains an item which 
Alustrates the burial customs of the Shoshonee Indians 
4n rathera striking manner. A brother ef the chief of 
the tribe recently died, and his relatives, in addition te 
the killing of his favorite horses over his grave, buried 
with him, alive, a little boy of whom the deceased was 
very fond, eo that he might aceompany him to the spirit 
Jand. They wrapped the boy up, alive, in a blanket, 
and placing him in the grave with the corpse, buried 
them together. 


lous Will. 

‘An eccentric person, the Marquis Malaixi, of Florence, 
Just deceased, hes ordered by his will, © portion of bis 
fortune to be invested, and the interest to be paid to the 
most hamp-beeked maz tn Tuscany. The recipient of 
the income is to be chosen by twelve other hump-backed 
men, each of whom fer his trouble is to be rewarded 
with a gold medal bearing the effigy of Zeop. 


Curious Freak of Nature. 

The Hightstown (N. J.) Excelsior gives an socount of a 
curious freak of nature, in the shape of » leg containing 
three different kinds of wood—white oak, maple and 
hiekory—all grown together in the most perfect manner. 
‘The outside of the log had the appearance ef white oak, 
end only after cutting off the end esuld the strange 
amalgamation be discovered. 


Bingular Discovery. 

‘A singular diseovery was madeat Provincetown, Mass., 
lately, of s stone wall seven or eight feet below a surface 
of sand. It is supposed to have been built more than s 
century ago, and probably seon after the landing of the 
Pligrims, as the earth above it was sixty years ago covered 
with a growth of small trees and shrubbery. The stones 
of whteh it is composed must have been conveyed there 
in emall vessels. 


A Novelty. 

‘There ie a tame rat on board the “City of Memphis,” 
seys the Appeal, which stands up on his hind feet when 
ordered, licks bis master's hand, and kisses him, climbs 
up over him, holds a stick in his fore paw, and stands up 
Ike @ soldier; comes when called, goes away when told 
todo so, and enters his box or cage as an obedient ebilé 
would at the request of its parents 


COBEOUS MATTERS. 


Ourious’ Dove Story. 

A gentleman of this city, says the Boston Traveller, 
who has a dove-cot at his residence at the west end, re- 
lates the following incidentas having cocurred last week : 
In the cot were a male and female dove and two squabe. 
‘The male squab having died, the elderly dove drove from. 
bis nest his female mate, and promoted to his bed and 
board the young female squab, pecking at and driving 
from his cot the female dove. Finally upon one ooce- 
sion, when the female appeared at the door of the oot, 
the male sallied out, pecked at her, and then drove her 
away. The persecuted mother flew down tos perch 
below, wherey with her head under her wing, she re- 
mained for a short time, and then fell suddenly to the 
ground. The inmates of the house, who had witnessed 
the proceeding, immediately went out, and ascertained 
that the dove was dead, but no wound was found snffi- 
cient to cause death. Possibly she died of a broken 
heart, from the brutal treatment of her false and fickle 
mate. 





Singular Cases of Fatality. 

In Switzerland once, @ man was shaving at a window, 
when some comical fellow threw a snowball. The missile 
struck the razor, and cut the man’s throat, and he died 
from the effects of the wound. This was in the canton 
of Claris, and since then the authorities have decreed 
that whoso throws # snowball sball be sentenced to six 
years’ solitary confinement. Sixteen years after the dire 
event, the youth, Hans Lalsschider, now grown to manly 
years, stood, on the anniversary of the dread deed, at 
the same window, shaving himself with the rasor of the 
snowball victim. He raised the low sesh, and while 
holding the glittering blade fn his left hand, stretched 
out bis neck to gase upon s beautiful young girl going 
by. Suddenly a wild blast of wind howled through the 
air—it shook the window, which had lost its lead—the 
the sash fell on the back of his neck—the upturned razor 
edge was against his throst,and his head, completely 
dissevered by the blow, fell in the street at the feet of the 
Indy, who was his afflanced bride. 


Children poisoned by India-rabber Air-balls, 

Twochildren have been poisoned at Hoxton by inhaling 
colored matter used in the manufacture of Indis-rubber 
air-balls. The evidence of the father showed that when 
one of these balls burst, a powder would fy around the 
room like smoke, and then disappear. The children 
sometimes picked up a balland sucked it. The cause 
of death appears to be traced to the deleterious ingre- 
dlents used by the poor man in his trade. 





Singular Suicide. 

A widow named Rogers, residing at Watertown, New 
York, aged seventy years, lately committed suielde by 
hanging herself. It was evident she had been carefully 
planning her death beforehand, for her grave clothes 
were found laid out upon her bed, and arranged in such 
@ manner that they would be the first object to attract 
the attention ofsany person entering the room. 





A Curious Truth. 

The bones of a bird are hollow, and filled with alr. If 
a atring be tied tightly around the neck of « sparrow, 50 
that no air can enter its lungs, and its leg broken, it will 
live. RespirStion will take place by means of the broken 
bone. 
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A Century Woman. 

Mru. Rodah Douglas, of Freetown, Mass., now in her 
ninety-ninth year, has just recovored from a severe at- 
tack of erysipelas, and bids fair to see her 100th birth- 
day. A fow days ago, by way of pastime, she went up 
stairs, and spun alx skeins of linen. She distinctly re 
members events which occurred more than ninety years 
ago. Not long ago, while sitting alone, by some means 
she rocked over backwards, and was considerably hurt} 
but, as she said, “ scrabbled up before any of the folks 
could come into the room, end sald nothing about it for 
several days.” She thinks young people like herself 
should not fuss about trifies. . 


Rules to administer Medicine. 

For an adult, suppose the dope to be one drachm; um 
der, 1 year will require only one-twelfth 6 grains; wnder 
2 years, one-eighth 8 grains; under 8 years, one sixth 10 
grains; under 4 years, one quarter 15 grains; under 7 
years, one-third 1 scruple; under 14 years, one-half 1-2 
drachm; under 20 years, two-thirds 2 scraples; above 
21 years the full dose of 1 drachm; 66 the inverse grada- 
tion of the above: This is an excellent table for reguiat- 
tng the doses of medicine: « mixture, powder, pill or 
draught may be proportioned to a nieety by attention to 
the above rules. 


Manuscript Copy of Dante. 

From Florence news comes of~s manuscript copy of 
Dante turning up, all in the handwriting of Petrarch. 
It has stood the test of careful comparison with all the 
known specimens of his penmanship, which are by no 
means few orscarce. Almost all the books he read were 
enriched by marginal notes from his band, and there is 
one touching memorandum in « volume kept at the 
Laurentian Library, “ This day I learn the death 
Donna Laure.” a 


Something Wonderful. 

The Richmond (Kentucky) Messenger mentions s cir- 
comstance which is probably without s parallel in the 
animal kingdom. It isa colt with but one eye. It was 
foaled on the farm of Mr. Elisha Roberts, in Madison 
County. The eye is considerably larger than the usual 
size, and in the middle of the forehead. 


Quaint Title. 

The following is the title of « pamphlet in verse, 
written two hundred years ago: ‘ Tobacco battered, and 
the pipes shattered (about their ears who idly idolize 0 
base and barbarous a Weed), by a volley of Holy Shot 
thundered from Mount Helicon.” It is perhaps the 
earliest satire on the use of tobacco, 





Woolly Calf. . 

A carious freak of nature has appeared in Hartford, in 
the shape of @ woolly calf. The whole body is covered 
with black wool, the horns look like e lamb’s, and he 
Dutta with them just as e sheep does. 


Treasure Trove. 

A child in Birmingham, not long ago, putting his hand 
into a hole down which s mouse had run, found a tin 
box containing « hundred £1 notes, issued thirty or 
forty years ago. 
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Fair is the rocky fount, the blossomed hedge, 
Groves atained with golden light; 
Fair is the star of eve, that on the edge 
Of purpie clouds shines bright. 
Fariperica Von Matraisson. 








Ornamental Gardening. 

In the orpamental department of gardening, in this 
country, there is room for many improvements. The 
immense number of indigenous trees, shrubs and plants, 
which are scattered thrdéugh our woods snd forests, afford 
facilities for beautifying the pleasure garden, which is 
often overlooked. The passion for exotics which often 
disappoint the ardent cultivator, has caused the almost 
total neglect of the humble native plants and splendid 
shrubs. The Shad tree and flowering Cornel are worthy 
&@ place in any hedge. Look into our own woods and 
Redge-rows, and there will be found many plants beanti- 
fol as they grow, but susceptible of vast Improvement by 
carefal cultivation. 

Cuttings. 

Cuttings may be struck in the open ground, and ia 
any comaion soil, without covering; but these cuttings 
are only of those plants which strike readily. When 
struck in pots, it is customary to fill the pots half or en- 
tirely full of sliver sand, to prevent the stalk of the cut- 
ting from having too much moisture round it. Those 
cuttings which are most lable to be injared by moisture, 
such as heaths, etc., are struck in pots filled entirely with 
sand; but as there is no nourishment in sand, most cut- 
tings do best with the lower end In earth, and with sand 
about an inch or two inches deep st the top of the pot to 
keep tho stem dry and prevent it from rotting. 





Faded Flowers. . 

‘The withered roses and other flowers should be out off 
as soon as they fade, as nothing disfigures a flower-garden 
more than dead leaves and flowers, and they are often 
infarious to the planta, se insects are very apt to collect 
on the decayed blossoms—especially of roses. Some of 
the herbaceous plants that have done flowering may be 
cut down, and Pelargoniums, German and Russian 
Stocks, etc., should now take the place of the common 
bulbs. The annual plants eown in May should now be 
thinned out, and cuttings of greenhouse plants put in 

the open border under hand glasses. 
-Cosmes. 

Mexican plants, generally grown as annuals, but which 
have tuberous roots like the dahlia, and may be treated 
like that plant. The flowers are very showy, and of a 
reddish purple; and the seeds, when the plants ate grown 
as annuals, should be sown in March or April in the open 
ground, or in autumn if the young plants are protected 
well daring the winter. The plants will grow four or five 
feet high in soy common garden soil. 

Hieracum. 

The common Hawkweed. British plante, with large 
Yellow flowers, which will grow freely in any light rich 
soil. They are propagated by seed or division of the 
roots. The name is said to be derived from the juice of 
these plants belng formerly given to hawks to clear and 
improve thelr sight: 
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Chinese mode of Layering. 

‘The Chinese method of layering consists in wounding 
a branch, and then surrounding the place with moist 
earth contained either in flower-pot or basket. Theman- 
ner of layering has the one great advantage of producing 
® young tree which will flowerand fruit while yet of very 
small size. It is generally applied to camellias, orange- 
trees and magnolias; but will do equally well for any 
other tree or shrab. When plant is thus to be layered, 
a ting of bark is first taken off, and then a flower-pot is 
procured, open at one side. 80 as to admit the branch, 
and some moes and earth {is put in the pot, and the open- 
ing in the aide of the pot closed with a pi8ce of wood or 
bark. It may be kept in its place by wires or strings. 
When the layer fs well rooted, the branch below the pot 
is cut off, and the young plant transferred with its ball 
of earth entire to the ground. A simpler way is to sub- 
stitute a piece of lead for the pot. 


Grafting. 

The kinds of grafting best adapted for ladles, are the 
common splice; the most simple and surest—cleft-graft- 
ing, side-grafting and in-arehing. In splice-grafting the 
scion and stock are of the same thickness; both cut 
slanting, 90 as exactly to fit; and there {fs a dovetail notch 
in the stock for the scion to rest on. When the scion is 
perfectly fitted to the stock, It Is tied with bass matting 
and afterwards covered with grafting wax or clay. Few 
of the climbing roves are fragrant, but that defect, if de- 
fect it is called, may be remedied by grafting fragrant 
scions upon the climbing stock. 


Props for Plants. 

Props for border-flowers may be made of laths split, 
but perhaps the best mode, because least artificial and 
ostentatious, if that of using straight rods of hazel, or 
some such wood, with the bark on. The object in using 
the rods of this kind is to avoid display. The walls 
against which plants are trained should never be of red 
brick or white washed, but should be painted a subdued 
tone. A brown color or tint like the bark of a tree dis- 
playa the best taste, and improves the appearance of the 
foliage and blossoms. 


Feather Grass. 

A beautiful kind of grass, well worth growing to form 
tufts in flower borders, from its feathery lightness and 
graceful habit of growth. It should be grown In light 
rich soll, and it is propagated by seeds or dividing the 
roots. 


Erythrea. 

The lesser Centarury. Little pink-flowered plants, 
mostly annual, suitable for rockwork. The seeds should 
be sown in autumn, in the open border, and the plants 
removed in patches, with earth attsched to the rockwork 
in the spring. 


Groundsel-tree. 

Ashrub with bluish green leaves, and rather pretty 
flowers, which are produced in autumn. It will grow in 
any common garden soll, but is killed ig severe winters 
it fn an exposed situation. It may be propagated by cut- 
tings or layers. 


Helenias. 

Perennial plants, natives of North Americs, which pro- 
duce spikes of pink or white flowers: are generally sown 
in peat soll ina moist situation. They are propagated 
by seeds or division of the roots. 
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Management of Oleanders. 

Oleanders should be regularly watered every day; but 
as no water should ever be allowed to remain in a stag- 
nant state about their roots, the pots in which they are 
grown should have no saucers. They should also, in or- 
der to insure the highest degree of thrift, be re-potted 
once a year, and the soll be shaken out from the roots, a8 
they are plants which throw out a good deal of excre- 
mentitious matter, which polsons the soll in which they 
grow. This re-potting should take place in spring, and 
after it has been performed the plants should be watered 
and set in the shade for a day or two. As soon as they 
begin to grow, they should bave plenty of light and air, 
‘and they should be regularly watered twicea day. Thus 
treated, the oleander will grow rapidly, and throw out 
gach large buoches of flowers as to form truly splendid 


objects. 


Shading. 

A very important point to be observed in transplanting 
fs shading. Tender plants often die because not carefully 
protected from the heat ofthe sun. If it were possible to 
transplant without injuring the tiny fibrous roots, and if 
the plants were immediately supplied with plenty of wa- 
ter, shading would not be required. An inverted tlower- 
pot is useful for that purpose. Let it be placed over the 
plant during the day, removed at night when the dews 
begin to fall, and replaced before the moisture is dried 
from the leaves. 


Bule to be observed in Transplanting. 

Never bury the collar of 4 plant, except a few annuals, 
such as balsams and a few other plants which send out 
roots above the collar of the plant. Most plants thrive 
very much better after a careful transplanting. Hya- 
cinths do not bear transplanting at all; in fact very few 
bulbous rooted plants do. Asa general rale it is beat 
never to bury the collar of the plant, and take up a large 
lamp of earth round the roote. 








Benthamia. 

A very handsome evergreen shrub, with large, white, 
showy flowers, which are succeeded by scarlet fruit hav- 
ing theappearanceof a large strawberry. It issomewhat 
tender, and requires the protection of a wall. It thrives 
best in loam, and may be propagated by layers, cuttings 
or seeds, which it produces in abundance. 





Flower-Pots. 

Flower-pots ef red, porous kind of earthenware are 
much better for the plants than the more ornamental 
kinds. Glazed pots are most suitable for plants kept in 
Daloonies which are much exposed to the air, as they do 
not admit of transptration from the sides, and conse- 
quently the earth contained in them does not soon be- 
come dry. . 


Celsia. 

Half hardy anouals and biennials, with showy, yellow 
flowers. They are generally raised In a hot bed, though 
if the senson be a forward one they may grow freely in the 
open alr. The 0. urticcefolla bears scarlet flowers, and is 
jucluded in the genus Alonsoa. 





Glechoma. 

The Ground Ivy. There are two species: one with 
blue flowers, which is 6 British weed ; and the other, with 
pink flowers, which isa native of Hungary. They will 
Doth grow in any common garden soil, and may be in- 
creased by dividing the roots. 
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Plants for Dwelling-Houses. 

Among the flowers and plants which thrive well in 
dwelling-houses, none altogether excel the various acar- 
let and other bedding geraniums. There is a large fami- 
ly called “ bedding,” because they are used in great 
numbers to turn out in beds, and they are adapted for 
this purpose because they cntinue to grow and bloom 
all the summer and autumn. aud in that particular differ 
from the still larger family of show geraniums—called 
more generally pelargoniums—which have their season 
of flowering only a month or six weeks. Of the bedding 
kinds, the best are those with red or pink flowers; there 
are some with white, but they are tame and uninterest- 
ing. By obtaining a few of the best scarlet and pink, at 
bedding-out time, at a nursery, and ordering the dealer 
to pot them in a size large enough tocarry them through 
the sammer, we may, with care, have them in good bloom. 
almost up to Ubristmas. But now we come to an im- 
portant contingency—we ought to have said with good 
management—never water them till the surface of the 
potisdry,and then give it them so that all the eoll in 
the pot is wetted; let the water all drain through, and 
throw it away, for they must not stand init. Occaston- 
ally stir the surface of the mould in the pot, and take 
care that there be no vacancy between the earth and the 
side of the pot where you water them, for if there be, the 
water will ran through without soaking into the middle 
of the ball of earth the plant is growing In. Tho stirring 
of the surface 1s to prevent that kind of shrinking that 
may be observed among plants that are undisturbed for 
slong time. All discolored leaves should be picked off. 
The Passion Flower. 

The annexed interpretation of this justly celebrated 
and much admired flower will be found interesting: 
“The leaves resemble the spear that pierced our Saviour’s: 
side; the tendrils the cords that bound his hands, or 
whips that scourged him; the ten petals the apostles, 
Judas having betrayed, and Peter deserted; the pillars 
in the centre the cross or tree; the stamina the hammer; 
the style the nails; the inner circle around the centre 
pillar the crown ef thorns; the radiauce the glory; the 
white in the flower the emblem of purity; and the blue 
the type of heaven. On one species, the pasiflora altar, 
even drops of blood.are seen upon the cross or tree. This 
flower continues three days open, and then disappears, 
thus denoting the resurrection.” 


Herbaceous Plants and Bulbs. 

All herbaceous plants and bulbs should be set out ia 
the fall. Many wake up to the importance of these flow- 
ers when they see them in bloom, but when the time for 
planting comes they are forgotten. Take plants of all 
desirable sorts in the spring or summer, when in flower, 
and plant carly in the fall, and the following spring you 
will have plenty of flowers. 





Flowering Rush. . 

A British aquatic plant, producing pretty pink flowers.” 
When cultivated, the seeds should be sown in loamy soil 
at the bottom of the aquariam or pond where it is to 
grow, or ina pot plunged tos considerable depth ; or it 
may be increased by dividing the roots. 


Monocanthus. 
The Monk Flower. An orchideous epiphryte from 


Demerara and Brazil, requiring the usual treatment of 
similar plants. 
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A nice Onion Sauce. 

Peel and thinly slice four or five onions, put them into 
® saucepan with @ piece of butter; stir the onion until 
browned; then stir in slowly a spoonful of flour, four 
tablespoonsful of any kind of nice broth, a little pepper 
and salt; boll this fora few minutes; watch, to prevent 
its scorching; then adda wine glass fall of claret, and 
the same of mushroom eatsup. Strain it through a hair 
sieve. Serve hot. This iss very nice gravy for steaks. 








Potage a L’ Anglaise. 

Put a good sized marrow bone into a soup pot, and 
pour on it one gallon of weiter; wash one pint of split 
peas and put in; let this simmer slowly three hours; 
add a half teaspoonful of salt and @ little black pepper. 
Toast nicely two or three slices of bread, butter them and 
ent into square pieces. Put them into the tureen, and 
pour the potage through a cullender, and. mash the peas 


through into the tureen. Serve hot. f 





Lamb. 

‘This requires much attention in the roaiting. All 
young meate should be well cooked. For © sauce, wash 
clean a handful of fresh green mint, remove the leaves 
from the stems, mince it very fine and put it into a sauce 
Doat, and stir in one teaspoonful of brown sugar and four 
tablespoonsfal of good wine vinegar. Green peas is the 
vegetable eaten with lamb. 


Hard Tea Biscuit. 

Two pounds of flour; a quarter of a pound of butter; 
4 salt-spoonfal of mit; three gills of milk. Cut up the 
butter, and rub it in the flour; then add the salt and 
milk. Kneed the dough for halfau hour; make it into 
cakes abont as large round as a small teacup, and half 
aninch thick. Priek them with a fork; bake them ina 
moderate oven, until they are a light brown. 
Champagne Cider. 

Good cider, pale, one hogshead; spirit, three gallons; 
honey or sugar, 20 pounds. Mix, and let them rest fora 
fortnight, then fine with ekimmed milk, 1-2 gallon. This 
will be very pale; and a similar article, when bottled in 
champagne bottles, and silvered and labelled, has been 
often sold to the ignorant for champegne. It opens very 
brisk if managed properly. 


Arrow-Root Blancmange. 

To two and» half spoonsfal of pure Jamaica arrow- 
reot, a quart of milk, a large spoonful of crushed sugar, 
& spoonful of rose-water and a little salt. Reserve 5 gill 
of milk to wet the arrow-reot, and boil the rest. When 
it boils up, stir in the arrow-root, and boll it upagsina 
minute or two; add the sugar, salt and rose-water, end 
put it into the mould. 

To pickle Cucumbers. 

‘Trim and wash them in salt and water, drain, and pat 
them into the bottles, add « little mace, cloves, capsicum 
and mustard-seed, then cover them with white vinegar 
nearly boiling hot; cork immediately. 


Fresh Fruit Trifle. 

Btew gooseberries or apples, or brutee raspberries or 
strawberries, lay them upon soft custard or upom cake 
@pped in cream, and cover it with whip. 
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Cream Fritters. 

‘Mix a handful of flour, with three whole eggs, and the 
yolks of six, four pounded macaroons, some dried orange- 
flowers, browned in sugar, a little candled lemon-peel 
chopped very fine, half a pint of cream, halfa pint of 
milk, and a lump of sugar; boil the whole over a gentle 
fire for a quarter of an hour, till the cream turas tos 
thick peste; then let It cool in a‘dish well floured, shak- 
ing flour all over it. Whencold, cut the paste Into smal) 
Pieces, roll them in your hands till they become round, 
and fry them of a good color; when you serve them, 
powder them all over with sugar. 





Goosberry Champagne. 

“ Ferment together,” says Mr. Francis, ‘ five gallons 
of white goosberries, mashed, with four and a half gallons 
of water, add six pounds of sugar, four pounds and a belf 
of honey, one ounce of finely-powdered white tartar, one 
ounce of dry orange and lemon-peel, and half gallon of 
white brandy. ¢This will produce nine gallons. Before 
the brandy is added the mixture must be strained and 
put intoscask. ‘This will be found equal to Mrs. Prim- 
rose’s celebrated goceberry wine (See the ‘Vicar of 
Wakefield”). 


Soups. . 

Vegetable soup. Two turnips, four carrots, four pote- 
toes, one cabbage, one parsnip, parsley or celery; chop 
them all fine, add @ spoonfal of rice, and three quarts of 
water, and boll them three hours. Straio throughs 
cullender, let it all boll up again, and add a pint of milk 
or cream, thickened with flour. 


Cheese Cake. 

Mix together one quart of cheese (curd), four eggs, half 
® grated nutmeg, a small portion of cream, 4 piece of 
butter as large as an egg, and as many tried currants, 
and as much sugar as is agreeable to your taste. Flavor 
with brandy. 


Oalf's Foot Blano-Mange. 

One quart of the stock, prepared as for jelly, one pint 
of cream, fisvored to the taste, and half a pound of sugar. 
Let it boll up once, and strain it into the moulds through 
a gauze sleve. Cool it upon ice or in cold water. 





Boiled Custard. 

Beat—very light—five eggs; place one quart of milk 
over the fire, and when it comes to a boil, take It off the 
fire and stir in your eggs; season with whatever essence 
you prefer, and let it again come to a boil. 

Of Beef as Food. 

Ox beef is considered the best; helfer beef is excellent 
where well fed, and is most suitable for small families. 
If you want the best, choose that which has a fine amoeth 
grain—the lean of a bright red; the fat white or nearly to. 





To keep Muslins of a good Color. 

Never wach muslins or any kind of white cotton goods, 
with linen; for the latter deposite or discharges a gum 
and coloring matter every time It is washed, which dis- 
colors and dyes the cotton. Wash them by themselves. 





Fried Sweet Corn. 

Cut tender corn off the cob. Pat it ina pan, and edd 
sufficient water to moisten it,  Httle salt and better, amd 
fry to the Hking. 
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Bedding. 

Many persons think {t conducive to health to sleep 
very hard. This is only the case with peculiar constitu- 
tions. Generally speaking, most people iil sleep more 
comfortably, and feel more refreshed afterwards, ons 
moderately soft bed or mattress. Even in summer, and 
in warm climates, a mattrees should not be so hard es to 
have no elasticity. If the mattress is sufficiently thick 
to prevent the feather bed beneath from rising or ewell- 
ing around you, the proper end is snswered as far as 
health is in question; and certainly the comfort is much 
greater than ifall beneath you is so hard and compact 
that you cannot but feel as if sleeping almost on s floor 
ef wood or stone; as is often the case, when a thick, solid, 
hair mattress has nothing under it but one equally solid 
of straw. 


Irish Stew. 

Cat up two pounds of the neck of the mutton into 
‘mall cutlets, which put Into a proper sized stewpan with 
some of the fat of the mutton, season with three spoons- 
fal of salt, half an ounce of pepper, the same of sugar, 
eix middie-sised onions, a quart of water; set them to 
boil and simmer for half an hour, then add six middling- 
sized potatoes, cut them in halves or quarters, stir It to- 
gether, and let It stew gently for about one hour longer; 
Af too fut remove it from the top, but ff well done the po- 
tatoes would absorb all, and eat very delicate; any other 
part of the matton may be served in the same way. 
Bed-Room Carpets. 

‘The carpet on a chamber will last and look well much 
Jonger if there are extra pleces to lay round the bed, tek- 
ing them up and shaking them every day. In front of 
the washing-stand, and some distance beneath, it ls well 
to have a breadth of oll-cloth nailed down upon the car- 
pet, which will thus be saved from much injury by the 
splashing of water in emptying pitchers and basins. 





Yellow Almond Sweetmeats. 

Blanch a pound of sweet almonds; wash them In cold 
water, and when quite dry, pound them with s sufficient 
quantity of yolks of eggs into a fine bet rather stiff 
peste; add to them a pound of powdered sugar, and the 
rinds of two lemons grated; knead the paste well with 
your hands, first sprinkling the table with sugar. Form 
the paste into what figures you prefer. 


Yeast Dumplings. 

Make a dough with a table-spoonfal of yeast, a little 
salt, and warm milk, and flour; eet it torise. When 
Hight, flour your hands, and make ft in balls the sise of = 
common apple; throw them into bolling water, and cover 
close. In halfan hour take them up with a skimmer; 
serve plain, with butter or with a sweet sauce. 


Cabinet Pudding. 

Boll one pint of milk, with a plece of lemon-peel, pour 
it on one ounce of sponge biscuit, let it soak halfan hour, 
then add three eggs, half an ounce of curraute, anda very 
little sugar; steam it in s buttered mould, Hned with 
raising, one hour. 

Bread and Butter Pudding. 

Butter « tart-dish well and sprinkle some currants all 
round it, then lay in a few slices of bread and butter; 
boil one pint of milk, pour it on two eggs well whipped, 
and then on the bread and butter; bake it in a hot oven 
for half an hour. 
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Beefsteak Pudding. 

Prepare s good crust as for a fruit pudding. Take 
deefateak ot in small ploces, a few slices of very nice salt 
pork, {with pepper, salt, summer savory and a 
small plece of onion if fancied; dust four {n your meat, 
put the crust In the cloth, the meat in the crust, tle 
tightly and boll three hours ors little more. When cut 
open pour ina little melted butter. A very Little expe- 
rience will teach any one to make this pudding, and te 
those who are in the habit of broiling or frying steak, 
will soon commend itéelf for the saving. 

Cleaning Knives and Forks. 

It is an excellent way to have, at dinner-time, one 
side-table, a deep, tall, japanned or painted mug or can, 
filled with sufficient hot water to cover the blades of the 
knives and forks, but net enough to reach to their han- 
dies, which the hot water would split or loosen. As the 
plates are taken from the table, the servant who waits 
should at once stand the knives and forks upright (blade 
downwards) in this vessel of water, which will prevent the 
grease from drying on them, and make them very easy to 
wash when dinner is over. 





Fig Paste for Constipation. 

Cut up small one pound of figs, and mix it with two 
ounces of seuna carefully picked over, and one tea-cupfal 
of molasses; stew i¢ till it becomes thoroughly mixed and 
firm; then cool It. A plece about half as large ass fig 
will generally be sufficient. 

Freckles and Sunburns, 

After washing in cold water, use a little of the follow- 
ing lotion: mix a teaspoonful of diluted murintic acid 
with an ounce of rore-water, eight ounces of water, and 
‘ove ounce of rectified spirits of wine. 





Spice Plaster. 

Pulverized cloves, cianamon, and Cayenne pepper, half 
an ounce each; mix, and add flour and wine of galls, or 
dilated spirits, to form this plaster; lay It hot on the re- 
gion of the stomach. It is excellent for pains and spasms. 
To make Yeast, 

Boll five large potatoes, mash them fine, add giadually 
‘one quart of cold water and three table-spoonsful of su- 
gar. Stirin haifa pint of yeast, set it to rise; whem 
light, cork it, and Keep in « cool place. 





To make Sticking Salve. 

Three pounds resin, half 8 pound of mutton tallow, 
half a pound of beeswax, and  tablespoonful of sulphur; 
melted, poured into cold water, and worked and pulled 
en hour. 


Keeping Cider sweet. 

A plot of mustard seed, put in a barrel of cider, will 
preserve it sweet for a number of months. I have drunk 
fall older in the month of May, which was kept sweet by 
this means. 


Fever Draught. 

Boil an ounce and « half of tamarinds, three ounces of 
currant, two of stoned raisins, in three pints of water. 
Boil them down one-third, and strain them. 


To remove Freokles. 
An ounce of alum, and an ounce of lemon juice, in « 


plat of rose-water. 


Ghitors Guble. 


MATURIN M. BALLOU, Epitor anp Prorrigror. 
Ce 





BLEEDERS. 

In Felt’s Annals of Essex County, we find a 
very curions account of families in the town of 
Hamilton who aro called bleeders, from the great 
propensity of their bodies to bleed profusely even 
from very slight wounds. He says that there 
are four families in the town, all of which are 
more or less related, some of the members of 
which exhibit this peculiarity. There are five 
individuals in all, and they have inherited this 
tendency to hemorrhage from their ancestors, 
some of whom have died from wounds which are 
not considered by any means dangerous to peo- 
ple in general. These people are afraid to sub- 
mit to the operation of the lancet, for fear of 
fatal effects. A cut, or other wound upon them, 
st first assumes the common appearance ; but 
after a few days, the injured part begins to send 
forth almost a steady stream of blood. This 
continues for several days, when the discharge 
changes to a colorless fluid, resembling water. 
A cone is in the mean time formed over the 
wound by the coagulated blood, and the dis- 
charge continues through a small aperture in the 
centre of this cone, until the latter falls off, when 
the discharge ceases. These bleeders often 
bleed abundantly at the nose, and are subject to 
severe and unaccountable rheumatism. This 
hemorrhage first appeared in @ family by the 
name of Appleton, who brought it with them 
from England, and it is transmitted from genera- 
tion to generation. None but male members of 
the family are bleeders, and their immediate 
sons are not 80; but the sons of their daughters 
exhibit the peculiarity. There is, however, no 
definite information as to what proportion of the 
male children of the bleeder’s daughters resem- 
ble him in this respect, and that proportion has 
been found to be altogether uncertain. The cir- 
cumstances narrated by the historian are cer- 
tainly very remarkable, and seem to indicate 
some law of human generation which has here- 
tofore been guessed at, by those who have noted 
the resemblance in the mental peculiarities of 
sons to their mothers, and: daughters to their 


fathers. 
+--+ 


Caagtes Mackay.—This gentleman is so 
well pleased with America, that he is coming 
back again in a couple of years. 





PAPER FROM BEETS. 

Among the new inventions recently made in 
England, is the preparation of paper from beet 
root. The beet is extensively used in making 
sugar, and this new invention converts the pulp 
of fibrous matter, which is left after extracting 
the saccharine properties, into paper by a very 
easy and economical process. This pulp is 
mixed with cotton or linen, in various propor- 
tions, from ten to eighty per cent., and the result 
is, a paper stronger and more durable than that 
composed of any other materials, and, at the 
same time, more compact, tenacious and fiex- 
ible. This paper is also impermeable to humid- 
ity, under all circumstances, and is therefore un- 
affected by climate. The beet pulp also operates 
as sizing for the paper, so that the use of rosin, 
glue, etc., for size, is dispensed with. It gives & 
fine, vellumy surface to the paper, which fits itto 
be printed upon without wetting down; and to 
the dry printing it gives a clear, sharp impres- 
sion, like wood engraving. The resemblanco, 
‘in this respect, to Chinese paper, leads us to 
suppose that a similar ingredient has long been 
in use among that ancient people. In the pro- 
portion of fifty per cent. to cotton, the best 
makes a Very superior paper, equal in strength, 
flexibility and color to linen, but with a much 
finer surface. The London Times is to be 
printed on this new paper, and it is estimated 
that the saving thereby will amount to $100,000 
a year, in the expenses of that establishment. 
The British government have also adopted & 
coarser kind for cartridges, which is pronounced 
by the authorities at the War Office to be “ vastly 
cheaper and better than any material heretofore 
used.” It is quite natural for John Bull to re- 
sort to anything that will enable him to beat his 
enemies—even to beet root cartridges. 





Bacx Numpens.—We can still supply all the 
back numbers of our magazine to January Ist 
1858. When subscribing, please say at what 
time it is desired to have the subscription 
commence. 


An Imrossrpinity.—There is one thing & 
drunken man cannot do—drive a sulkey with- 
out getting his legs mixed up with the wheels of 
the vehicle. 
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MODERN FIRE-ARMS, 

The past twenty years have witnessed many 
wonderfal discoveries in the arts and sciences, 
and many practical improvements based thereon. 
Ban is naturally a fighting animal, and there- 
fore, as a matter of course, a due share of his 
attention has been devoted to perfecting his im- 
plements of strife. The improvements in guns 
and cannon have fally kept pace with those in 
the more peaceful implements of human occu- 
pation. The Paixan and the Lancaster cannon 
have offect the sewmg and the reaping machines, 
as well as the Colt’s revolver and the Minnie 
rifle, thd steel pen and the,magnetic telegraph. 
Gan cotton has sprang up to rival gunpowder, 
and that in tarn has been so far improved upon, 
that the Italian assassins who lie in wait to mur- 
der Louis Napoleon, make use of an exploding 
powder sixteen hundred times as powerful as 
common gunpowder. 

Even sedate old Massachusetts is brushing up 
her old firelocks, and swapping them off for 
something more powerful. The volunteer troops 
of the State are henceforth to be armed with the 
rifle musket, a newly-invented arm, of great 
power, which has recently been adopted by the 
United States. It isto be used with an elon- 
gated, expansion ball, and provided with rear 
sight, for greater accuracy of aim. A clasp 
bayonet is also attached, and the famous May- 
nard primer, to be used instead of the percussion 
cap. This new weapon, with a charge of pow- 
der one third less than that used in the present 
masket, will drive a ball one half heavier than 
is now used, completely through a three inch 
pine plank, at a thousand yards distance ; while 
the old musket will send its ball only three hun- 
dred yards, and barely penetrate the plank. 
The rifled chamber also renders the aim of the 
new weapon much more accurate than the old 
one, even at a larger range than the latter will 
carry. With this superior piece, the Massachu- 
setts volunteers will be a much more effective 
substitute for regular troops than heretofore ; and 
they will now take greater interest in target 
practice than heretofore, because steadiness and 
accuracy of aim, and not chance, will decide the 
contest, and award the prize. , 

While on the topic of fire-arms, we desire to 
make mention of an application of the revolver 
principle and electric discharge to cannon, re- 
cently invented and exhibited at Buffalo, N. Y. 
The piece exhibited was a small brass gun, 
mounted upon wheels, and so constructed that a 
rotary cylinder, containing four charges, consti- 
tutes the breach. The charges in the cylinder 
are replenished to any extent, by means of a 





. 
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hopper, and the piece is fired as rapidly as a 
moan can work an ordinary lever backward and 
forward. The piece is discharged by electricity, 
at the rate of thirty rounds per minute; and 
what is most singular in reference to the process, 
is, that the cylinder does not become heated, 
however rapid the digcharge. This singular 
phenomenon is attributed to the electric finid, 
the cylinder being rendered perfectly electrical by 
means of its connection with the battery and 
wires by which the ignition is caused. After 
two hundred rounds, fired in rapid succession, 
at the rate of about thirty rounds per minute, 
and without once using the swab, the breech, in- 
stead of being hot, was found to be much cooler 
than when the firing commenced. The inventor 
is confident that with good powder he can fire 
sixty rounds per mimute. In this experiment 
the powder used was of very poor quality. The 
Buffalo Express states that the experiment was 
completely successful in demonstrating the utility 
of the invention, and that the inventors purpose 
to lay it before our government at an early day, 
in the meantime securing patents in Europe and 
this country. 





Tae Art or War.—Marshal Piuscgur af- 
firms that all we know of the art is, “ principally 
nothing.” Some slight smattering of knowledge 
in the manner of fortifying-places, and the attack 
and defence thereof, together with the evolutions 
and exercises of the battalion (many of which 
are perfectly impracticable in the face of the 
enemy), this is the summit of our acquirements, 
and we neither know nor trouble ourselves 
farther. 


+ 


Japan.—Mr. A. M. Gaskewitch is appointed 
Russian consul to Japan. He will be there with 
his wife who will be the first European woman 
ever allowed a residence in Japan. It is a nice 
country to keep house in, Japan blacking and 
candlesticks are 80 easily procured. 








Daixxixe Sones.—A modern writer says 
that Bacchanalian songs can hardly be said to 
form a distinct or original department in the lite- 
ratare of this country. Wo are not at all ashamed 


of the fact. 
———_+ 2-2 + ___—__ 


Rosxs.—Professor Agassiz thinks the creation 
of roses was coeval with that of the first woman 
—the fairest flower and the fairest creature given 
to the world at the same moment. 





Tae Deez in Frortpa.—The deer in 
Florida are said to be dying off rapidly of a- 
strange diseasé, which nobody can account for. - 
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BRITISH MILITARY SCHOOLS. 

‘Whatever training British military officers have 
received, that thas redounded to the credit of 
their nation upon the battle field, has been ac- 
quired, not in her military academies, but in 
actual service. While Great Britain was almost 
constantly engaged in war, their officers had 
abundant opportunity to learn by experience, 
and they did not fail to profit by the teachings of 
this severe school. In later days, however, since 
the field of’ Waterloo, she has had a period of 
comparative peace ; her old generation of officers 
has passed away, and those who have succeeded 
them, have had litle or no opportanity to learn 
the art of war by practising it. The substita- 
tion of military schools for the tented field, has 
not raised up for her a race of officers of which 
she has any great reason to be proud. Unlike 
France, she has not kept up a vigorous and 
effective system of military education in time of 
peace, but has trusted to luck for the capability 
of her officers. The consequence of this neglect 
of military training was strikingly manifested in 
the course of the Crimean war, where the British 
officers showed to great disadvantage beside the 
French. Superannuated drivellers or effeminate 
dandies, commanded her troops in many cases, 
and with little ability to serve the cause, or win 
honor for themselves. Not so the French. 
They had well-trained and disciplined officers, 
who understood their duty, and had the physical 
and mental force to perform it; and to them in 
& very great measure is due the partial success 
which crowned the cause of the allies in that 
war. 
The foolish system of purchase which prevails 
in the British army, whereby a man’s purse or 
that of his friends procures his commission, in- 
stead of his own qualifications or merits, has a 
direct tendency to bring persons of inferior 
abilities into the offices, and repress the prompt- 
ings of emulation. If this privilege of buying 
commissions was restricted to those who had 
pursued a regular course of military education, 
and given evidence of their proficiency, it would 
be much less injurious in its effects upon the 
efficiency of the officers as a class. But it is 
not, and for the great majority of the army 
officers, it is open to any man who isa gentleman 
by birth, and can command the price. Conse- 
quently, though there are military schools in 
England, no young man who is desirous of hav- 
ing office in the army, feels at all obliged to 
commence his education in those seminaries, or 
in fact sees any feasible road to the object of his 
ambition through their portals, This non- 
essentiality of military education fecessarily un- 
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dervalues it, and leads the majority of aspirants 
for military commissions to look upon it ss 8 
thing of very little consequence. 

There are in England three military semi- 
naries, neither one of which, however, is designed 
for the general service of the army, like our own 
national academy at West Point; and neither 
of them is as thorough and effective as ours for 
educating and training young officers for the 
service. The first of these seminaries in point 
of age, is the Royal Military Academy at Wool- 
wich, which was founded more than a hundred 
years ago. This academy, as at present regu- 
lated, educates cadets fur the artillery and engi- 
neer service, and to the extent of its capacity is 
open for the admission of any youth in the king- 
dom, whose friends may have interest to place 
him there. Successful graduates from this school 
are entitled to commissions in the artillery and 
engineer corps, without purchase. Bat the com 
missions thus acquired are regarded as inferior 
to those bought by money in the cavalry and in- 
fantry service, thus rendering military education 
a badge of inferiority among officers. The 
moral and intellectual discipline of this sem- 
inary is, however, very inferior, as confessed by 
British authorities, and the royal commissioners 
have recently condemned the whole system ss 
failing in the object of rearing up competent 
officers. 

The second seminary is the Royal Military 
College at Sandhurst, which was established in 
1804. It was designed as a school for the sous 
of officers in the army, and bears eomewhat the 
same relation to the line that the Woolwich 
academy does to the artillery. That is, cadets 
who go through the whole course of studies pre 
scribed, and pass the requisite examinations in & 
satisfactory manner, are entitled to a commissio® 
in the cavalry or infantry, without purchase. 
Bat this college course is not the only avenue to 
a commission in those corps; and as matter of 
fact, very few of those who enter there g0 
through the whole course, but are provided with 
commissions by their friends, by purchase, before 
their time is ont ; while at least five sixths of the 
candidates for commissioners never enter this 
college at all, but are appointed direct from dvil 
ife, either to the staff by family influence, or to 
the line by the weight of their purses. It is the 
decided opinion of the most competent judges of 
military matters in England, that this college 
neither exercises, nor in the nature of things, 
can exercise, any beneficial influence whatever 
upon the tone of the British army. So far 4s 
the standing of the institution is concerned, it is 
‘very low indeed, and it has comparatively fow 
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pupils. Any other nation but the English would 
sweep it away at once, as a useless expense ; but 
John Bull’s bump of veneration is so large that 
he can never allow that there is more wisdom to- 
day than there was yesterday. 

The third educational establishment alluded 
to above, is the East India Company’s College 
at Addiscombe, which was started in the year 
1818. Here, cadets appointed by the directors 
are educated for the engineer, artillery and in- 
fantry service'of the company. This is the best 
military school of the three, not only in its course 
of studies and discipline, but also in its bearing 
upon the military service. Excellence in this 
school is stimulated by the reward of merit; the 
best scholars being selected for appointment to 
the most desirable arm of the eervice. But the 
establishment has no effect on the army gener- 
ally, it being confined solely to the East India 
Company’s service, anfl being only a part of the 
machinery by which it carries on the gigantic 
scheme of plunder and outrage with which it has 
cursed India. For this kind of service no high- 
minded man would ever feel a preference; and 
therefore the aspirants for military honors, in 
England, are left entirely without a suitable 
establishment to qualify them for the daty 
which they seek. How different is this from our 
own country, which possesses in the West Point 
Academy an adequate, popular, and economical 
seminary for the thorough education of all the 
military officers which we require, in every 
branch of the service, and receives annually 
from its graduating class a body of officers fully 
accomplished in all the requisites of thorough 
soldiership. 





Waccisn.—A dry sort of humorist com- 
plained to his minister thathe must get a seat 
nearer the pulpit, “for,” said he, “by the time 
your words reach me, they are.as flat as dish- 
water.” Not a very complimentary parishioner, 
certainly. 





Aw Excettent InstitoT10N.—In Freeport, ' 
Dilinois, they have a society called the “Anti- 
poke-your-nose-into-other-people’s-business Soci- 
ety.” That’s a good institution. 





Tue Qogen’s Exoush.—Mrs. Partington 
said ber minister preached about ‘The Parody 
on the Probable Son.” Another old lady called 
the young gentleman the “‘ Prodigious Son.” 








Franz up.—Peter Flare, of Middletown, Md., 
has fallen heir to $50,000 by the death of a rela- 
tive in Germany. 
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A PERSIAN FABLE. 

One morning, just at the dawn of day, the 
great Abbas was going forth to hunt in a narrow 
valley which lies between two high mountains, 
when he met an uncommonly ugly man, at the 
sight of whom his horse started with such vio- 
lence as nearly to unseat the king. Being greatly 
enraged at the bad omen, the monarch instantly 
ordered the ugly man's head to be struck off. 
The trembling peasant, while held fast by the 
executioner, in readiness to receive the death- 
blow, humbly supplicated to be informed what 
crime he had committed. “ Your crime,” said 
the imperious Abbas, “is your unlucky counte- 
nance, which is the first object I have met this 
morning, and has nearly caused me to fall from 
my horse.” “Alas!” said the despairing victim, 
“what term must I apply to your majesty’s 
countenance, which was the first object that met 
my eyes this morning, and is now to cause my 
death!” This witty reply so pleased the king, 
that he ordered the prisoner to be released, and 
gave him a purse of gold, instead of taking off 
his head. If we would, all of us, reflect upon 
our own short-comings and imperfections, when 
we feel inclined to censure the evil which we see 
in others, there would be fewer heads snapped 
off, and more gold purses circulating in comma- 
nity, greatly to the enhancement of our own 
peace of mind and the happiness of our fellow- 


creatures. 
r+ ——___ 


A Svusvursan Diarocue.— Mother wants 
to know if you wont please to lend her your 
preserving kettle, because as how she wants to 
preserve?” “We would with pleasure, boy; 
but the truth is, the last time we loaned it to 
your mother, she preserved it so effectually thas 
we have never seen it since.” ‘ Well, you 
needn’t be sarsy about your old kettle. Guess it 
was full of holes when we borrowed it, and 
mother wouldn’t troubled yon again, only we 
seed you bringing home a new one.” 





Corrgs axp 4 Corrin.—The following af- 
fecting epitaph may be found upon a tombstone 
in Connecticut : 

“ Here lies cut down like unripe fruit, 
The wife of Deacon Amos Shute; a 
Bhe died of drinking too much coffee, 
Anny Dominy eighteen forty.” 

ttn pt 

Caminz.—A citizen of Hallowell has taken a 
fancy to a head of a dog that howls in his 
vicinity, and offers a reward of five dollars for a 
sight of the head, minus the body. 

ee 

Uxvrortuxats.—Chicago has a public park, 

but its gates are too narrow to admit crinoline. 
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POPULAR ELOCUTION. 

Our people are proverbially speech-makera— 
made so by our institutions of popular govern- 
ment, and encouraged to the effort by the gen- 
eral intelligence which prevails. Elocution is 
generally an exercise of our public schools ; and 
debating clubs, town meetings and caucuses, 
confirm the habit of declamation in after life. 
Tt must have struck our readers with surprise to 
observe how few good public speakers there are, 
when they reflect upon the great number which 
we find among us, and the frequent opportunities 
they enjoy for exercising the talent. Why is 
this? Why is it that so few lawyers, ministers, 
and public lecturers, really speak well? We 
observe an almost universal doficiency of easy, 
natural and effective elocution. School teachers 
encounter it in their scholars, and labor in vain 
to obviate the objectionnble tendency and supply 
the deficiency. It would seem that some earlier 
example than that of the teacher is before the 
mind of the child, which influences his habit of 
public speech. 

This example continues through all the school 
training of the youth, and remains to influence 
him in after life. It is the example of the 
preacher of the gospel. This is constantly be- 
fore the child from his earliest days of observa- 
tion, and makes the first, the strongest, and most 
frequently repeated impression upon his mind. 
Every week the elocution of the minister in the pul- 
pit is before him, to form and shape his’ impres- 
sions of public speaking ; and the mevitable ef- 
fect is to establish a habit of elocation which will 
resist the training of the school, and the expe 
riences of after life. How important, then, does 
it become that the minister of the gospel should 
be a good speaker—that the indelible impression 
which he makes upon the habits of the young 
may be good, and not bad. This consideration 
is not sufficiently attended to by thoee who have 
the selection of public teachers of religion, elo- 
cution being regarded more as a pleasing adjunct 
to a minister’s talents, than an all-powerfal ex- 
ample for the unconscious imitation of. the 
young. 

Wo have often recognized the snuffling tone 
and twang of the conventicle, in the elocution of 
celebrated public speakers, and wondered where 
the obnoxious habit was contracted. A little re- 
fiection has satisfied us that the inflaence of the 
pulpit on the youthful mind has produced the 
mischief, and led us to the conclusion that the 
importance of correct pulpit elocution is not 
sufficiently appreciated. As a matter of curios- 
ity, we have sometimes traced the early religious 
attendance of speakors to the same place of wor- 





EDITOR’S TABLE. 


ship, simply by the peculiarity of their elocution 
—so marked and prominent were the character- 
istics implanted in their minds by the preacher 
whom they listened to in youth. This is a sub- 
ject of great moment, and should command 
‘more attention from parish committees and 
others upon whom devolves the selection of min- 
isters; for unless their ministers are good speak- 
ers, the children of the parish will contract 
vicious habits of elocution which can never be 
effaced. 


a Ln 


GAMBLING IN LONDON. 

A few years ago there were clubs, at which 
fines were inflicted on any member who was not 
drunk when the sittings were closed ; whist clubs, 
where the members sat up to their knees in the 
rejected packs of cards, curtains being drawn 
between their faces to conceal any expression of 
disappointment at a bad Band. The practice is 
said to have been introduced in consequence of 
Mr. Fox losing a large sum of money by the 
cards being reflected on the bright surface of 
some large steel buttons which he wore. One of 
these card clubs had a singular constitution. It 
was called “The Never-Ending Club,” and the 
law was that no one should quit the table until 
relieved by the arrival of a fresh member. Days 
passed, and even nights ; and the fresh dawn be- 
held the parti carve, after asnore or two, com- 
mencing a new game. # 


+2 + 

Ouxisvs Roves.—Property left in an omni- 
bus may be, and is usually, claimed by the pas- 
senger sitting next the leaver.. Drivers of om- 
nibuses must set the passengers down in the 
mad, so as not to obstruct the crossing; but if 
hard pressed by an opposition, need not set them 
down at all. Omnibus windows must be so 
constructed that they will not let down in sum- 
mer, or pull up in winter. 

4 

QUESTIONS AND Answers.—Why is dew 
seldom formed at sea? Because most people 
ohject to a sea dew-sir in any shape. What has 
become of the candle, when it has been burnt # It 
has gone the way of the wicked. Why is o par- 
son asking questions, the strangest of all indi- 
viduals? Because he is the querist. 


+ - 








Conscrexce.—A retired merchant of Hart- 
ford acknowledges the receipt of $150 by letter, 
dated and postmarked New York city. It was 
sent for the purpose of making restitution. 


Maxxixp.—Mankind may be divided into 
threo distinct classes :, Superlative honost men ; 
confirmed scoundrels; and—no men at all. 
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THE DUCHESS OF ORLEANS. 

This illustrious lady, the widow of King 
Louis Philippe’s eldest son, and at one time 
almost within reach of the throne of France as 
regent, died suddenly at Richmond, England, a 
few weeks since. She appears to have had the 
good fate to die serenely, as she, for her own 
part, chose to live. It is, of course, the contrast 
between the glorious promise of her youth, when 
8 place on one of the chief thrones of Europe 
seemed secured for her, and the quict and pre- 
mature close of her days as a refugee, like the 


rest of the ex-royal family of France, in Eng.- | 


land, that offers to the moraliet the latest illus- 
tration of the uncertainty of fortune. Six years 
before the fatal days in February, 1848, when the 
crown of France, her son’s inheritance, was 
dashed to the ground in the shock of revolution, 
she, and the country of her adoption, suffered an 
irreparable bereavement by the accidental death 
of herhusband. The Duke of Orleans was the 
only one of the sons of King Louis Philippe for 
whom the French people seemed to have any 
personal liking or respect, and it was believed 
that hail his life been spared, the calamities that 
overtook tho self-willed old king, involving in 
common ruin not only his whole family, but, 
temporarily at least, France itself, would in all 
human probability have been averted. Though 
throughout her widowhood she had lived in 
strict retirement, yet during those terrible three 
days of the year of revolution, the duchess 
showed herself thoroughly worthy of her hus- 
band, and of her position as a royal princess. 
Her courageously presenting herself to assert the 
claims of the Count de Paris before the tumulta- 
ous assemblage that filled the Chamber of Dep- 
uties, on the second day of the outbreak, was 
one of the heroic and romantic incidents of that 
period. But “the age of chivalry was gone” 
for her, as for Marie Antoinette; no generous 
intercession arose, and the latter princess passed 
into obscurity, exciting as little sympathy as did 
the other, in still more evil days, in passing to 
the scaffold. In all the calamities that have 
overtaken her, domestic ss well as public, the 
dachess exhibited true dignity and resignation, 
bearing her misfortunes as becomingly as her 
honors ; and love, admiration and respect, which 
accompanied her through life, follow her to the 
grave. 

Lamartine claims that he had but to speak 
the word and the duchess would have been re- 
gent, and her son king of France. He had bat 
to say: “Arise! You are the widow of the 
Duke of Orleans, whose death and memory the 
people have crowned in you! You are children 
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bereft of their father, and adopted by the nation ! 
You are the innocent victims of the throne, the 
guests and suitors of the people! You take 
shelter from the throne in @ revolution! This 
revolution is just, it is generous, it is French! It 
docs not war with womenand children. It does 
not grasp the inheritance of widows and orphane, 
It does not plunder its prisoners and guests. Go 
and reign! It restores you from compassion to 
the throne which was lost by the faults of which 
you are only the victims. Tho ministers of your 
grandfather have injured your inheritanco—the 
people restore it. They adopted, they will fill 
for you the room of your grandfather. Youhad 
but a prince for your guardian—you shall have a 
mother and a nation.” But Lamartine did not 
speak the word, and the duchess with her chil- 
dren fied into exile. 
rr 
DIAMOND Dust. 

Tt is stated that the demand for diamond dust 
within fivo years has increased very materially, 
on account of the increased demand for all arti- 
cles that are wrought by it, such as cameos, in- 


.taglios, ete. Recently there has been a discovery 


made of the peculiar power of diamond dust 
upon it; it gives the finest edge to all kinds of 
cutlery, and will doubtless displace all other sub- 
stances for that purpose. It is well known that 
in cutting a diamond—the hardest substance in 
nature—the dust is placed on the teeth of the 
saw, to which it adheres, and thus prevents 
the instrament from making its way through 
the gem. To this dust, too, is to be attributed 
solely the power of art to make brilliants from 
rough diamonds ; from the dust is obtained the 
perfection of the geometrical symmetry, which 
is one of the chief beauties of the mineral, and 
also that adamantine polish, which nothing can 
injure or affect, save a substance of its own 


nature. 
rr 


Scion or Tae Cuarter Oak.—A gentle 
man in South Coventry, Conn., has on his 
grounds an oak tree, now eight feet in height, 
which he has raised from an acorn picked from 
the old Charter Oak seven years ago. 








Tue CrencyMayx’s Rammext.—A calf ate a 
minister’s shirt, recently, at Calama, Cual., with 
$114 in gold, which was in a pocket of the shirt, 
The minister gives up his shirt as “done gone,” 
but hopes to recover his gold. 





Crvzt Racz.—Two men have been running 
horses in a twenty-mile race at Detroit. One of 
the horses dropped on the last mile from sheer 
exhaustion, and has since died. ‘ 
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Foreign Miscellany> 


The French Gazette Medicale says cold char- 
coal laid on a burn will stop the pain and heal it. 

The total rateable property in Birmingham, 
last year, was valued at nearly £850,000. 

The English marquis of Westminster has an 
income of sixty-seven thousand dollars a week. 

The French government is boring an artesian 
well in Paris, which is already 1742 feet deep! 

The British government are building 36 steam- 
ships to mount, in all, 1960 guns. 

The Earl of Derby recently lost $300,000 at 
the Epsom races. He is an inveterate turfite. 

There are about 380,000 blind 
France, of whom about 5000 are children. 

The French have abandoned the idea of rival- 
ling our Southern States in cotton-raising. 

The authorities of Geneva have entered a pro- 
test against the expulsion of refagees, and de- 
mand that no expulsion act shall be enforced. 

A company has been formed for a submarine 
telegraph between England and India, via. the 
Red Sea, capital one million sterling. 

A manofacturer of pianos at Berlin, C. Malitz, 
has taken out a patent for a new. method by 
which octaves are produced on the piano by 
striking a single key. 

The condition of the river Thames is the topic 
of serious discussion in the British Parliament, 
The London Times declares it to be “the un- 
cleanest, foulest river in the world.” 

The hotel of Mdlle. Rachel, in the Rae Tru- 
don, Paris, has been sold by public auction. The 
‘upset price was 120,000f., and the sum for which 
it was adjudged was 220,000f., exclusive of costs. 

The Pau journals announce the death, at that 
place, aged 84, of the Baroness Bernadotto, 
widow of the brother of the late King of Sweden. 
Bhe leaves one son, Baron Oscar Bernadotte. 


Alexander Dumas means to crown his literary 
career by the publication of a cookery-book, des- 
tined to eclipse every culinary book ever 
published. 

Dicxsxs axp BoLtwER.— Both of these great 
novelists are living separate from their wives. 
Each of the two seems to be idolized by almost 
every lady in the world, except the one he inter- 
changed vows with at the altar. 

“Steel biscuits” are among the novelties ad- 
vertised in the London newspapers. ‘They are 

ted to be an a ae and very palatable 
preparation, and medical men pronounce them a 
most useful and agreeable tonic. 

It is now denied that Nena Sahib is accom- 
plished, or that he speaks French or English even 
tolerably. He has a steward, however, whom 
be sent to England and France, and who is sup- 
posed to have put him up to the revolt by incor- 
rect representations of British impotence. 

Dr. Schwarz, in Hamburg, editor of the 
Handelsblatt, has published a work on the crisis 
of 1857, which contains, among others, a com- 
plete list of all the suspensions of payment 
and failures which occurred in all parts of the 
globe during this period. 
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FOREIGN MISCELLANY. 


It is said that the hiding place of Mr. Alsop, 
Orsini’s fellow-conspiratwor, is known to the 
British government. 

Two successful novelists are now members of 
the British Cabinet—Benj. D’Israeli and Sir 
Edward Bulwer Lytton. 

Steps are being taken in Southampton, Eng., 
to erect a statue there to the memory of Dr. Isaso 
Watts, 

Athens, Greece, is to be lighted with gas, but 
it has already taken three months to dig the 
foundation for a gasometer. 


Hendrik Conscience, the well-known Flemish 
novelist, has been elected Professor of Flemish 
Literature in the University of Ghent. 


The British Parliament has expelled a bank- 
rapt member, and it is reported that there are 
other members to be ejected from their seats. 


There are twenty universities in Germany, 
having about 1400 professors and teachers, and 
13,000 pupile, of whom twenty per cent. are 
foreigners. 

The ostrich has been domesticated in Algerie. 
Nine young ones are nowin a brood. The flesh 
of the grown bird is expected to become eatable 
in its new state. The feathers and eggs are 
profitable. 

At her majesty’s last state ball, the Marquis of 
‘Westminster, the richest man in England, wore 
four splendid jewels, amongst which was the 
famous diamond valued at £30,000, in the hilt 
of his sword. 


There has been a terrible railroad accident in 
Belgium (a very seldom occurrence in Earope) 
by which 21 were killed, and 52 wounded. 
engine came in contact with two team wagons, 
when at its highest speed. 

In the Island of Rhodes, according to recent 
letters, all the erops were perishing from drouth, 
murrain had broken out among the cattle, and 
extensive depredations were committed by birds 
of passage. The governor of the island had 
formed a corps of 150 practised marksmen to 
kill the birda. 

Some unknown dovor has just released the 
English Church at Paris from debt, by handing 
in a check for the whole amount—$19,000. Some 

ple imagine this regal donation to emanate 
from Lord Ward ; others declare that it can pro- 
ceed from no hand but that of Miss Burdett 
Coutts. 

Tn Leipsic there are 116 publishers’ and large 
book-selling houses, nine type foundries, 
twenty printing offices, the annual consumption 
of paper averaging about 15,000 bales, at 5000 
sheets each bale. Two hundred years ago, the 
printing interest of the same place was repre 
sented by five master-printers and eleven com- 
positors and pressmen. 

At Bona, Africa, the native Algerines, angty 
at no rain falling, seized half a dozen marabouts, 
and planged the holy men into the sea, keepitg 
them in the bath until a shower came. Kk sc 
tually began to pour down at once. The Laz 
zaroni at Naples are trying a similar experiment 
against the lava of Vesuvins with a wooden 
doll of St. Januarias. 


RECORD OF THE TIMES. 


Record of the Times. 


The Moravian congregation at Bethlehem, 
Pa., have over a million dollars at interest. 

There are said to be sixteen thousand more 
women than men in Philadelphia. 

The Bryan Gallery collection of pictures has 
been removed to the Cooper Gallery, New York. 

The success of the French theatrical company 
in New York will establish a French theatre. 

The Legislature of Pennsylvania lately passed 
a law sanctioning a freer trade in money. 

The whole number of land-warrants issued in 
June was 963, requiring over 142,000 acres to 
satisfy them. 

One thousand barrels of flour are contracted 
for in Cincinnati, to be delivered in September, 
at $3 per barrel, by parties in Indiana. 

A suit for slander has been commenced in New 
Orleans, in which Pierre Soule is counsel for 
plaintiff, who lays her damages at $100,000. 

E. C. Goodwin, late editor of the Litchfield 
Enquirer, has exchanged poverty and printing 
for wealth and matrimony. 

‘The Central Park in New York will progress 
rapidly, $300,000 having been appropriated to 
begin with. 

Dr. Wynne, of Baltimore, has received the 
great Victoria gold medal for his report on the 
cholera of 1849. 

The grapes near Cincinnati are beginning to 
show the mildew. Scattering powdered flour 
of sulphur over¢hem is the remedy employed. 

A lady the other day, visiting the White 
Mountains, saw and captured a young bear at 
Gorham. “ Alone she did it.” 

In California they frequently devote Sunday 
to public amusements. At San Francisco the 
Trace course is crowded on that day. 

Dr. Nettleton adopted the following as a max- 
im for the government of his life: “Do all the 
‘good you can in the world, and make as little 
noise about it as possible.” 

Col. John O’Fallon, a St. Louis millionnaire, 
has signified his intention to donate $100,000 for 
the endowment of the O’Fallon Polytechnic 
School in that city. 


An infant son of o clergyman named Alex- 
ander, has recovered $3333 damages from the 
Cleveland and Fitchburg Railroad Company, 
for having his hand cut off by a train of cars. 

The longest straight stretch of road in the 
south, is on the Wilmington, Charlotte and 
Rutherford Railroad, where for seventy-five 
miles the line is perfectly straight. 

Deming Jarves, of Boston, has commenced 
the erection of buildings for the manufacture of 

lass, at North Sandwich, on the site of the 

(onument Iron Company’s Works, which were 
destroyed by fire last year. : 

A Mississippi paper tells how # follow of 
doubtful character was induced to leave. Some 
of his neighbors made up a sufficient sum of 
money for him to travel on, and left it lyin, 
about loose. He found it, but supposing he bad 
stolen it, he lefti—not the money, but the county. 
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‘A young sculptor, Mr. Galt, is executing a 
marble statue of Jefferson, for Virginia. 

A speculator in lotteries lately testified that he 
had lost $30,000 in the purchase of tickets. 

The remains of beet root, after it has been 
used for making sugar, are found to yield good 
paper. 

Edward Everett has delivered his oration on 
Washington eighty-two times, for the Mount 
Vernon fand, and the receipts, with the-accumu- 
lations thereon, now amount to $42,000. 


At a recent sale of literary property in Lon- 
don, the copyright and Hereotyps plates of Jer 
emy Bentham’s complete works, in eleven vol- 
umes, sold for £145. 

Daring the year 1857 over twenty millions of 
assengers were carried over the city railroads of 
lew York on the third, the fourth, the sixth, 

and the eighth avenues. 

Hon. Robert Dale Owen, U. S. Minister at the 
Court of Naples, has written home to his friends 
in Indiana that he has become converted to 
Christianity Mr. Owen has heretofore, we be- 
lieve, been an infidel. 

Rev. T. O. Lincoln, of Utica, was presented 
by the youth of his congregation (Baptist) with 
a pair of kid gloves—each of the fingers and 
thumbs of both gloves had folded in it a ten 
dollar bill. 

Mr. Ww. B. Astor, now in Paris, has bought 
Powers’s statue called “ California,” for the sum 
of $7500, and the Hon. Hamilton Fish has 
bought a third duplicate of the same artist’s 
“ Fisher Boy,” for the sum of $1000. 

Augustine Heard, Esq., of Boston, has pre- 
sented to the First Congregational Church in 
Ipswich the house and land formerly occupied 
by the late Dr. Thomas Manning, to be used as 
@ parsonage. 

The number of emigrants who arrived at 
Quebec up to the 11th of June during the year 
1857, was 13,225, while the number arrived up 
to the same date this year is only 4175—a de- 
crease of about 9000. 

The amount of copper shipped the present 
season from the Lake Superior region up to the 
last dates was 1085 tuns. The shipments from 
the Superior region for the season are expected 
to reach 7000 tans more than last year. . 

About a year since, a young man named James 
Doan, at oe nume working sas . journey 
carpenter in Chicago, received a legacy of forty 
thousand pounds by the death of an uncle im 
Australia. The New Covenant announces thes 
he dicd lately from the effects of dissipation. 

Itis calculated that a fluent speaker utters 
between 7000 and 7500 words in the course of an 
hour’s uninterrupted speaking. Many orators 
of more than usually rapid utterance, will 
8000 and even 9000. Bat 125 words a minute, 
or 7500 an howr, is a fair average. 

A fly lays during the summer, each time eighty 
eggs, making 230, of which half are supposed to 
be females. Now calculate the generations and 
it will be found that in one summer a single fh 
produces over two millions. Let alone birds an: 
toads andeeverything else that are continually 
eating these pests. 
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Merrp-Making. 

“Mind your eye,” as the thread said to the 
needle. 

A man down East advertises a cordial prepa- 
ration from woman’s kisses. 

<If you’d learn to bow, watch a mean man 
when he talks to a gentleman of wealth. 


The speaker who was “drawn out,” measured 
eighteen inches more than he did before. 


If the doctor orders bark, has not the patient a 
right to growl? : 
‘What is that which, when brought to table, is 
cut, but never tasted? Cards. 
The anxiety that a man feels for the want of 
fands is called capital punishment. 


“A penny for your thoughts,” as the cheap 
newspaper reader said to the editor of a daily. 

The musician who composed the “ march of 
intellect” is engaged on a new opera. 

A drop in the eye causes blindness, and a drop 
in the head puts out the eyes of tho understanding. 


In what part of London should Rarey reside ? 
In Horse-ly-down, surely, the other replied. 

In Mexico, everybody is supposed to be an 
ex-president who wears @ cloan shirt and keeps 
his hands washed. 

A vocalist says he could sing “way down on 
the old Tar River,” if he could only get the 
pitch. 

Contradicted—The report that a Yankee had 
invented a machine to take the noise out of 
thunder. 

Why is a reporter like a pickpocket? Becanse 
he takes notes, and must have quick fingers to 
ensure success. 

A minister prayed fervently for those of his 
congregation who were too proud to kneel and 
too lazy to stand. 

Attend to your own basiness, and never trust 
it to another. ‘A pot that belongs to many, is 
ill stirred and worse boiled.” 

Ladies of a certain age may perhaps envy the 
Emperor of China one of his laxaries > his 
birthday is celebrated only once in ten years. 


& young carpenter, having been told that the 
course of true love never did run smooth, re- 
solved on going to court his young lady with a 
fore plane under his arm. 

Alste Dublin paper contains the following 
advertisement: “To Let—The upper part of a 
cellar—to a small family, rent low. P. S. Priv- 
ilege on the sidewalk for a pig.” 


The convivial Charles the Bold, being seated 
ata dinner-table opposite the learned Scotus, 
asked him jeeriogly what was the difference be- 
tween Scot and sot. “They are only divided 
by the table,” was the reply. 

“ Well, I suppose you have been out to look at 
Texas ; did you see anything of our old friend 
out there?” “ Yes, gone deranged.” “ Gone 
deranged ! how ? what does he do? real crazy ?”” 
“ Yes, indeed; he doesn’t know hissown hogs 
from his neighbor’s.” 








MERRY MAKING. 


Why are a young lady’s affections always 
doubtful? Because they are mis-givings. 

Betting is immoral; but how can the man 
who bets be worse than the one who is no better? 

Why are persons with short memories’ like 
officeholders? Because they are always for- 
getting everything. 

“Y’'m particularly uneasy on this point,” as the 
fly said when the young gentluman stuck him 
on the end of a needle. 

Why do young people go to a confirmation al- 
ways in new clothes? Because they do not wish 
to be confirmed in their old habits. 

Why are “colored gemmen” merchants, and 
friendly to home protection? Because they deal 
in ebony and ivory, and wear their own wool. 

Why should our merchant tailors form them- 
selves into a regiment of heavy dragoons? Bo 
cause they are splendid fellows for charging. 

Of all the arrows shot at our miserable nature, 
is there one that is not made keener if whetred 
on the poor man’s hearth ¢ 

Tiger hunting is very fine amusement, so long 
as we hunt the tiger; but it is rather awkwa: 
when the tiger takes it into his head to hunt us. 

“ Mynheer, do you know what for we call our 
boy Hans?” “I do not, really.” “ Well, I 
will tell you. Der reason we call our boy Hans, 
it ish his name.” 4 

“‘Here’s Webster on a bridge,” said Mrs. 
Partington, as she handed Ike the dictionary. 
“Study it contentively, aud you will gain a 
great deul of inflammation. 

“1 say, friend, your horse is a litthe contrary, 
ishe not?’ “No sir-ee!” ‘“ What makes him 
stop, then?” ‘O, he’s afraid somebody’ll say 
‘whoa!’ and he sha’n’t hear it.” 

A dish for epicures was presented at a dinner 
table in Philadelphia, a few days since—cagt 
fried in butter, with their shells on. The dish 
was invented by a young lady from Ireland, who 
said she could “do that and a dale besides.” 

A contemporary, noticing the appointment of 
a friend as postmaster, says: “If be attends to 
the mails'as well ashe does to the females, he 
will make a very attentive and efficient officer.” 

A correspondent of a New York paper writes 
that while travelling at the’South, he attended a 
negro meeting, where the sable preacher offered 
an earnest prayer for “de white element in our 
population.” 

A lady asked Dr. Staats if he did not think 
the small bonnets the ladies wore had a tendency 
to produce congestion of the brain. “0, no,” 
replied the doctor; “‘ladics who have brains 
don’t wear them.” 

“ Husband, why do you destroy all my sweet 
Williams in the garden, and leaveall the bounce 
ing Betsies?”* ‘ Because the Betsies are all fa- 
vorites of mine, and { wont have any sweet 
Williams about my premises.” 
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&priggins’s feelings are overcome entirely by Mrs. Barrows | But as entirely recovered by the astonishing comitalitie® 
i acting in The Lady of Lyons of Wood in The Lottery Ticket. 





Young Bob quite appreciates the clowning of Gabriel | But sees a horrid example in his fate when he goes down. 
Ravel; through the stage with a clang Hke copper. 
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ie of the “ Télville Banner” trying to suppress his 
"ali when Mrs. Skerret. recites Ler rongy) YO a full 
Ouse 5. 





Pho cotintry schoolmarm’s disgust at that young Daven- 
port's peduliar way of kissing a lady before all the 
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And violently applauding Warren’s attempt at comfort, 


when he offers her a drink from his bottle of whiskey. 





Her virtue not alarmed, however, when John (ilbert dow 
the same thing in the character of paps. 
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His satisfaction at the close of the play at 
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MASSACHUSETTS SCENERY. 








MOUNT TOM, FROM THE HORSE-FERRY ON CONNECTICUT RIVER. 


In the present article we propose to devote 
pen and pencil to the illustration of some of the 
striking features of the scenery of the State of 
Massachusetts. This State abounds in subjects 
for pencillings and ‘‘inklings,” from its irregu- 
lar and indented seacoast on the east, to its bor- 
ders on the west, embracing a wonderful variety 
of natural characteristics. It is trae that our 
landscape does not rise to the highest level of the 
grand and sublime, in any locality. Yet all be- 
neath that, within the range of the impressive, 
the romantic, the pastoral, it certainly contains. 
For the Switzerland of America we must look 
farther north. To find the majesty of fallin, 
‘waters we must § to Niagara; still we wil 
match our beautiful Merrimac or our Connecticut 
against any rivers of the north, and there is many 
8 sweet valley, nestling in the hollows of the 
hills, nameless and almost unknown, save to its 


19 


tenants, that we would match against similar re- 
treats with sounding names that have been sung 
in verse and recited in story. 

Until within 2 few years, some of the finest 
scenery of Massachusetts was inaccessible to the 
many. The old stage-coaches, travelling on va- 
rious routes, could convey but a limited number 
compared to the multitude transported aay b: 
the railroad cars. In the match of horset 

ainst iron the former is beaten out and out. 

et if travelling by stage-coach was confined to 
few persons, those few, under favorable circum- 
stances, enjoyed it immensely. Our most satis- 
faetory studies of Massachusetts scenery have 
been made from the driver’s box of a stage-coach 
on fine autumnal mornings. The vehicle, with 
its uniform ten miles an hour, moved quite fast 
enough to permit the eye to take cognizance of. 
objects in the foregroand and in the middle dis- 
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tance, and then, as. your progression was not 
mechanical, the driver would pull up in some rog 
mantic spot and permit you to take a-long gaze 
at a bright sheet of falling water, or a peep into 
some eyivan glen. No such advantages are pre- 
sented by the railroad cars. Nothing arrests 
their momentum. They are pitiless as fate. On 
—on—they fiy like the wandering Jew, and if 
the steam-horse had a bit of poetry in his iron 
noddle he would snort forth in the words of 
Beranger : 


“ Ever, ever 
Whiris the earth o’er which I fly— 
’ Ever—ever—ever—ever!”” 
To gaze upon scenery as you are tearing 
along at thirty or fort; an hour is about as 
satisfactory as it would be to try to take account 


of the figures of a kaleidoscope driven by a high- 
pressure steam-engine. It is confusing, and rath- 
er tends to produce insanity to see fences fiying 
back and trees running forward, and hills danc- 
ing country dances and bobbing up and down 
with the motion of the cars, which, by an optical 
delusion imparts itself to all the surroundings. 
You hear about some gray old mountain, thun- 
,der-ecarred and venerable, seated on an adaman- 
tine base, the type of changeless grandeur, and 
you look ont for it with a degree of expectant 
reverence ; but it gives a severe shock to your 
feelings to behold that respectable eminence go- 
ing through the figures of a country dance, as if 
it was a thoughtless young hill, and rushing away 
at top like a cowardly Titan soundl 
threshed in a battle of the giants and scouring o! 
in a panic sauve qui pent. From the deck of a 
slow-going Rhine steamer you may take in all 
the characteristic featares of that lordly stream ; 
the panorama moves moderately enough to en- 
able you to daguerreotype vine-clad crag, and 
purple mountain, and feudal tower on your mem- 
ory. But we defy y to make any such record 
in a railroad car. Yet let us not undervalue the 
railroad. It has thrown open to hundreds of 
thousands the glories of nature. It carries 

ple who would never otherwise have seen them 
within reach of the most glorious, the most ele- 
vating scenery in the world. -At morning you 
eat your breakfast in Boston ; at night ‘on raze 
on the White Mountains, “ pointing their fora 
outlines on the evening sky.” Swiftlyand cheaply 
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the flying car carries you whith- 
er you pee. but jorived 8 a 
place of interest, the scenery- 
secker must leave it. Let him 
then mount a horse and parsue 
his search and study of the pic- 
turesque in the saddle. ‘There 
is no mode of locomotion so ex- 
hilarating as this; yet 
the care of your horse may di 
yert your mind too much 
the study of the landscape. 
Your true lover of natare is 
best satisfied, after all, to take 
his knapsack on his back, his 
staff in his hand, and form 
his pilgrimage on foot. Youare 
then unconfined to the highway 
—you can follow winding lanes 
and seductive glens ; 7 can 
ford brooks, climb hillsides, 
plunge into valleys, repose under branching 
oaks; ina word, you are master of your own 
time and movements, untramelled by any rega- 
lations save those of your own will. Hazlitt is 
decidedly in favor of this mode, but according to 
his opinion, the pedestrian should make his tour 
alone, in which we do not agree with him. He 


says: 

One of the pleasantest things in the world is 
a journey; but I like to go by myself. I can 
enjoy society in a room; but out of doors, nature 
is company enough for me. I am then never 
less alone than when alone. 


“The fields his study, nature was his book.’ 


T cannot see the wit of walking end talking at 
the same time. When I am im the county, I 
wish to vegetate like the country. I am not for 
criticising hedge-rows and black cattle. Igo out 
of town in order to forget the town and all that 
is in it. There are those who for this purpose go 
to watering-places, and carry the metropolis with 
them. I fie more elbow room, and fewer in- 
cumbrances. I like solitude, when I give m 
up to it, for the sake of solitude; nor do I ask 
fe 

“a friend in my retreat 
‘Whom I may whisper solitude is sweet.’ 


The soul of a journey is liberty, perfect liberty, 
to think, feel, do jast as one pleases. We goa 
journey chiefly to be free of all impediments and 
of all inconveniences ; to leave ourselves behind, 
much more to get rid of others. It is because I 
want a little breathing-space to mase on indiffer- 
ent matters, where Contemplation 


* lume her feathers and let grow her wings, 
een the various bustle of resort 
‘Were all too ruffled, and sometimes impaired,’ 


that I absent myself from the town for a while, 
without feeling at a loss the moment I am left by 
myself. Instead of a friend in a post-chaise, or 
ina tilbury, to exchange good things with, and 
vary the same stale topics over again, for once 
let me have a trace with impertinence. Give me- 
the clear blue sky over my head, and the green 
turf beneath my feet, a winding road before me, 
and a three hour’s march to dinner—and then to 
thinking! It is hard if I cannot start some game 
on these lone heaths. I laugh, I run, I leap, I 
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sing for joy. From the point of yonder rolling | sight, and I begin to feel, think, and be myselt 
cloud, I plunge into my past being, and revel | again. Instead of an awkward silence, broken 
there, as the sunburnt Indian planges headlong | by attempts at wit or dull common places, mine 
into the wave that wafts him to his native shore. | is that undisturbed silence of the heart which 
Then long-forgotten things, like ‘sunken wrack | alone is perfect eloquence. No one likes puns, 
and sumless treasuries,’ burst upon my eager | alliterations, antitheses, argument, and enalysis 
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better than I do; but I sometimes had rather be 
without them. ‘Leave, O leave me to my re- 
pose!’ I have just now other business in hand, 
which would seem idle to you, but is with me 
‘very stuff of the conscience.’ Is not this wild 
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and let it serve me to brood over, from here to 
yonder craggy point, and from thence onward to 
the far-distant horizon? I should be but bad 


company all that way and therefore prefer being 
mne.”” 


re ts ae 


rose swect without a comment? Does not this 
daisy leap to my heart set in its coat of emerald ? 
Yet if I were to explain to you the circumstance 
that has so endeared it to me, you would onl: 

emile. Had I not better then keep it to myselh 





sensible of my being, so full o! 
life, so much myself, if I may dare use the ex- 


SHELBURNE FALLS. 


And Rousseau says, in one of the most elo- 


quent passages of his“ confessions :—“ Never did 


possess sach activity of thought, never was I = 
6 enjoyment of + 


7 et 
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ression, as when I travelled alone and on foot. 

‘bere is something in walking which animates 
and enlightens my ideas; while I remain still, I 
am scarce capable of thought; my body must be 
set in motion if I would rouse my intellect. My 
gaze upon the country, the succession of pleasing 
views, the open air, my keen appetite, the flow of 
health which walking earns for me, the ease of a | 
country inn, my distance from all that can make | 


me feel my dependence, from all that reminds me 
of my situation, all this disentangles my soul, 
gives mea daring grasp of thought, throws me, as 
it were, into the immensity of created things, 
where I combine, select, appropriate them to my- 
self, without restraint and without fear. The 
whole of Nature is at my control; my heart, 
wandering from object to object, unites, identi- 
fies itself to those which are ‘congenial to it, is 
surrounded by enchanting illusions, is intoxicated 

delicious sentiments. If, to fix them for 
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awhile, I take pleasure in describing them to my- 
self, what boldness of pencil, what freshness of 
color, what energy of expression do I give them! 
This is all to be found, they tell me, in my works, 
though written towards the decline of life. O! if 
they had seen those of my early youth, those 
which I made during my walks, those which I 
composed, but which I never wrote !” 
But waiving the question of how to see, let us 
lance at what is to be seen in 
assachusetts. To us there isa 
wealth of beauty within our own 
borders, which only involves us in 
what the French term the “ embar- 
assment of riches.” Are you for 
the sea-shore? You are hard to 
please if you cannot find food for 
admiration along the countless 
beaches and headlands, the stern 
promontories and deep bays of the 
seaboard, from Cape Ann to Cape 
Cod. If you seek higher emotions, 
thrilling associations, a stimulus 
to patriotism—is there not Ply- 
mouth Rock? “No New Eng- 
lander,” says Dr. Dwight, “ who 
is willing to indulge in his native 
feelings, can stand upon the rock 
where our ancestors set the first 
foot upon their arrival on the Ame- 
rican shore, without experiencing 
emotions very different from those 
which are excited by any common 
object of the same nature. No 
New Englander could be willing 
to have that rock buried and for- 
gotten, Let him reason as much, 
as coldly, as ingeniously as he 
pleases, he will still regard that spot 
with emotions wholly different from 
those which are exhibited by places 
of equal and even superior impor- 
tance.” And the Frenchman, De 
Tocqueville, in his celebrated work 
on this country, makes the follow- 
ing beautiful comment on Ply- 
mouth Rock. “'This rock,” he 
says, “has become an object of 
veneration in the United States. 
T have seer: bits of it carefully pre- 
served in several towns of the 
Union. Does not this show that 
all human power and greatness is 
in the soul of man? Here isa stone 
which the feet of a few outcasts 
pressed for an instant; and the 
stone became famous ; it is treas- 
ured by a great nation; its very 
dust is sacred as a relic. And 
what becomes of the gateways of 
a thousand palaces? who cares for them?” 
But setting aside historical associations, the in- 
trinsic beauty of the sea-shore, the hills, the 
woods and the rivers of Massachusetts commend 
them to every lover of nature. Let us proceed 
to cite a few examples selected from the western 
art of the State. Our first view represents 
‘ount Tom, as seen from the horse-ferry on the 
Connecticut River. The ferry-boat, as another 
engraving shows, is propelled by horses. It does 
not run at stated times; but whenever a carriage 
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NATURAL BRIDGE, NORTH ADAMS. 


wishes to cross, and the boat is on the other side 
of the river, a blast from a tin horn (it ought to 
be a bugle) summons the ferryman to come and 

t you. On the passage across the river, you 

ve a fine view of Mount Tom, as shown in our 
first engraving. This mountain is in the town of 
East Hampton, and is separated from Mount 
Holyoke by a narrow cleft or notch, as shown in 
our next engraving. Mount Tom is 1200 feet 
high, and rises in ragged majesty, the sole object 
in the landscape, which frowns eternal defiance 
on the march of human improvement. It has 
been remarked that “even here, if the not im- 
probable theory of some geologists be correct, the 
modifying hand of nature has accomplished one 
of its most remarkable achievements in the ex- 
cavation of a rocky channel for the Connecticut, 
between these two mountain heights, which are 
supposed originally to have formed a connected 
chain, at a considerable elevation above their 
present bases. The appearance of the boli cliffs 
at the Rock Ferry crossing, as well as the form 
of the vast alluvial basin which would be em- 
braced within the sweep of this mountain range, 
if only a connection here were formed, together 
with other geological characteristics, render this 
theory, extraordinary as it may seem, almost 8 
matter of obvious demonstration.” There are 
few mountain scenes accessible as these, and all 
persons who desire to form an acquaintance with 
the romance of nature ought to visit them. The 
variety of the views they present, the mixture 
of wildness and cultivation, and the extent of 
landscape commanded from their summits, am- 
Ry repay the expense and toil of a visit to Mount 

‘om and Mount Holyoke. 

After returning from Northampton, we may 
make a visit to Hadley, a street in which forms 
the subject of our next engravi It is a hand- 
some town on the east bank of the Connecticut 
River, united to Northampton by # fine bridge 
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1080 feet in length. The village covers 
a sort of peninsula formed by a bend in 
the river. The principal street is about a 
mile in length, and presents the usual fea- 
tures of a New England village. It is 
wide, and shaded by noble elms. Its In- 
dian name was Nornottock It stands in 
the midst of a fine agricultural region, 
and the annual overflow of theriver ren- 
ders its meadows remarkably productive. 
It is eighty-eight miles southwest from 
Boston. The village consists of two prin- 
cipal streets, ranning parallel with each 
other, and crossed at right angles by small- 
erones. Our engraving shows the most 
westerly of these, and the view is taken 
nearly at theupperend. The first build- 
ing is the town-house, the next the Con- 
gregational meeting-house. 

After leaving Hadley, and passmg up 
the river to Greentield, we take the road 
from that town to North Adams, in Berk- 
shire County. The scenery on the road 
between Greenfield and Shelburoe Falls 
is quite diversified, and abounds in beau- 
tiful cascades, one of the most striking 
of which is depicted in one of our en- 
gravings. The village of Shelburne Falls 
is upon the western border of the town ot 
Shelburne, and the eastern of Buckland, 
lying upon both sides of Deerfield River, which 
falls forty-seven feet in a few rods, and affurds a 
fine"water-power, which is well improved. The 
building on the right belongs to the Shelburne 
Falls Cutlery Works. Until 1768, Shelburne 
formed a part of Deerfield, and was called Shel- 
burne Northwest. At its incorporation it was 
named for Lord Shelburne. The village of Shel- 
burne Falls is neat, handsome, and surrounded 
by charming scenery. It contains a well-endowed 
and flourishing academy ; population, 1239. Our 
fifth engraving represents a picturesque cascade 
in Shelburne. After leaving this village, our 
road passes along the banks of the Deerfield 
River, one of the most romantic and beautiful 
streams in New England. The hills rise so ab- 
ruptly from the banks of the river, that there is 
barely room for the carriage way, which of neces- 
sity follows all the torns of the river as it mean- 
ders between the hills, giving glimpses of the 
most enchanting landschpe. We now come to 
the town of Charlemont, in Franklin County. 
This was formerly a frontier town, and the scene 
of many bloody encounters with the Indians; there 
are yet traces of the old colonial garrisons. The 
scenery is bold and romantic. The town is rough 
and craggy, but contains a good deal of valuable 
land. Passing Charlemont, we leave the Deer- 
field River, not without regret. 

We now ascend the Florida Mountain, which 
comprises the town of Florida. Florida com- 
prises a part of Zoar, an unincorporated district. 
The town is situated on the height of the Green 
Mountain range; its climate is severe, and its 
surface ro; |. Hoosac Mountain is 1448 foet 
above Deerfield River, which washes its eastern 
boundary. Here is the locality of the famous 
Hvosac Tunnel, which, when completed, will per- 
mit the age of railway trains through the 
bowels of the mountain. The ascent is very 
great, and on reaching the highest part of Florida, 
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the town of North Adams is only distant one 
mile in a direct line, bat owing to the steepness 
of the descent, the road is obli to wind in a 
ai course, making the actual distance trav- 
ailed litte short of four miles. 

‘The natural bridge over Hudson’s Brook, faith- 
fally depicted in our sixth engraving, is a curiosi- 
ty well worthy of a visit. The waters of this 
brook have worn a fissure from thirty to sixty 
feet in depth, and about five hundred feet in 
length, through a solid mass of white marble 
rock, and formed a natural bridge of that mate- 
rial fifty feet above the bed of the stream. Our 
view is taken from below the bridge. The de- 
scent is dangerous, owing to the slippery state of 
the almost perpendicular rock. chambers 
are worn in the side ot the rock by the action of 
water upon small stones which have lodged in 
cavities, and which gives them a rotary motion 


when the stream is fall. In summer the water is 
quite low, and has the appearance shown in our 
view; but in spring it nearly fills the cavity to 
the brim, and even in summer it sometimes rises 


SADDLE MOUNTAIN, FROM WILLIAMSTOWX ROAD. 


suddenly several feet, the bed of the stream being | 


very narrow and easily acted upon by rain upon 
the mountain, where it takes its rise. 


tation of Saddle Mountain, the most elevated 
place in Massachusetts. The view is taken from 
the Williamstown road. The mountain rises 


3580 feet above tide-water at Albany. The most | 


elevated peak on the left is called 


togography presents. Climbing to the highest 
peak, the tourist finds his toils amply repaid by 
the bold scenery with which he is surrounded. 
He can now understand the enthusiasm of the 
mountaineer for his native land, as he stands on 


reylock, the ' 
other, Saddle Ball, and the depression between © 
is the Notch. The mountain derives its name ° 
from the accurate likeness of a saddle which its _ 
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the crest of the huge wave that defies and rests 
immoveable upon its mighty base. “These 
mighty works of nature,” says an English writer, 
“speak aloud of Omnuipotence. Nor is it one 
mountain’s height alone, but where they ‘each 
on others throng,” together with their grand ac- 
<companiments, which affect the mind so intense- 
ly—the fearfal precipices, the overhanging rocks, 
now dimly seen through 4 passing vapor, or hid- 
den for a while behind some sweeping cloud. 
The soul is bowed down before them, and our 
imaginations are carried back, ay, even to a date 
beyond the creation of man!” Mountain scenery 
always spossoesed & powerful charm for the elo- 
‘quent msseau. He says, somewhere, “ Never 

id a level country, however beautiful it might 
be, seem beautiful to me. I must have cataracts, 
rocks, fir trees, dark forests, steep and ragged 
pathways, with precipices at my feet, to make 





me shudder.” This reminds us of Burke’s as- 
sertion, that terrorewas the ruling passion and 
common stock of everything sublime. Moun- 
tains seemed formed for the dwelling place of 
freemen. Centuries ago the gallant Switzers 
threw off the yoke of Austria, and the Alps, in 


, the heart of king-ridden and priest-ridden Europe, 
Our seventh engraving is an accurate represen- 


are still free. The first Circassians still maintain 
their independence in defiance of the gigantic 
power of the czar; and were liberty to be driven 
from all the lowlands of the earth, she would still 
stand at bay in the mountains. On the mountain 
tops our souls seem nearer to heaven, and every 
trivial or unholy thought is swept from the mind 
on these high places. It is from these lofty stand- 
points alone, that we can obtain just views of the 
grandeur of creation—that we can realize how 
utterly insignificant are the works of man when 
brought into comparison with the handiwork of 
God. The mountaineer, no more than the as- 
tronomer, can be undevont. 
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THE MAMMOTH CAVE, KENTUCKY. 





ENTRANCE OF GOTHIC AVENUE. 


North America, the primitive country in which 
natare assumes forms that belong at once to the 
sublime and the impossible, had no marvel which 
could be compared to the cataract of Niagara till 
1820, when some miners, who were employed in 
extracting saltpetre from one of the numerous 
caverns in the State of Kentucky, lost their way 
in the midst of its then unexplored meanderings, 
and remained thus separated from the world, 
buried far from the light of day, and sequestered 
from the rest of living beings for the space of 
seventy hours. Thanks to the search of their 
comrades, these unfortunate persons were found ; 
and, once recovered from the terror this terrible 
interment had occasioned, described the astonish- 
ing discoveries they had made during their sojourn 
in the bowels of the rock, and stimulated the de- 
sire of their auditors to explore with them the 
interior of the cavern, provided with an Ariadne’s 
thread, by means of which they escaped the 
troubles and terrors of an unknown research. 
To these hardy pioneers in the subterranean 
regions of the moth Cave, we are indebted 
for a knowledge of this peerless marvel. The 
Mammoth Cave is situated in Edmonson county, 
Kentucky, about 90 miles southwest from Nash 
ville, not far from the banks «f Green River, on 
which steamboats are constantly plying, and land 
pamengers ® few hundred feet from their place of 

lestination. The country in the midst of which 
the entrance to the cavern is found, is traversed 
by a range of gray, bald, calcareous rocks, which 
suddenl. shea into a valley filled with oaks, nut 
trees and elms, as jarly ranged as if planted 
by the hand of Sane Hare you finda splendid 
hotel, farnisled with taste, and excellently kept, 





where the traveller, in going or returning from 
his expedition, is sure to find comfort and ele- 
gance. The o ning of the cavern is at two 
hundred paces fom e hotel, at the extremity of 
8 glen: shaded by pines and larches, interlaced 
with the tendrils of the wild vine and flexible 
convolvulus. There rise heaps of ashes on the 
right; at the turn of a rock, a current of fresh 
air announces that the opening is before you, 
dark and silent as the cave of Delphos, though 
it utter no oracular warnings. A rivulet runs 
noiselessly at the base of a hundred steps, hewn 
in the rock by the hand of man, and its waters 
disappear in an abyss dug by the Great Architect 
of the world. Then begins for travellers that 
series of emotions which will continue for three 
days and nights, if they choose to remain that 
length of time in the cavern. The three guides 
who are to direct their steps through the subter- 
ranean labyrinth, light and distribute their resin- 
ous torches. The first place to which they con- 
duct you is the hall, where, in 1823, the miners 
discovered the skeleton of a giant, who must 
have been a remarkable jon when in the flesh, 
for his bones measured eight and a half feet long. 
They remained for a long time exposed, but at 
last the superstitious fears of the workmen in- 
duced their foreman tu bury these curious relics, 
which time has now reduced to dust. A few 

aces further, you ive a worm-eaten, but 
still solid door, which, turning on its hinges, 
gives passage to so strong @ current of air 
that the torches are immediately extinguished ; 
this is the true opening of the cave. We cannot 
in this article attempt to follow the guide and 
those he precedes through the maltiplied windings 
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of the Mammoth Cave, as the details of the jour- 
ney would fill an entire volume, and we must 
confine ourselves principally to those scenes we 
have selected for pictorial illustration. It is 
enough to state that this subterranean region, 
which the hand of man has never sought to 
change or modify, which presents itself to tourists 
with the virgin purity of a flower half-opened to 
the freshness of the breezo, contains 226 passages, 
47 chambers or halls, 8 waterfalls, and 23 rivers 
or lakes. You pass through walls of polished 
stone to Audubon Avenue, at the end of which is 
a crystal well, 25 feet deep. On the right is the 
Bat’s Chamber, where these winged rats take 
refuge in winter. The Great Gallery is a vast 
tunnel which leads to the Kentucky Cliffe De- 
scending thence, you find yourself in a vast hall, 
like the interior of a cathedral in appearance, 
capable of holding five thousand persons. A 
single torch is enough to illuminate the whole in- 
terior ; for the fiame, striking the points of the 
stalagmites and stalactites, is reflected and mul- 
tiplied by the diamond faces of the crystal, till 
the whole scene is dazzling in splendor. An in- 
exhaastible saltpetre mine is found in the neigh- 
borhood of this chapel. 
named from its resemblance to the architecture of 
the Middle Ages, strikes the eye by its grandeur 
of arrangement. There, five years ago, were 
found two mummies, wrapped in deer-skins, tat- 
tooed and painted white. One of them, belong- 
ing to the feminine sex, was of lofty stature and 
elegantly formed. An examination of the ob- 
jects found near these human remains, sach as 
four pair of mocassins, two sacks of different 
sizes, five ornaments for the head made of high- 
colored feathers, seven bone weedles, whistles, 
and a variety of household utensils, proved that 
the skeletons deposited here belonged to the In- 
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dian race. One of them was placed in the Cin- 
cinnati Museum, and destroyed by fire with the 
rest of that collection, and the other is still to be 
seen in the British Museum. The Hall of Sta- 
lagmites is one of the most remarkable monu- 
ments of the Mammoth Cave. The imagination 
cannot form an idea of the beauties which nature 
has created three handred feet below the surface 
of the earth. Heaps of diamonds, brilliant 
pearls, resplendent emeralds (seemingly), all the 
marvels of a jeweller’s workshop, are encrusted 
in the ceiling, the walls, and the slender columns 
of this hall. On seeing this regularly ranged 
and uniform stalactites, one might fancy himself 
beneath the roof of Notre Dame, when it had 
just come from the hands of the architect. Fur- 
ther on, the guide makes you take a seat in the 
“ Devil’s Chair,” at the top of a massive column. 
Afterwards you visit “Napoleon’s Fortresses,” 
the “Elephant’s Head,” the deep abyss called 
the “Lover's Leap,” the “Crystal Pillar,” the 
“Salt Cave,” and a beautiful cascade, whose wa- 
ters are lost in a bottomless well. From the 
Great Gallery, the visitor enters the “ Ball-Room,”” 
a vast dome of elliptical form, in the centre of 
which rises a rotunda with colonnades, which na- 
ture seems to have formed to contain an orches- 
tra. At the right is the ‘‘ Great Sepulchre,” a 
monumental rock resembling a sarcojhagus. 
The ‘Sick Rooms” are so called from their 
curative properties in pulmonary complaints. 
Sometimes fifteen or twenty patients are assem- 
bled here. Nurses and a physician live with 
them, and minister to their wants. The Star 
Chamber offers to the eye a most wonderful opti- 
cal effect; the ceiling, very lofty at this place, 
seems starred with all the diamonds of heaven, 
and when the flame of the torches irradiates their 
crystal faces, the eyes close involuntarily before 
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their incandescent splendors. At the foot of the 
“cataract,” a vast sheet of water lost in a terrific 
yawning gulf, the tourist commonly rests and 
eats his dinner. The Bottomless Well is of a 
horseshoe form, in the midst of which a rocky 
point juts out; the guide here lights pieces of 
paper and throws them down the abyss, but they 
are soon lost to the eye in the obscure and terrific 
depths of the chasm. The Dead Sea is a sheet 
of water which seems to have no current. Here 
the guide catches a oumber of small fish, the 
culiarity of which is that they have no eyes. 
‘oats tied to the shore, and holding four persons 
each, allow adventurers to embark on this infer- 
nal lake. You fancy, as you look at them, that 
mythology is no fabie, and that you see Charon 
ferrying over the Styx the passengers who have 
paid him the indispensable obolus. To the right, 
on a cornice which extends above the Dead 
the glare of torches imparts a lurid effect to this 
thoroughly Satanic scene. Another scene of in- 
terest is a Holy Sepulchre,” a perfect imita- 
tion of the tomb of Christ in Judea. There the 
stalactites have assumed the form of long drape- 
ries, arranged with elegance, while from the roof 
depend natural chandeliers like the Jamps sus- 
pended in the Holy Chapel. Cleveland's Cabi- 
net is another splendid hall in this noted cave, a 
rfect arch of about fifty feet span, of an average 
eight of ten feet, extending in a direct line at 
least a mile and a half, the whole of this long 
ceiling glittering like diamonds in the light. 
Such is a rapid sketch of some of the one 
thousand wonders of the Mammoth Cave of Ken- 
tacky. It contains no reptiles or noxious ani- 
mals, and the air is so pure that no decomposition 
or putrefaction of bodies ever takes place, and 
a is always kept up there. The tempe- 
rature is equal the whole year round—the mer- 





cury, winter and summer, indicating fifty-nine 
Fahrenheit. Our engravings of the en- 
trance to Gothic Avenue, the Bottomless Pit, the 
Dead Sea, the Hall of Stalagmites, and the Star 
Chamber, may be relied upon for accuracy. 

It is only within a few years that this cave has 
been very extensively ‘explored ; and it is still 
supposed that but a small part of it, in compari- 
son with the whole, has ever been trodden by the 
foot of man. It has been estimated that the 
length of all the different avenues and branches, 
when added together, would make more than 600 
miles. The darkness, deeper than that of the 
blackest midnight, which pervades these subter- 
ranean recesses, and which is little more than 
rendered visible by the torches which the visitors 
carry with them, renders it difficult for the spec- 
tator to form anything like an adequate idea of 
its vast dimensions, its greal heights and depths 
in the different apartments, and of the singularity 
aud beauty of the natural decorations they con- 
tain. The recent attempt of an adventurous 
artist, however, to obtain drawings of a number 
of the different avenues, halls, and chambers, for 
the purpose of illustrating the hidden wonders of 
this natural phenomenon to the eye by the aid of 
the beautiful illusion of the moving panorama, 
has been, in a degree, successful. The dif- 
ferent parts of the cave selected for this purpose 
were illuminated by hundreds of lights, p! at 
different points, so as to give the most powerful 
and just effect to the ever-varying perspective 
within. 

Immediately upon entering the mouth of the 
cave, the visitor perceives a sensible change in 
the temperatare of the atmosphere. Visitors 

ing in and ont are not liablo to contract colds ; 
Eee. on the contrary, colds are commonly relieved 
by a visit to the cave. 
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The cave is inhabited by two species of rats 
and a species of crickets, neither of which partakes 
of the peculiarity of the fishes—of the want of 
eyes,—tor in both of these animals that organ is 
very largely developed. These rate are white 
and very large. Professor Agassiz has some 
spécimens of them in the collection at Cambridge. 
In the winter, millions of bats find here a resting- 
place well suited to their wants. 

During the last war with England, a saltpetre 
manufactory was established in this cave; and, 
although it was discontinued in 1815, wheel tracks 
are still to be seen as clear and distinct as if made 
yesterday. The guides also point out corn.cobs 
which were brought into the cave at that time, 
and which are perfectly fresh and sound. 

The waters of the cave are of the purest kind ; 
and, besides the springs and streams of fresh 
water, there are one or two sulphur springs. 
There are streams, lakes and waterfalls of suffi- 
cient width and depth to compare well with those 
of the world above ground. Some of these rivers, 
as they are called, are navigated by boats of suf- 
ficient size to carry twelve persons; and one of 
them, called the Echo, is said to be broad and 
deep enough, at all times, to float the largest 
steamers. The rivers of the Mammoth Cave 
were never crossed till 1840. Some of them flow 
in deep channels, the sides of which rise high 
above their ordinary level. After heavy rains, * 
they are sometimes swollen 80 a8 to rise more 
than fifty feet. At such times the streams, and 
especially the cataracts, of the cave, exhibit a 
most tesrific ap) ce, Great exertions have 


been made to discover the sources of these streams, 
and where they find their outlets; yet they still 
remain, in this respect, as much a mystery as ever. 
“Darkly thou glidest onward, 
‘Thou deep and hidden wave! 
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The paging sunshine hath not looked 
Into \dden cave.” 

The different apartments and passages of this 
wonderful subterranean labyrinth have many of 
them received names, from their resemblance, 
more or less real, to the most celebrated interiors 
and decorations of architectural design. A few 
only can be here described. 

The air of the cave, as you enter, gives a plea- 
sant sensation of refreshing coolness. As you 
continue descending some irregular stone steps, 
the daylight fades and the gloom deepens. 
Nothing is beard save your own footsteps, and 
the sound of the waters ing from a precipice 
over your head, and falling on the rocks below. 
A beautiful stream of water falls over the mouth 
of the cave, as one writer has remarked, as if it 
were the remnant of a graceful curtain, which 
had formerly concealed this wonder from the gaze 
of man. Looking back towards the orifice, the 
light of the external day appears dim, as if it 
were the twilight of evening. Looking before 
you, if looking it may be called, what a world of 
darkness! With all your torches how little can 
be seen! A strange sensation comes over you, 
as with hesitating step you proceed. 

The first great expansion of the cavern which 
yon enter is the Great Vestibule, an immense 

Il, covering an area of an acre and a half, with 
s dome, lost in the darkness, 110 feet bigh, un- 
supported by a single pillar. By kindling a fire 
at this spot, the vast dimensions of the chamber 
may be faintly discovered. ‘Far up above your 
head,” says one, “is seen the gray ceiling rolling 
dimly away like a cloud, and many buttresses 
bending under their weight begin to project their 
eno mous masses fom poreberris val 

A good road extends e entire length 
of Gothic Avenue, and so pleasant is the tempe- 
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rature, purity and salubrity of its atmosphere, 
that it has been selected as a médst desirable 
promenade for invalids, who have sometimes re- 
sorted to this cave for their health. In one of 
the recesses of this avenue were to be seen, as 
late as 1813, two mummies in a good state of 
preservation, one of which was a female, in a sit- 
ting posture, with arms folded, and having before 
her various articles of her wardrobe. When or 
by whom these remains were placed in this dark 
and silent sepulchre, is of course unknown. A 
little farther on in this direction, are the Registry 
Rooms, the ceiling of which, being perfectly 
white and smooth, serves as the ‘ister of the 
cave. Thousands of names have n_ traced 
upon it with the smoke of the torches. Next is 
the Gothic Chapel, a hall of almost overwhelm- 
ing grandeur, elliptical in form, and 80 feet long 
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follow the spectator, like the sky in passing from 
place to place on the earth. In comparison with 
this dome of nature’s rearing, the most celebrated 
of human structures sink into insignificance. 
There are, however, other domes in this wonder. 
fal cave, which, for height and extent, are even 
more extraordinary than this. Such is that, 
especially, which is called the Mammoth Dome. 
This dome ot domes is nearly 400 feet above the 
floor of the room which it covers. Its elevation 
has been carefully determined by a competent 
civil engineer. 

Cleveland’s Cabinet, which we have noticed 
before, is a singularly beautiful display of subter- 
ranean wonder. The base of the whole is car- 
bonate of lime, in part of a dazzling whiteness 
and perfectly smooth, and in part crystallized, 10 
as to glitter like diamonds in the light. Growing 
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by 50 in width. Immense stalagmites have been 
formed at each end, which almost close the en- 
trance. There are also two rows of smaller pil- 
lars, extending from the ceiling on each side of 
the wall through its entire length. These impart 
to it, when strongly lighted up, the grand and 
solemn effect of a Gothic cathedral. Near this 
Place is Brewer's Studio, a small room to which 
this name has recently been given by Mr. Brewer, 
author of the celebrated Panorama of the Mam- 
moth Cave, from whose descriptions many of 
these notices have been compiled. He finished 
many of his sketches in this room. 

e Chief City, or Temple, is formed by an 
immense dome, which rises 120 feet high, and 
covers an area of two acres. It exceeds in size 
the Cave of Staffa, and rivals the celebrated 
vault in the Grotto of Antiparos. In passing 
through it from side to side, the dome appears to 


} 





from this, in endlessly diversified forms, is & 
substance resembling selenite, translucent and 
imperfectly laminated. Some of the crystals 
bear a striking resemblance to branches of celery; 
others, a foot or more in length, have the color 
and appearance of vanilla cream candy; 

are set in sulphate of lime in the form of a 1080; 
and others roll out from the base in forms resem- 
ling the ornaments on the capital of a Corinthian 
column. Some of the encrustations are massiv® 
and splendid, others are as delicate as the lily, oF 
as fancy-work of shell or wax. Think of travers 
ing an arched way like this fora mile and a half; 
and all the wonders of the tales of youth—Art 
bian Nights, and all—seem tame, compared 

the living, growing reality. Indeed, the most 
imaginative poet never conceived or painted 
palace of such exquisite beauty or loveliness 4% 
Cleveland’s Cabinet. 
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THE OLD OAK. 
BY MINNIE MORTON. 


The eky was clear, the breezes mild, 

With glittering gems each spear was piled, 
As, bending down each tiny blade, 

Into the forest dim I strayed, 

And wandered on in fancy’s mood, 

TH at a giant osk I stood. 


Then recollection glided beck, 
Bwiftly retracing old Time’s track, 
‘Ti many years it had passed o'er, 
Back to the pleasant days of yore, 
‘When to this giant oak I strayed, 
In times long past—a happy maid. 


I gathered violets, white and blue, 
Plenteous sprigs of meadow rue, 

‘The tall anemone, flower of May, 

Many a blossom from the spray; 

I wove within my golden hair, 

Blossoms and leaves both fresh and fair. 


With happy hopes raised high and wild, 
I then appeared a merry child, 
Eatrapping sunbeams on my way, 
Joyfally holding them all day, 
Careless and laughing, fall of glee, 

To every one seemed glad and free. 


But still I had my pensive moods, 
Within those dark and old oak woods; 
I often mused on what might be 

The fate God held in atore for me; 
‘Whether good or whether evil, 

It yet remained for time to tell. 


Time speeds his course; he files apace; 

More than five years have marked thelr space; 
Again beneath that oak I stand, 

Clasped in another's is my hand; 

The sutamn sun, from sky of blue, 

‘The colored leaves shine gently through. 


‘Weeks have passed; at the altar stand 
Kind friends, collected in a band; 
Happy looks from bright eyes beaming, 
‘While around us friends are blessing; 

“Those whom God has joined together, 
Let no person put asunder.” 


‘The scene is changed; months, years sped on, 
‘With autumn’s wail and summer’s san 
‘Thrice has the snow been on the hills, 

Thrice have been filled the gushing rills; 
Towards my favorite tree I go, 

Filled with sorrow, gloom and woe. 


Dark, angry clouds spread o'er the sky, 
‘Hiding the sun from mortal eye, 
Washee of vivid lightning dart, 
Rending the sullen clouds apert, 
‘While far and wide the thunders roll, 
Spreading the sound from pole to pole. 


Just 90 my heart by sorrow broke, 
Flashes of angry wrath outspoke 
Against the Ruler of the storm, 
‘Who thus affiicted this poor worm : 
‘My husbend dead, myself alone ;?? 
This was the burden of my moan. 


Murmuring words are wafted up 
To Him who is the widow's prop, 
That he had left me all alone; 

My hopes and pleasures all were gone; 
O’er my heavy laden soul 

Btormy billows of passion roll. 


Clouds of adversity sever, 
Sorrow does not last forever, 

Pleasure still will come to mortals, 
Btanding e’en at sorrow’s portals, 
Through the dark mists thick and dun, 
Still again we see the sun. 


So my soul, the light perceiving, 
As it flowed upon it, gleaming, . 
Turned my thoughts to heaven above, 
To the spirit divine of love; 
Then I felt that his correstion 
Was a proof of his protection. 

ore +—______ 
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“ NevER, never, never !” 

Ah! what a pretty picture Georgie Abbott 
made, as she stood up in the might of her pride 
and anger, and repeated the words quoted above. 
Although I was her teacher, and should have 
felt a keen pang of regret at heart at such a dis- 
play of temper, I found myself instead, admir- 
ing the queenly poise of her head ; the fall height 
to which she had drawn her well rounded figure ; 
and even the very way in which her little foot 
was set upon the gravelled walk. Her straw 
hat had fallen back from her face, and its white 
satin ribbons lay loosely about her bare neck, 
like bands of silver; while the moonlight stole 
over the golden-brown braids of her luxuriant 
hair, tinging them softly with its radiance. 

Should I speak to her, as was most emphat- 
ically my duty, or like a true daughter of Eve, 
sit by my window and watch the closing of the 
little farce? Alas, I was but a young teacher, 
comparatively speaking, and the stern, practical 
life of two years in Wells Seminary had not 
quite rooted out the love of sentiment and ro- 
mance that from early yonth had known a wel- 
come home within me. So I did the latter—I 
watched. 

“But, Georgie,” spoke a voice which I at 
once recognized as belonging to my young friend, 
Walter Marston, “you appear like one insane. 
Will you not listen to reason ?” 

“Not from you, most assuredly, though you 
speak with the power and force of a very god! 
I hate you for the. words you have spoken to me! 
—I hate you—hate you !” 

There was a moment’s pause, during which 
Walter retired a few paces, putting on the airs of 
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a prince, while Georgie fretted out the ends of 
her blue sash with her slender white fingers. 

“Very well,” said Walter, tossing the brown 
hair which the damp evening air had made into 
soft, brown rings, from his forehead. 

Georgie bowed. 

“Tf I am ill and send for you—” 

“T’ll never go to you, Walter Marston, never !” 
interrupted the young girl. 

“Very well,” came again from the lips of 
Walter, as he turned half reluctantly away. 

“ Take, this, if you please!” cried Georgie. 
And I could see her draw hastily a golden circlet 
from her finger. ‘And this,” snatching from 
her hair a golden cross—“I want nothing of 
yours about mei!” 

“Do not date thrust such paltry trifles in my 
face, Georgie Abbott, or even you may find 
there is a bonne endurance.” 

All the blood of the proud Marstons in Wal- 
ter’s veins was aroused, I knew at once by the 
quivering tone in which he spoke, as he tore the 
baubles from Georgie’s grasp, and ground them 
into the dust with his foot, turning away from 
her without further word or comment. 

‘There was something in the young man’s 
yoice, something in his firm tread, as he walked 
away, that roused into life memories that had 
slumbered for years within my bosom. In vain 
T tried to crash them back into oblivion as they 
came up before me; but it was a useless task, 
and like a weary child I buried my face in my 
hands, and burst into tears. When young, like 
Georgie Abbott, for a cruel temper I had allowed 
the sweetest years of my life to slip away from 
me in a moment’s time of anger. How the 
little scene I had just witnessed called back into 
the living present a far-past evening of my life! 
How the old yearning for love and tenderness 
Sprang up anew within my woman’s heart, and 
went searchingly out for a dear one whom I had 
taught myself to look upon as dead — forever 
dead to me. How I recalled looks, tones and 
words that had been so long hushed in the chilly 
tomb of forgetfulness. And how I prayed God 
to give me strength to walk firmly and without 
wavering, my cruel way of thorns, though my 
feet were torn and bleeding all the while. 

As Isat swaying myself back and forward in 
my rocking-chair, trying to soothe my perturbed 
thonghts back to the quiet channel in which they 
were wont to flow, I heard the quick step of 
‘Walter Marston in the hall that led to my room, 
and before I could wipe the tears from my eyes, 
he rapped hastily upon my door. 

“Tcame to bid you good-by,” he said, as I 
methim. ‘TI shall start for home to-morrow.” 


“ 
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“80 soon, Walter — how is this!” I asked, 
placing him a chair. 

“0, there seems little use in remaining here 
longer. I am not feeling very strong yet, ands 
home-atmosphere is better than any other for an 
invalid.” 

“In some cases, though I should hardly think 
so in yours,” I answered. ‘‘ Will Georgie re 
turn with you?” 

“T think not.” 

“And why?” 

“Because, Elsa, Georgie hates me — because 

she has never loved me!’’ he answered, with 8 
vehemence that quite startled me. 
- It was useless for me to try to conceal from 
Walter my knowledge of his quarrel with Geor- 
gie, and so I told him as plainly and simply a 
I could, what I knew of it, begging him to be 
led by a calm, cool judgment in the affair, rather 
than the fierce, passionate counsellings of his 
meaner nature, which threatened to overpower 
the good. 

“ But Georgie does not love me!” 

“You are mistaken, Walter, she does love 
you. She has been hasty, even as you have 
been, but can you not pardon her as you hope 
to be pardoned ?” 

“Did you ever love?” he asked quickly, fixing 
his dark hazel eyes upon my face, regardless of 
the question I had asked him. ‘‘ And if #, 
would it have been possible for you to have 
allowed such words to have fallen from your 
lips, as did from Georgie’s this evening?” 

“T have loved, Walter,” I said in a quiver 
ing voice. “I loved fervently, and with all the 
strength of a warm, passionate heart ; and more, 
I spoke just such cruel words to the man I loved 
as Georgie gave to you thisevening. My words 
were like keen blades of steel. They ran be 
tween his heart and mine, severing them forever. 
That is why my life isa sad and lonely ont; 
why my lot is not blessed like other women’s 
Q, let it be a lesson to you!” 

Tears shone in the dark eyes of Walter, and 
with a quick, rapid movement, he was by my 
side with outstretched hands, saying : 

“O, Elsa, L have your secret at last! Els, 
dear sister Elsa, you once loved my brother 
Robert! Do not shake your head—I am sure 
of it; and that is why you are moping yoar life 
away in this miserable seminary, and why Rob- 
ert stays away from home so long. I have iI 
have it!” 

“Do not speak of this, Walter,” I said, eaget 
ly, clasping his hands. “If you have any tt 
gard for me, do not speak of it to—to—” 

“Whom ?” 
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To him.” 

“To Robert?” 

I bowed my head. 

“Tt shall be as you wish,” he answered, very 
thoughtfully. 

“And now let us talk of Georgie,” I said, 
anxious to turn the conversation into a new 
channel. 

“ And what of her?” asked Walter, growing 
chilly as an iceberg at the mere mention of her 
name. ey 

She loves you,” I repeated. 

“That remains to be proved,” was the crusti- 
ly given reply. 

“ And may I prove it to you ?” I asked. “ Will 
you ‘allow yourself to be convinced ?” 

“If I cannot help it, most certainly,” was the 
answer. 

“ And will you trust everything to me, and do 
as I bid you?” 

“Even as you wish, my counsellor.” 

- “Then you may be as happy as you choose, 
for I am certain of my success.” 

Walter shook his head moodily, but I saw 
that there was a new light in his eye, and: that 
in spite of his assumed air of unbelief he really 
trusted in what I had told him. And so we 
parted. 





“T have a letter containing news from Walter 
Marston, written by a friend of his,” I said, ina 
smatter-of fact tone to Georgie Abbott, as she lin- 
gered by my side one afternoon in my recitation- 
room. “It is very sad, too—very sad. But, 
excuse me, you wished to know something of 
your French lesson. How many pages did I 
give you in Le Grand Pere?” 

I looked up from my book as I asked the 
question. Georgie was clinging hold of a chair, 
looking as white and ghastly as the muslin robe 
she wore. The pallor of her face frightened me, 
although I assumed an air of easy indifference, 
and assured her that the next day’s translation 
was exceedingly simple. 

“Will you go up to my room with me?” I 
asked, rising and locking my desk. 

“No—no; do not go—” she half gasped— 
“tell me what you know of—of—Walter !” 

“0, of Walter! Didn’t. I finish telling you 
about him? Why, he says, or rather his friend 
writes for him, that if any of his friends at Wells 
Seminary wish to see him, they must go to Elton 
atonce. That is all.” 

«All, Miss Herbert, all—and is it not enough, 
in Heaven’s name? When did you receive the 
letter ?” 

“Yesterday morning.” 
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“ And are you not going to him ?” 

“T fear I shall not be able to,” I replied, 
coolly. 

“ And is this your boasted love and friendship 
for him? This, your sisterly tenderness, that 
congeals into ice when he is most in need of 
your sympathy and kindness? May I be deliv- 
erod from all such !” 

“Yon are getting excited, Miss Abbott,” I 
remarked. “You are one of Mr. Marston’s 
friends, why do you not go to him?” 

* But she did not deign me an answer, as with 
curling lip, and cheeks like the pale petals of the 
lily that hang upon her bosom, she swept from 
the room. e 

* “Twonder what will be her next step?” I 
said, mentally, as I followed her moodily from 
the school-room, and up the long walk that led 
to the boarding-house. ‘ Will she go to Walter 
alone—will her pride allow her to do that?” 

“A letter for you, Miss Herbert,” said Pro- 
fessor Howard, at that moment, coming suddenly 
upon me from a by-path. “Ihave had it in my 
possession all the afternoon. My neglect is 
quite inexcusable, I am well awaro.”” 

With an eagerness that I could not well ac- 
count for, I took the missive from his hand, and 
tarned unceremoniously into the walk he had 
left. The superscription of the letter was in the 
familiar hand-writing of Walter Marston. Why 
did I tremble to break the seal?’ With fingers 
that seemed loth to do my bidding, I tore it open 
and read : 


“Dear Exsa :—Come to Elton at once. I 
have not time now to explain, only to say, if you 
value the happiness of a human heart, or care to 
prolong for a few days one human life—come! 

“ Traly yours, Waiter Magsron.” 


What did it mean? Whose life could I pro- 
Jong—whose happiness ensure by going to Elton # 
Was it a little hoax of Walter's? No, it could 
not be—the note was too earnest and emphatic 
for that, beside, the freak was not at all like one 
of his. Had Robert returned? No, that was 
not possible, for but a few weeks before I had 
been told that he was thousands of miles away. 
I was in a maze of doubt and wonder, looking 
about me vainly, for something that would throw 
the faintest ray of light upon the mystery. But 
the light did not appear, and so I set myself 
rapidly about preparing for my sudden departure. 
All this while, as I bustled hurriedly about my 
chamber, I was conscious that the occupant of 
the room above my own was preparing, as well 
as myself, for something aside from the quiet, 
monotonous routine of every-day, school life. 
I could hear the moving of trunks, the hurried 
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orders as to the disposal of this thing and that, 
given to the servant in attendance, and occasion- 
ally recognized the fleet step of Georgie Abbott, 
as she sprang nervously up and down the stairs. 
My suspicions that she was making ready fora 
visit to Elton were confirmed beyond a doubt, 
when the carriage came to take me to the depot, 
for the same one started her upon her momentous 
journey. 

“It seems you have changed your mind, Miss 
Herbert,” she said, haughtily to me, as we stood 


together while buying our tickets in the ladies’- 


room. 

“T have received another letter since I con- 
versed with you,” I replied. 

“ How was he?” she faltered. 

“In such a condition that my presence was 
demanded there at once. I could not treat the 
urgent request lightly, and so have left every- 
thing for the sake of complying with it.” 

“ God grant that I may not be too late!” mur- 
mured Georgie, sinking back upon the seat be- 
sideme. ‘O, Miss Herbert, I am so very, very 
miserable !” 

I drew the trembling form of the young girl 
close to my side, and bade her be of good cheer. 
Looking upon her pale face as she leaned her 
head upon my shoulder, I condemned myself 
bitterly for the part I had taken in the really crael 
affair. For a moment, I resolved to confess it 
all to her, trusting to her good sense and her 
warm love for Walter for her forgiveness, but 
the thought of the strange, mystical letter I had 
received checked me, and I determined to let 
the affair terminate in its originally planned 
denouement. 

It was very late that evening when we arrived 
at the fine old home of the Marstons. The 
family carriage was waiting for us at the depot, 
but only servants were with it to escort us fur- 
ther. Every moment the mystery grew more in- 
comprehensible to me. What could it all mean? 
Why, on entering the house were Georgie and 
I conducted formally to our chambers, as though 
we were entire strangers? Why did the servants 
shake their heads silently when we asked for the 
sick—for Walter? , it was very, very strange 
to me !—and more inexplicable still was it, when 
& servant came up to our rooms to conduct us 
down to the supper-room. Not to the family 
dining-hall, but a quiet, luxurious little nest of a 
room that led out of the library. What could it 
mean ?—ay, what did it mean? When we en- 
tered the room we found two gentlemen appar- 
ently waiting to receive us. Into the arms of 
one Georgie rushed very unceremoniously, cry- 
ing at the top of her voice: 
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“Dear, dear Walter, you are alive—you are 
alive !’” 

The other stood looking earnestly and anx- 
iously at me, while a mingled tide of hope, fear 
and uncertainty swept overmy soul. Withsa 
tottering, feeble step I went forward, led by the 
quick, sunshiny smile that broke gloriously over 
his face, while the joy and thanksgiving of our 
hearts went forth in these words: 

“ Robert!” 

“Elsa!” 

That evening’s happiness I will pass over, be 
cause I have a horror of depicting accurately s 
love scene, more especially a two-fold one, as in 
this case it proved to be. But the next morning 
I attempted to reprove Walter for the fibbing 
letter he had sent me the day before. But he 
only laughed merrily at the mention of it, assur- 
ing me that he was convinced beyond the possi- 
bility of a doubt before he wrote the letter, that 
Robert’s life and happiness were. both in immi- 
nent danger. And then Georgie shook her 
white finger menacingly towards me, and bede 
me not complain of other people’s deception, 
while there was such a load of guilt upon my 
own shoulder. . 

But what is best, reader, this double plot is to 
end in a double wedding next Sabbath evening. 
Who will come to it? Echo answers, “ w-h-0!” 





CULTIVATE CHEERFULNESS. 


An anxious, restless temper, that rans to meet 
care on its way, that regrets lost opportunities 
too much, and that is over painstaking in con 
trivances for hay pinette is foolish and should not 
be indulged. t you cannot be happy in one 
way, be happy in another, and this facility of 
disposition wants but little aid from philosophy, 
for health and good humor are almost the whole 
affair. Many run about after felicity, like an 
absent man hunting for hin hat, while it ison 
his head, or in his hand. Though sometimes 
small evils, like invisible insects, inflict great 
pain, and a single hair may stop a vast machine; 

et the chief secret of comfort lies in not suffer- 
ing trifles to vex one, and in prudently cultiva- 
ting an undergrowth of small pleasures, since 
very few great ones, alas ! are let on long leases. 
fuel . 





SONNET. 


It must be so—my infant love must find 
In my own breast a cradle and a grave; 
Tike @ rich jewel hid beneath the wave, 
Or rebel spirit, bound within the rind 
Of some old wreathed oak, or fast enshrined 
In the cold durance of an echoing cave :— 
Yes, better thus, than cold disdain to brave,— 
Or worse to faint the quiet of that mind, 
‘That decks ita temple with unearthly grace. 
Together must we dwell—my dream and I, 
Unknown must live, and unregarded die,— 
Rather than soll the lustre of that foe, 
Or drive that laughing dimple from ita place, 
Or leave that white broast with a painful righ. 
Haarisr Corsaines. 


ad 
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I PRAY FOR THEE. 


BY ANNA 





ATES. 





I pray for thee when the faint primrose flowers 
Waken In beauty ’neath the first pale star, 

When dew and freshness hallow all the hours, 
And Luna shives from far. . 

Asin the west the sunset’s golden splendor 
Fades from the valleys and the lake’s biue sea, 

‘Tis then I kneel with memory pure and tender, 

And pray for thee! 


Amid the glory of the year we parted, 
In earth’s sad, changefal realm to meet no more, 
And yet the prayers I proffvr, faithful hearted, 
Are pure as those of yore; 
Although I know not wheresce'er thy dwelling, 
On ooast or distant island it may be, 
Bvor at eve the same fond thought {s swelling, 
I pray for thee! 


I list the twilight bell’s low undulations, 

As on the mournfgl winds they faint and fall, 
I dream beyond that fairer habitations 

Will one day hold us all. 
0, by the memory that is true and tender, 

My fond remembrance of what used to be, 
Now in the sunset time of youth’s gay splendor 

I pray for thee! 


And yet I know not but thou little heedest 
The chaplet that unchangingly I twine, 
‘The vestal holy fiame that Memory feedeth 
Forever by her shrine; 
And e’en though time may gather gloom without me, 
Whether in grief or gladness we may be, 
That every joy and blessing be about thee, 
I pray fer thee! 
$+ ce + 


HARRY ROMAINE'S MISTAKE. 


BY EVA MORDAUNT. 





Harry Rostarve was young, handsome and 
rich; he was esteemed a “first-rate fellow” 
among his bachelor friends, and as for the gen- 
tler sex, anxious mamas assumed their*bland- 
est air when he approached, and their lovely 
daughters greeted him with their most bewitching 
smiles. Ah! Harry had no reason to complain 
of the world’s treating him ill—he was blessed 
with everything needful to make him the happi- 
est of dogs—and very well satisfied was he with 
himself one fine morning as he stepped aboard 
the cars bound for his country-seat. It was a 
new acquisition of his—this country-seat. An 
old uncle, whom Harry’s parents had honored 
by giving his name to their son, and for whom 
Harry entertained about as much regard as for 
the man in the moon, or any other antiquated 
individual, had bequeathed it to him when he 
‘departed this life some months before. 

So Harry was going down to examine his 
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new property, and though he thought it would 
have been quite as convenient if the place had 
been a little nearer civilized beings, still, if 
there were good fishing and hanting in the neigh- 
borhood, he doubted not he might kill some time 
there in company with two or three of the fellows 
whom he would send for. Though rather out of 
humor with the long journey, yet on the whole, 
Harry was pretty good natured as he stepped 


‘from the cars, and proceeded to the flourishing 


hotel which adorned the village of B—. Mak- 
ing himself known to the landlord, that indi- 
vidual, with much respect and great ceremony, 
informed him that His carriage was in waiting. 

“Jupiter! that’s not so bad,” ejaculated he, 
ase plain but elegant carriage, drawn by a 
splendid pair of iron-greys, met his view. The 
coachman, evidently an old family servant, 
bowed low as the landlord presented his master, 
and opened the door with as much empressement 
as if for a prince. The ride over a smooth, 
hard road, on the softest of cushions and the 
easiest of springs, relieved Harry’s cramped 
limbs, and by the time he reached the mansion, 
he was in a sufficiently comfortable state of mind 
to note and appreciate the beauties of the place. . 
The house was a quaint, irregular pile of build- 
ings, part of which had been added from time 
to time, evidently with more regard to con- 
venience, than beauty of architecture, surrounded 
on every side by far-stretching plains of ver- 
dare, thickly studded with noble trees of many 
years’ growth. The domains were skirted for 
near their whole extent by a thick wood, and: 
far away in another direction, rose the blue tops. 
of the distant mountains. 

Harry had written to the housekeeper of his. 
coming, so that she was expecting him, and evi. 
dently great preparations had been made to re-- 
ceive the new master. And Harry liked the- 
looks ; here was a nice place for him to rusticate; 
and he resolved not to let his sisters Fan and. 
Sue get wind of it, for they would be sureto 
be charmed with the romantic situation, and im- 
sist upon taking possession immediately. Atter 
attending tothe wants of the inner mam, he 
sauntered out for « stroll over his extensive 
grounds, and wandered on till he renehed'the 
forest that skirted them. Following a woll- 
trodden path, he entered the forest, and’ as-he 
strolled on, he was charmed, as many a denizen 
of the close city has been before, with the fresh 
air, and bright, clear sky of the country. The 
breeze fragrant with the odor of the pme- trecs 
invigorated him, and as he wandered: on, he 
revelled in a sense of buoyancy which he had 
seldom experienced. Suddenly he: cane upon 
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an opening amid the trees. The setting sun 
tinged the bright hue of the grass with a solt 
radiance, and cast a glittering shade upon the 
waters of a little brook which murmured near. 
" “Truly, this is a very Eden, and there, as I 
live, is an Eve, or rather a naiad, just risen from 
the pearly wave,” he.said, as he saw a maiden 
laving her white fect in the gurgling stream. 
She turned around at his words, and disclosed 
a countenance of fresh, young beauty. Glossy 
brown locks dishevelled by her employment, fell 
around a face of the most perfect oval, which 
was lighted up by lustrous orbs of the richest 
bluc ; while a pink flush, which had risen to her 
cheeks at the sight of a stranger, heightened 
and greatly enhanced her beauty. Accnstomed 
as Harry was to the surpassing loveliness of 
ball room belles, be thought he had never seen 
anything so beautiful as this barefooted maiden, 
asshe stood with the unconscious grace of a 
startled fawn. 
“Pardon me, fair maid,” he said, advancing 
and bowing low, “ pardon me for thus disturb- 
_ ing your gambols in your native element. ’Tis 
seldom that the goddesses of the wave deign to 
-show themselves to mortals.” 
“A look of innocent wonder overspread -her 
face as he spoke, and her blue orbs dilated as 
“she looked at him. 
oe Beat am no goddess, sir,” she said, “ pnly a sim- 
ple cottage maid wading in the brook.” 

Hor words recalled Harry to himself, and 
smiling at the thought of what his aristocratic 
mama and elegant sisters would say to see him 
thus entranced at the sight of a country gir), he 
again addressed her, but this time in language 
suited to het comprehension. She replied feur- 
lessly, for child’ of the woods as she was, ske 
knew not fear, and charmed by her beauty and 
artless grace, Harry Romaine lingered long by 
the brook in the forest glade. 

But the deepening shadows at length warned 
him of the lateness of the hour, and acgompany- 
ing the rustic maid to a cottage not far distant, 
he bade her good night with as much deference 
as he would have shown the most polished belle 
of his acquaintance, and then pursued his hom’- 
ward way. But thoughts of the beautiful crea- 
ture he had left accompanied him, and for the 
first time in his life, the vision of a beautiful 
maiden mingled with his dreams. It was not 
strange then that he wondered somewhat when 
he remembered it the following morning, and 
still more, when in the course of his rambles 
about the grounds, a fair young face, with eyes 
of richest blue would rise before him, and make 
itself the centre of his thoughts. He was not 
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wont to be taken in that way, it was something 
new to him—rather ludicrous to be sure—that 
he was so struck by that pretty little rustic, and 
yet at the sunset hour he found himself pursuing 
the old path to the forest glade. 

As he expected, its presiding deity was there, 
seated on the moss-covered roots of a stalwart 
oak. A bright flush rose to her cheek as she ac: 
knowledged his greeting, and she made a slight 
movement ag if to rise ashe seated himself be 
side her, but he detained her, and with the ad- 
dress of a polished man of the world, placing 
her entirely at her ease, he entered into conver. 
sation. Her naive, artless innocence charmed 
him, man of the world as he was, and accustomed 
to the wiles and arts of fashionable women, end 
the atmosphere of freshness which seemed to 
encircle her, refreshed him, blase with fashionable 
dissipation. And as for her, child of the woods, 
she could sit for hours listening to tales of the 
gay world, of which hitherto she had scarcely 
dreamed, fascinated by his polished manners, 0 
different from those of the boors around her, 
from any one she had ever seen. 

And this it happened that for many days the 
same sunset hour found them sitting side by side 
at the foot of the moss-grown oak, but now his 
arm encircled her waist, and her head rested on 
his bosom, while he taught her the blissful lesson 
6f love. And she was an apt scholar—that 
young, tender thing—she had learned to love 
him, and her life, before his coming as calm as 
the unruffled bosom of a peaceful lake, was 
now rendered tumultuous and fevered by the 
strange passion that throbbed in her veins. 
Through the long day she waited wearily, per- 
forming mechanically her accustomed duties, 
till the round, red sun trembled on the horizon, 
end then, as his last bright beam sank behind 
the distant hills, she sought the forest glade to 
drink yet deeper of the intoxicating draught 
which she had already quaffed nearly to the 
dregs. But the awaking came at last—her brief, 
bright dream was rudely interrupted. Hany 
was going to leave B—. Messages and letters 
innumerable had come to him to know what he 
could find to do with himself in that dull place 
—what could possess him to bury himself alive 
all summer, and at last came a summons from 
his proud mother to meet her immediately at 
a fashionable watering place. He was well situ- 
ated, he was not suffering with ennai—not at 
all—but like many another brave man, Harry 
was not insensible to the ridicule of his acquain- 
tance, or, still more, to the sneers of his haughty 
sisters. He must go—he must obey his mother’s 
summons; but as he pureued the old path that 
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night, he thought remorsefally of the young Being | 
who confided so trustingly in him. He hated to 
leave her— but what could a fellow do!— he 
might marry her, as he had half a mind to do, 
but then he thought of the appearance she would 
make beside his haughty sisters, so queenly and 
so proud, and his heart failed him. She was a 
sweet little wood flower—a tender violet, breath- 
ing fragrance in its native air—but if trans- 
planted to the hot house of the gay world, and 
placed beside the showy exotics of its belles, 
would she thrive as well? No; his mind was 
made up when he joined her, though he wavered 
somewhat as he took her in his arms, thinking it 
wasethe last time that he should hold her thus, 
and looked down into the clear depths of her 
blue eyes. 

“Meta,” he said, at last; “Meta, I am come 
to bid you farewell. I must leave you to- 
morrow.” 

Ah! inher wild dream of Jove she had not 
thought of separation. Delirious with the joy 
of the present, she had not glanced to the fature, 
and as the terrible truth forced itself upon her 
that she was to be alone again—alone with noth- 
ing to look forward to—she sank upon his breast 
in a perfect abandon of grief. It distressed him— 
this poor child weeping so bitterly for his loss— 
and with gentle, tender words he sought to 
soothe her. 

“Look up, darling,” he said, “look up! Do 
not grieve so. I will come again ina few weeks. 
I must go now, but I will come to you again very 
soon.” 

It comforted her—his promise to return soon— 
for trusting !n him as she did, she thought not of 
his breaking it, and she smothered her sobs that 
they might not distress him—unselfish, even in 
her grief. A long time the lovers sat there, 
Harry cursing the fate that loaded him with 
chains stronger than those of iron, and wishing 





himself for the nonce a rustic youth, with no 
conventional fetters to bind him; and Meta, 
poor Meta, longing vainly to leave her country 
home and enter the gay world which seemed so 
beautifal to her. At last the heavy night dew 
roused Harry, and plucking a tiny violet from 
ita mossy bed by the rivulet’s bank, he placed it 
in her hand, saying: 

« Keep that in remembrance of me, darling.” 

Then, after one wild, passionate embrace he 
left her. His reappearance in the fashionable 
world created some excitement, but answering 
all inquiries by saying that he had been rusticat- 
ing a little, he plunged anew into the vortex of 
dissipation, which after his long absence had 





somewhat the zest of novelty. And alas for 
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Meta, left behind in the lonesome village! At 
first, Harry had intended to return to her, but a8 
the weeks sped on, the memory of her grew 
fainter and fainter, until at last all thoughts of 
the beantiful being who was once so dear to him 
had entirely vanished from his mind. And 
while Meta watched for him with an eagerness 
which quickened every pulse, and sharpcned 
every nerve, refusing the terrible thought that he 
had forgotten her, which sometimes would 
arise down in her heart, he was bowing low 
before another and more pretentious shrine. 
New York was ringing with the praises of a 
Southern belle, who was beautiful, accomplished, 
and better than all, rich. Harry had joined the 
train of her admirers, and incited to exertion by 
the number of competitors, he at last won the 
prize, and gave his mother and sisters the pleas- 
ure of superintending one of the most brilliant 
weddings of the season. A fashionable couple 
they made—Harry loved his wife as he did his 
horses—she added to the eclat of his establish- 
tment, and she esteemed him as she did her bon- 
quet holder, or her opera-glass—he was necessary 
to her convenience. 





‘The opera house was crowded with the beauty 
and fashion of the city. A new star was to 
make her appearance, and the vast sea of waving 
plumes aud sparkling gems surged and swelled 
with expectation. But suddenly every voice 
was hushed, and every eye turned toward the 
stage, as a tall, graceful form glided silently on, 
and commenced her role. Wave upon ware of 
liquid melody floated ont upon the air, and en- 
chained the audience as by a strange spell.) When 
it ceased for a moment none stirred, and then a 
perfect ovation of applause greeted the fair 
debutante. Again and again the silver tones 
were heard, and each time greeted with the 
thunders of applause. She was successfal—it 
was a proud moment for the fair singer, as she 
heard the deafening cries which called her be- 
fore the curtain to receive the meed of her 
success. 

Harry Romaine was at the opera, of course— 
everybody was there—and as he gazed upon the 
great songstress, he was startled by the memo- 
ries her pale face called up. It seemed familiar 
to him—he must have seen it before—and yet 
he could not remember where. Again and again 
he was at the opera, again and again he gazed 
upon the strangely familiar face, till one night 
as she was electrifying the whole audience with 
her passionate rendering of Norma, he recog- 
nized that terrible look of agony, and as by an 
electric fash the memory of where he. brad seen 
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her came to him. Yes, he remembered it all 
now—the verdant glen in the wildwood shade, 
and the fair maiden laving her feet in the pearly 
brook. The slight form had rounded into the 
faller beauty of womanhood, and the chestnut 
locks were darker than when he saw them last. 
But the eyes, the deep blue eyes, were the same, 
and as he thought of them he remembered the 
days of long ago, when he sat by her side and 
gazed into their clear depths, reading her whole 
soul there. His conscience reproached him now 
for having neglected her so long, and he won- 
dered if she still remembered those old times, 
and would recognize him now. He would try 
her at any rate, he thought, and the next night 
of her appearance found him at the opera, with 
a tiny violet of precious stones in his hand. 

She had finished her last song, and was re- 
tiring, when among the deluge of bouquets that 
were showered upon her, a garland of snow- 
white roses, with the glittering toy attached, fell 
directly at her feet. The curtain fell and con- 
cealed her from view, but in a moment she ap- 
peared again in answer to the loud call which 
resounded from every part of the house. Harry 
Romaine bent forward, and gazed at her eagerly 
as she advanced—yes, there gleaming amid the 
tresses of her beautiful hair, was the jewelled 
flower. So, she had not: forgotten him ; she re- 
membered him yet, and with a thrill of some- 
thing like the old passion at his heart, hardly 
knowing his own purpose for doing 0, he sought 
her behind the scenes. 

She sat alone in her dressing-room in an atti- 
tade of thought, her hands clasped upon her 
bosom, and her eyes looking away into the land 
of dreams. She looked up at him as he entered, 


and rising slowly greeted him with a languid air. | 


“ Meta,” he said, passionately, “ why this cold 
welcome?” 

“Why should you expect otherwise?” said 
she, looking at him coldly. 

“Why,” exclaimed he, “you wear my flower— 
surely you mean that to signify that you havo 
not forgotten me—that you will hear me?” 

“T havo forgotten everything, Mr. Romaine,” 
replied she, ‘ excepting that you are a married 
man, and that I ama virtnous woman. Under 
these circumstances, you must see plainly as I 
do, that itis useless for us to meet.” 

He had not thought of that—he had been im- 
pelied by a blind instinct to seek her. Of what 
avail if she would hear him! he was tied to an- 
other, and even if he were not, could he marry 
an actress—a public singer? Alas, no! 

“But why then, did you wear my flower?” 
he asked, at last. 
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“That I might tell you this once for all,” she 
said. “ Take it—I want it not,” and disengaging 
it from her hair, she handed it to him. 

He dashed it passionately to the ground. 

“Tell me that you love me, Meta,” he ex- 
claimed ; ‘tell me you love me still.” 

“T love nothing,” she said, a gleam of triamph 
flashing from her blue eyes—‘“ nothing except 
my art. If you think one lingering ray of lore 
for you prompted me to grant you this meeting, 
Mr. Romaine, you are deceived. I have recov- 
ered from that little folly long ago. It wasest 
said, because I wished no lovers dancing attend- 
ance upon me, and I thought I would tell you 
80 myself.” 

Ab! the shaft had hit. She could see that by 
the deadly pallor of his face and the relaxing 
limbs. She was richly repaid for all he had 
made her suffer, her revenge was ample, and 
pressing her hands to her bosom, upon which, 
close to her heart, lay in a golden case the little, 
withered violet he had given her long ago, she 
left him—left him forever. . 

Alas for those two young hearts, severed by 
one fatal mistake. Bitterly now did Harry Ro- 
maine lament the accursed pride which had 
made him desert the poor cottage girl, and hope 
vainly to find his happiness in the hollow glare of 
fashionable life. From the fatal night when the 
consciousness of his mistake forced itself upot 
him, he soaght the wine cup and the gaming 
table, and when at last his high station or 
his immense wealth could no longer conceal 
from the world his degradation, who guessed 
the terrible sorrow which had driven him to the 
brink of the precipice from which he had fallen ! 
None— none save one— and thongh his set 
whispered it about among themselves, and won- 
dered how his haughty relatives could bear it, 
yet they never thonght that the brilliant singer, 
whose very name was a household word, could 
reveal aught of Harry Romaine’s heart history- 





THE LESSON OF THE GARDEN. 


A garden is a beautiful book, writ by the fin- 
ger of God ; every flower and every leat is a let- 
ter. You have only to learn them—and he is 4 
poor dunce that cannot, if he will, do that—to 
learn them, and join them, and then to go 0D 
reading and reading, and you will tind yourselt 
carried away from the earth to the skies by the 
beautiful story you are going through. You do 
not know what beautifal thoughts—for they are 
nothing short—grow ont of the ground, and seem 
to talk toa man. And then there are some flow 
ers, they always seem to me like over-dutifal 
children : tend them ever so little, and they comé 
up and flourish, and show, as I may say, thir 
bright and happy faces to you.—Jerrold. 


THE ROCK OF CASHEL. 


THE ROOK OF CASHEL. 

[By an oversight the concluding portion of this story, 
following page 263 of our Jest number, was omitted. It 
ie here given.] 

“ Here!” said Aileen’s own voice, as she came 
forward, and bent overhim. ‘“ My dear young 
masther, I have not been absent from you night 
nor day for a week.” 

“ Youare kind, Aileen, but now let me sleep.” 

He lay in this state several days. Some in- 
ternal disease the surgeon said was coming on, 
the effect of fever. Donald knew what the 
trouble was, better than any medical man. 
During his sickness he had an impression that a 
fair face had sometimes bent over him. Now it 
was withdrawn, and he began to think it might 
be only Aileen’s. Where was Matilda, that she 
did not come to him if only for a moment? 
He questioned Aileen one day. 

“Bless you, masther Donald! hasn’t she bin 
here day after day, as soon asI tould her yees 
were asleep, and she standing by your bed and 
crying and moaning like a Banshee, and kissing 
your poor white lips ?” 

“Hush, Aileen, you will kill me with joy.” 

“ And it’s all trae, masther Donald.” : 

And it was true. Donald had injured himself, 
by carrying her down the ladder that night, and 
her grief was only equalled by her love. 

“ How shall I ever pay you for all you have 
suffered through us ?” asked Mr. Moore, when 
Donald was pronounced well enough to go home. 
“The little Lam possessed of is yours. Stay 
with us, and share it. Would that it were more 
for your sake.” 

Donald smiled. 
me all?” he asked. 
sure which I covet.” 

“And what may that be?” 

“Your danghter,” said Donald, softly, for he 
just saw her enter the room. 

“Come here, Matilda, and hear what this rash 
youth is asking me for.” 

She approached, blushing as if she knew al- 
ready. That morning she hada long conversa- 
tion with Donald, and she conjectured what he 
might now have been saying. Her father took 
her willing hand and placed it in her lover’s. 

The fifth of October, 1770, saw the marriage 
of two young persons in the grand cathedral. 
The service was performed by the archbishop 
himself, and all Cashel witnessed the cere- 
mony. The next year the fortunes of Donald 
were considerably altered by the death of an 
uncle, of whom he had never before heard ; who 
left him a free and unincumbered estate, to which 
he gave the name of Heathcliffe. 


“ Are you willing to give 
“You have only one trea- 
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AN ECCENTRIC ENTHUSIAST. 


In Koslin, a small town of Pomerania, orf of 
the most wonderful testaments ever made has 
lately been executed. Twenty years ago a sur- 
geon named Kauffmann died there, bequeathing 
his whole fortune to the town. As soon as the 
yearly interest of this legacy amounts to about 
£1000, which is now the case, a place of public 
amusement is to be founded for the use of the 
poor. Here botany and agriculture are to be 
taught in an entertaining way, and 65 beehives 
(to denote his age) are always to be kept. Those 
persons who most diligently attend his institution 
are to be rewarded for their zeal by premiums 
and advertisements in the newspapers announcing 
their merits. Once a a great banquet is to 
take place. The principal dish is to consist of 
sour milk, and it is a law of the institution that, 
through the whole course of the year, everybody 
who desires to have sour milk shall receive one 
portion a day gratis. The next dish at the ban- 
quet is to consist of honey and apples. Salt and 
pepper are to stand on the table, guarded, how- 
ever, by three large locks, which, according to 
the testator’s will, must be rather difficult to 
open. Every one of the banqueters who makes 
use of this salt and pepper has to ask formally 
the permission of the company, which is to be 
given. Nobody, however, is to assist the man in 
his suicidal design of helping himself to salt. 
The servants at the banquet are to consist of two 

ersons only, viz., a midwife and a grave-digger. 
hen this sumptuous banquet is over, a solemn 
farewell is to be drunk to the shadow of the tes- 
tator in the following words :—‘“ Yea, he was 
right; tea, brandy, wine, coffee, and spices are 
the most fearfal enemies of humanity if used 
otherwise than as medicine. Yea, he was right.” 
The institution is to bear the name of the “ Gall 
Stone.”—English paper. 
42-2 +—__—_ 
AN INFAMOUS DEED. 


In the middle of the eighteenth century there 
was an actress on the French stage, of the name 
of Chantilly. She, though beloved by Maurice 
de Saxe, preferred a more honorable attachment, 
and married Favart, the well-known writer of 
songs and comic operas. Maurice, amazed at 
her boldness, applied for aid to the French crown. 
That he should have made such an application 
is sufficiently strange; but the result of it is 
hardly to be paralleled except in some castern 
despotism. The government of France, on 
hearing the circumstances, had the inconceivable 
baseness to issue an order directing Favart to 
abandon his wife, and entrust her to the charge of 
Maurice. , 

‘These are among the insufferable provocations 
by which the blood of men is made to boil in 
their veins. Who can wonder that the greatest 
and noblest minds in France were filled with 
loathing at the government by whom such things 
were done? If we, notwithstanding the distance 
of time and country, are roused to indignation 
by the mere mention of them, what mast have 
been felt by those before whose eyes they ac- 
tually occurred ?—Buckle’s History of Civiliza- 


tion. 





Scandal will rub out like dirt, when itis dry. 
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CLOUD IN THE CLOUDLAND. 


BY DI VERNON. 





Cloud in the cloudland, , 
Whither art thou winging, 
Lightly and free? 
If from the southward 
Breeses sweet thou’rt bringing, 
Bear them to me! 
Cloud in the cloud-land, 
Whither art thou roaming 
O'er the blue sky? 
Art thou from the tropics! 
From the Indies coming? 
Hither, 0, hie! 


Cloud in the cloud-land, 
Tell me of the summer 
Yonder, afar! 
Tell of the orange groves, 
Whence comes the murmur 
Of love's guitar. 
Toll of the minstrels, 
With their tresses flowing, 
And thelr dark eyes; 
Byes like the eagle's 
‘Burning glances throwing, 
‘Neath twilight skies. 


Cloud in the cloud-land, 
Whisper of the flowers 
Blossoming fair; 
Radiant in the gardens, 
Purest in the bowers, 
Fragrant and rare. 
If from the southward, 
Cloud, thou art winging 
Lightly and free; 
Bear from the flowerets, 
Sweets ever flinging, 
Fragrance to me! 





THE UNFULFILLED PROPHECY. 


BY MAURICE SKILTON. 





THIRTY-NINB years ago, on a cold, blaster- 
ing March morning, cloudy, gray and comfort- 
less, Agnes Murray was born. , The old nurse, 
Elsie Cameron, fall of proverbs and fancies 
brought from the Scottish hills where they are 
s0 rife, shook her head, and predicted a dark 
and stormy life for the wee lassie, and the young 
mother whose childhood opened in the same land, 
watched her ancient attendant with anxiety, to 
see if she was thinking of a cloudy future for 
her bairn. The child showed no token, however, 
of any storm pent up within her little frame. 
She lay for weeks perfectly quiet when undis- 
turbed, whether sleeping, or with large dark 
eyes wide open, with a look as if she too could 
look into the future, but not as if it betokened 
dread or dismay. 
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Meantime she was growing every day more 
lovely, filling the hearts of the parents withs 
calm, satisfied delight that showed itself in no 
extravagant expressions, but in a gentle, plecid 
look which betokened depth and strength. The 
father of the child was also of Scottish descent, 
although born in America ; and he too, possessed 
many of the peculiar traits of character that are 
usually found in the people of that race. He 
was in the enjoyment of a small clerkship in 
one of the courts of law, and his savings had 
enabled him to make a comfortable home, as 
neat as it was unpretending. A cottage, simply 
furnished, whose crowning beauty was a garden, 
carefully tended, and over whose low roof the 
vines lay purpling in the autumn sun, was his 
only visible possession. But Andrew Murray's 
best wealth lay in a quiet and contented spirit, 
and to this inheritance his little daughter seemod 
born; to succeed, even in spite of the stormy ac- 
companiments of her advent. 

Two years afterwards, another child came, 
not in tempest, but on the first, sweet, dewy 
morning of the poetical month of May, whea 
crocus and violet, and the pure white strawberry 
blossom had begun to creep on the side of the 
garden, and the blithe song of the robin in the 
trees before the window was almost the fnt 
sound upon her infant ear. They called her 
Helen, in memory of Drs. Murray’s own mother, 
who died just after her daughter married An- 
drew Murray. : 

It was rare to see the little “ wiselike” Agnes, 
as old Elsie called her, taking upon herself the 
care and motherly ways of a much older sister, 
and bestowing upon the somewhat peevish baby 
the fall measure of an affection as devoted and 
untiring as her mother’s. This care over ber 
sister continued without interruption, until the 
children were respectively twelve and fourteen 
years old. Their childhood had passed almost 
without s cloud; for although Helen had not 
the sweet and contented disposition of her sister, 
yet, as she was constantly yielded to by the 

whole family, she had no occasion to indulge 
the wrath which only waited an opportanity of 
provocation to break forth in true Highland 
fashion. Their dispositions were not more Ud- 
like than their persons. There was scarcely § 
shade of resemblance in their faces, although 
each was very lovely. Agnes had the dark ey 
and hair of her father, and tho same softly pe® 
cilled eyebrows and long lashes that made An 
drew Murray distinguished everywhere for his 
beauty, while sho inherited also, his tall, elssti¢ 
figure, and the unconscious grace and dignity of 
manner so observable in him. Helen was like 
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her mother—petite in form, and a blonde in 
complexion, with fair, light hair, and eyes that 
showed sometimes blue, sometimes gray, and in 
moments of intense excitement, were nearly 
black. 

Andrew Murray’s health had been declining 
almost imperceptibly for four or five years. A 
slight pain in the side, a failing appetite, anda 
gradual wasting of the whole frame, were the 
only tokens; but they were sure ones. They 
came so slowly that the wife scarcely saw the 
signs at all. But he felt that the destroyer was 
doing his work, although secretly and silently. 
A few days of respite from the pen, and inhaling 
the fresh air from the sea, as he walked in his 
pleasant little garden, restored him temporarily ; 
but he soon sunk into a state from which he 
never rallied. No sick bed nor darkened room 
would he consent to enter. In the pleasant 
little summer home, overhung with grapevines, 
and the roses climbing round its sides, he was 
sleeping in the sultry noontide, when scarcely a 
breath came from the sea. His easy chair had 
been carried thither, and pillows were piled up, 
so that his faint breath might have the freedom 
which only a sitting posture could give. Around 
him sat his wife and children, half unconscious 
of his true state, and coming in and out with a 
hurried and anxious air, was old Elsie, still the 
faithful nurse, whenever she was needed at the 
cottage. She was now calling them to the noon 
meal, and took her own place beside the invalid. 
There were unmistakable tokens of approaching 
death to her practised eye; but she would not 
call them yet. ‘ He will waken first,” she thought, 
“and they will only disturb this quiet slumber.” 
But while she watched, she saw that no breath 
came through the open lips. She placed her 
hand upon his heart, and there was no pulsation 
there. Without pain or suffering, without even 
a struggle, Andrew Murray had closed his eyes 
upon all things dear and beautiful on earth— 
passing away without even a farewell to those 
whom he loved. 

We will not describe what followed. Every 
day, every hour, perhaps, there is death some- 
where, and everywhere the living mourn; each 
with an intensity proportioned not only to the 
loss, but also to the peculiar temperament of the 
individual mourner. Such occasions do not 
change persons. They only bring out the depth 
of feelings never suspected to exist in them be- 
fore; or they develop calmness and firmness 
which no one ever gave them credit for possess- 
ing. So it was with poor Agnes Murray and 
her children. For many months, the cottage 
looked too desolate for endurance; but as ‘time 
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softened imperceptibly the memory of their great 
sorrow, they lifted up their fair heads like flow- 
ers after the storm, where the rain of yesterday 
gives place to the soft dew of to-morrow. 

Often there is a tale, a mournful one, too, of 
poverty and distress, after the beloved head of 
a family is removed, causing trials only inferior 
tothe actual loss of the object who was the only 
stay of their life. 

But not so here; for Andrew was exact and 
punctual in all his affairs, and he had provided 
against want with a care and forethought which 
it would be wise for every man to imitate as far 
as possible. His will had been made on the 
very day on which he had first felt within him 
the seeds of death, and as faras human fore- 
sight could arrange, there was nothing for the 
bereaved wife to do, but to live on in her accus- 
tomed way with her children, and old Elsie Cam- 
eron, who had long made her only home with 
the Murrays. And when the memory of the 
dead became softened in the lapse of years, 
there waseven happiness in that quiet house- 
hold. The mother did not forbid her daughters’ 
participation in the pleasures, and amusements 
natural to theirage; and there were few hearts 
that were not deeply interested in the two orphan 
children of a man widely known and generally 
beloved like Andrew Murray. They had grown 
up to womanhood with their distinctive traits 
growing stronger and deeper—Agnes still peace- 
ful and serene, diffusing calm and quietude 
wherever her presence fell, like the soft waving 
of the dove’s wing—Helen growing more pas- 
sionate as she came out from the brooding peace 
of her own home, and mingled more with the 
world. 

To their quiet, sea-side town, there came one 
summer an unusual number of strangers. They 
who had been there before, induced many of the 
rambling tourists of the season to accompany 
them thither, and among the crowd came Nor- 
man Ross, a rich Southerner now,ebut of old, 
only of moderate fortune. He had emigrated 
South at a period when fortunes fell like rain 
upon those who would risk most to obtain them ; 
and he risked all but honor, and won the prize. 
People said he had come to the North to carry 
off a New England bride, in preference to woo- 
ing the luxurious and indolent Southern dames. 
Be that as it might, it was not long before the 
individual bride herself was pointed out in the 
person of Helen Murray, That she favored him 
none could doubt. The pride which had hitherto 
kept ‘all other suitors at a distance, vanished 
before the hope of winning Norman Ross. Not 
that she loved him, for she had not come to that 
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point yet. Bat such a conquest would be grate- 
fal to her ambition, and moreover, her intellect 
would be satisfied with such a companion. 
Some thought it would be hard to say which of 
the sisters was the attraction, but all agreed that 
it lay in Mrs. Murray’s house, and would ead in 
his becoming her son-in-law. Agnes, ever look- 
ing at her sister’s interest more than her own, 
persuaded herself ‘and her mother, that Helen 
was the one sought, and she managed always to 
have them alone if possible, or to busy herself 
with something that required her at the farthest 
window of the little parlor where Norman Ross 
seemed to spend the most of his time. If a look 
of impationce followed her retreating figure, no 
one saw it, for Helen’s eyes were cast down with 
ill concealed triumph. 

“How can I make Agnes understand that it 
is she that I wish to see?” was his daily ques- 
tion to himself. ‘I cannot tell her go in the pres- 
ence of her sister, and Helen never leaves the 
room.” And.-all the time Helen was wonder- 
ing that the declaration did not come, which 

" she thought was trembling on his tongue; and 
she grew more and more gracious. 


The season was waning, and many were- 


leaving the sea-side for more sheltered quarters, 
but Norman Ross still lingered. The change 
brought him more frequently to Mrs. Murray’s 
house, and she had begun to like the really true- 
hearted and companionable young man, whose 
society enlivened them all so much. Helen, 
neves very communicative, said nothing of her 
own hopes, and Agnes was equally silent. One 
evening Mr. Ross announced his intention of 
leaving the nextday. The news was received hy 
Helen with surprise and disappointment, for she 
had fully expected him to say something about 
an engagement before he went; and now it was 
the last evening of his stay. It was late when 
he rose to depart. He went up to Mrs. Murray’s 
chair, and bade her adieu. Some emotion seemed 
to possess him which-he could not conquer. At 
last, he spoke: 

“TI may as well tell you, my kjnd friend, what 
has happened to me, since my idle, rambling life 
commenced. My partner at the South has ab- 
sconded, and I am a beggar, or nearly one, I 
suppose. I tell you this, so that you may not 
think of me again as a rich man.” 

“Believe me, Mr. Ross,” said Mrs. Murray, 
“that no change could alter you in my eyes. 
Our friendship for you did not grow out of your 
wealth, nor can the loss of it do anything but 
Strengthen it. For yourself, I am traly sorry, 
and trust that all is not lost, and that you will 
regain at least a competency.” 
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He bowed his thanks, and tarned away to 
where Helen was sitting. Poor Helen! old 
Elsie’s prophecy was beginning to work for her 
instead of Agnes, for already a storm was in her 
heart that could not be dissipated in any sun 
that might shine. She felt mortified at the evi- 
dent encouragement she had given to Ross; for 
not a particle of true, unselfish love had been its 
source. Almost formally she returned his good- 
by clasp. Agnes was the last, and she had tears 
in her eyes. Perhaps a suspicion of the truth 
darted across his mind, for she gave him her 
hand far more cordiglly than she had ever done 
before. A gleam of joy lighted up his features ; 
and fgr a moment he was almost tempted to tell 
her what he had hitherto felt in regard to her. 

“But no,” he said to himself, “I will never 
ask her to wed my poverty. Ah, now comes the 
sting. And yet,” headded, musingly, “it would 
be worth the experiment to know which would 
accept me now.” He looked at Helen who had 
sank back, cold and stately—it was only for a 
moment—he drew Agnes to the door. “Tell 
me, Miss Murray, if your sister—if you think I 
have shown her too much attention?” He spoke 
quickly, almost wildly. 

“T have no right to tell you her thoughts, Mr. 
Ross. For myself I can answer. You have 
shown her snfficient to entitle her to an ex- 
planation.” 

“She shall have it,” he answered. “ Go to her, 
will you, and say that I wish to speak to her 
alone.” 

Agnes opened the door of her own little con- 
servatory near, and promised to send her sister. 

, “Go to him, Helen,” she said, “and perhaps 
you will comfort him in his misfortune.” 

Helen’s lip took s scornful curve, but she went 
in, and received his cold, calm offer of marriage. 
He was rejected, and his heart told him it was 
because of his poverty. He received his refusal 
with as chilling an air as herown. They came 
out together, and Helen escaped up stairs with- 
out a single word. He went back to the room 
where Agnes was sitting. Her mother had re- 
tired, and she sat there, musing, in the dim light 
of a small lamp, and the imperfect fire light, for 
it was a chilly evening, and required the warmth 
of a fire. 

She started twhen he came in alone, but tried 
to smile, and said, half gaily, “May I greet you 
as a brother or not ?” 

He sat down by her and told her all, from the 
beginning up to that very hour when he had 
offered his hand to Helen. “I would have mar- 





ried her when my fortunes should have changed,” 
he sail, “and she should never have known that 
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she was not my first and only choice. I know 
what you must think of my doing so; but I 
believe it was the best way. 1 was, however, 
almost perfectly sure that my misfortunes would 
alienate her. Now she cannot complain, because 
she has chosen her own course. Iam free. Tell 
me, then, if when I regain my wealth, I may 
hope to prosper my cause with you, now that 
you know all I have experienced.” 

Agnes looked up, all radiant with tears. “If 
indeed he had loved her first, and her sister’s in- 
terests would not suffer, she would bind herself 
tohim now. Wealth nor poverty should ever 
be a question with her. She would glory in the 
love that could not bestow aught but itself upon 
her.” 

And so the contract was made that bound the 
two together. Helen knew all the next day. 
Apparently there was no pang followed the an- 
nouncement, and that evening saw her flirting 
with young Sherwood, who was both rich and 
handsome, while Agnes gave herself up to the 
new joy of being beloved, even though she had 
parted, perhaps for a long time, with Norman 
Ross. 

His first letter arrived early after his departure. 
His affairs were not so much involved as he ex- 
pected. With the second, came the news that 
nearly the whole had been refunded by an act of 
sudden penitence, occasioned by a severe illness 
on the part of the offender. Helen’s face turned 
crimson, and her eyes flashed, when this was 
told by Agnes ; but the happy girl saw it not. 
She believed that Helen’s heart was given to 
young Sherwood, and that her attentions to Ross 
were only to cover her attachment to the other. 

But Helen could bear it no longer. She burst 
out into an indignant storm of passion, accused 
Agnes of treachery and double dealing, and 
tannted her with the preference of Norman Ross 
for herself. Altogether, a scene most unworthy 
of a sister was enacted, and the heart of Agnes 
was wounded to the quick by her unjust imputa- 
tions, although she answered her with as much 
gentleness as she could command. 

There was an unwilling listener to this con- 
versation. Unknown to either, young Sher- 
wood had been shown into the next room, and 
heard what forever deterred him from engaging 
himself to Helen Murray. 

The home of Agnes is in the sunny south, 
where her sweetness and goodness form its best 
charm to her husband. Helen received with 
coldness every invitation to visit them; and 
when her mother passed a winter with Agnes, 
Helen went to visit a friend, to spend the time 
until she returned, 
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“You saved me from ruin, Agnes,” said 
Norman to his wife, the only time which the sub- 
ject was ever mentioned after their marriage. 
“J should infallibly have taken to evil courses, 
had I a wife like your sister.” 

And Agnes so earnestly implored that he would 
not judge her too harshly, that he dropped the 
subject forever, thankful that the angel of peace 
brooded over his home. 

Does Helen live unmarried? No; for her 
beauty gained her a lover, and his wealth sup- 
plies her every whim. As the world goes, she 
is a very tolerable wife to a husband who cares 
little for his home, and finds more congeniality 
among his boon companions, than in the calm 
sunshine of domestic peace. But to this day, 
she has not forgiven Agnes for marrying Nor- 
man Ross. Elsie died many years ago; leaving 
her prophecy for Agnes unverified. 

———— 
SHIP-BUILDING EXTRAORDINARY. 

It is clear, says Punch, that ship-building is 
merely in its cradle. The Yankees are deter- 
mined not to be out-reached by the Leviathan. 
We are informed that, at New York, they are 
building a ship so tremendously long that there 
is no part of the ocean sufficiently broad to enable 
it to turn. This difficulty is to be obviated by 
the ship having two wheels—one on the Ameri- 
can end, the other on the Hogtsh. ‘The passen- 
go will simply have to walk across. Long be- 

fore you have had time to stroll from one wheel 

to another you will be at your journey’s end. 
There will be cabstands at various points, for 
the convenience of those who cannot keep up 
with the speed of the vessel. An omnibus will 
also start at the commencement of each trip. It 
guarantees to reach the other extremity of the 
vessel precisely at the same time that the vessel 
touches at the desired harbor. For the accom- 
modation of pedestrians, persons going from 
England to America are requested to keep on the 
right hand side of the vessel, whilst passengers 
walking from the American continent to the 
European are directed to go on the lett. There 
are to be shops on both sides all the way. The 
mere rent of these is expected to pay for the out- 
lay of the building. .The ship is not yet chris- 
tened, but it is expected that, out of compliment 
to the Yankees, it will be called the Stretcher. 











German Emicration.—Every day brings to 
light some new proof of the effects produced on 
the population of Germany by the extensive 
emigration which has been going on for some 

ears. The most recent instance has occurred 
in the district around Elberfield. When the 
allotted contingent of recruits was called out, it 
was found that of 1300 of the male population, 
reported for service, not more than 95 made 
their appearance, and these, upon examination, 
were found to be unfit for military duty. 





Many speak the truth, when they say that they 
despise riches and preferment, but they mean the 
riches and preferment possessed by other men, 
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THE BONNIE BLACK EYE. 


BY DR. FERD. HOUCK. 





0. I care not for pain or for sorrow, 
‘They'll pasg like the clouds soon away— 
For the sun fay shine bright on the morrow, 
Though shrouded in darkness to day. 
‘Then away with the gloom dark as night, 
‘And let joy and pleasure draw nigh, 
Yor the heart is illumined by the light 
That beams from thy bonnie black eye. 


And if still by hard fate I am driven, 

Through paths that are darksome and dread, 
O, that beam, like the Iris of heaven, 

Will renew the bright hopes that had fled. 
‘Then away with all grief and all pain, 

And gloom from this bosom shall fly— 
And the beart will reflect back again 

The beams from thy bonnie black eye. 


Though the world should prove false and unkind, 
If thou look kindly on me, : 
Barth's troubles would pass like the wind, 
I'd think but of Joy and of thee. 
‘Then away with dall sorrow and care; 
But still the breast yields up » sigh, 
For I feel there is something to fear 
From the glance of thy bonnie black eye. 


Task not for worldly called pleasures— 
I ask not in story to shine; 
But what's richer to me than earth’s treasures, 
Task this—that thou wouldst be mine. 
Then, 0 soon would this heart be at rest, 
And its joy with angels would vie— 
For of mortals I'd be the most blest, 
With her of the bonnie black eye. 





THE INVISIBLE ARTIST: 
—o0R,— 


THE QUADROON SLAVE. 





BY MARTHA WHORTLEY BENTON. 





Tue castle of Otranto was situated among 
the most delicious scenes of Southern Greece. 
It was e bold rain—s landmark whose veteran 
towers told a tale of other years, and with its 
fountains, lawns and galleries, was unmatched, 
grand and venerable. 

Oswald, the primal hero of our story, was the 
last heir to these veteran towers, the doted-upon 
and only child of Sir Constans Cremorne. He 
was haloed by that golden crescent which wealth 
throws about its proteges, and long descended 
from the patriotic and noble-born, and the fond 
father saw in the fature a brilliant and starlit ca- 
reer for this pride of his life. It was, indeed, 
sufficient to gladden any parent’s heart. And 
with his deep bright eyes, his classic mouth, and 
Deantifully-moulded head, crowned with an infin- 
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ity of soft fair ringlets, could any mother but 
fold him to her heart and shut away all that was 
discordant with the peace of his early years ? 

Overpassed that rosy lawn that lays so smiling 
and enchanted between the cradle and the ani- 
versity, our hero began to manifest those attri- 
bates which so eminently characterized him in 
after years. Poetic, passionate, keenly alive to 
the beautiful, proud, and a little bit of a tyrant 
withal, he was a worthy scion of so venerable a 
stock. 

A few years tuition among the master spirits 
of literature and elegance gave what Sir Con- 
stans considered the coup de grace to his noble 
son; and Oswald, ever restless for adventure, 
and at restraint, essayed a pilgrimage to the rnin, 
the hollow cave, the steep, crowned with the cy- 
press and the olive, and hallowed by battle mem- 
ories of the past. 

In travelling far to the north of Greece, across 
the limpid waters of the Golden Horn, and 
through the classic dells of the Drave and the 
Danube, there flitted before his vision one of 
those types of perfection which haunt the poet’s 
dream, and live in the painter’s ideal, and flour- 
ish in freedom throughout that morning land, 
that Valley of Sweet Waters, which gives the 
East its fitness for an Eden. 

This Haidee, which overturned the ambitious 
schemes of young Cremorne, he first saw as she 
sported with her gazelle among the fountains, 
graceful in every gliding motion, and musical in 
every light laugh that echoed, in her sports, from . 
faultless lips slightly parted, in their ruby rich- 
ness, like the cleft of a pomegranate blossom. 
There was a deep magic in her sparkling eyes, 80 
oriental and so deep, and in the exuberant folds 
of raven hair that fell around her neck with a 


“ Grace beyond the reach of art,” 


adding much to the languid beauty of her pas- 
sionate eye, and this, combined with a form 
Praxiletes would have worshipped, wrought 
Oswald to ecstacy. 

Though the incautious youth, springing to her 
side to breathe out his enthrallment, was shat oat 
from the fair face by the veil that modesty drew 
before her featares, and he saw the fairy disap- 
pear, with her drapéry floating in the wind, like 
a cloud around a statue—thongh the first pre- 
Inde was quite unsuccessfal in its completion, yet 
he had the satisfaction, ere long, to feel confident 
of the spell he exerted over this “bird of para- 
dise,” and in perfect freedom they flirted to- 
gether, thinking only of each other, of the pres- 
ent—not of the past or the future. 

The oft-written epistles, which had formerly 
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sped away to Otranto castle, were now discon- 
tinued entirely ; and the ready brain, and the 
willing pen, were only occupied now in celebrat- 
ing this “ Tulip Cheek.” Even to the confiden- 
tial fellow-traveller, the intimacy was not con- 
fided. Solemn. sweet and secret it existed, un- 
til it grew into genuine love—that mysterious 
union of soul and sense in which the lowliest 
dew-drop reflects the image of the brightest star. 

Leila, for such this oriental beauty was named, 
‘was sequestered among the wealth and ifi- 
cence of one of the nabobs of the East, to whom 
our hero had been presented and recommended. 
The infatuation had so rapidly grown between 
tho two new friends, Leila and Oswald, and the 
honeyed draught of rapture so intoxicating to the 
latter, that he had not stopped to inquire into the 
ties that bound the fair inamerata to his host; 
that she existed, and called him sire, sufficed. 

Morrelli was a stern man, and his eye kindled 
at any humiliation of his dignity ; yet he seemed 
to be fully aware how great an ornament the 
graceful Leila afforded to his establishment, and 
no pains had been spared to monld her in ac- 
cordance. She played the harp, was the first in 
the dance, and the sweetest-voiced of all the 
dameels that warbled by the Danube. 

At length Oswald dreamed ont his unreal 

_ dream, in which but a temporary link seeraed to 
bind their hearts with a silken tie, and he thirsted 
to claim her, entirely, supremely, irrevocably 
his, and only his. 

Morrelli had long looked upon this amour as 
inexpedient and wayward, and by indifference 
and sternness made our hero understand his 
primitive right to dictate the beautifal Leila. 
Here Oswald betrayed his devotion and enthrall- 
ment, and meeting with scorn and defiance, per- 
suaded Leila secretly to fly with him, become his 
bride, and share his fortune, promising that he 
would lay his heart and life at her feet to serve 
her; and at length their love was consummated 
by that binding vow that binds two hearts to- 
gether, never to be separated without severing 
the vital cords of each. 

And then Oswald, for the first time, realized 
his true position. He had scarcely breathed the 
fragrance of twenty summers, and Leila was 
plucking the roses of her fifteenth. He was 
without any fixed principles of life, and he was 
no longer to please himself alone, but must also 
be the protector and the guiding star of one 
younger than himeelf, beautiful, erring and frail. 
He knew the great hopes that, as the “heir of 
Otranto,” were built up upon him, and this 
liaison of his, he felt, had rendered him unwor- 
thy, and it galled his pride. Morrelli, too, com- 
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menced in threatening terms to upbraid him for 
his presumption ; and, with his beantifal Leila, 
he fled to Venice, and, ingenious and versatile, 
and nerved to energy at thought of his fair bride, 
he entered the studio of an eminent artist, deter- 
mined to sooner die than call upon his father. 

At length the love of Oswald and Leila is 
crowned with life’s deepest, purest joy ; their 
united lives have reappeared in a new existence, 
and they feel that without this rich experience, 
the human heart can never know one half its 
wealth of love. 

Lesandro (for so it was Oswald’s fancy to 
name their boy, in commemoration of an old bal- 
lad) was of lighter brown than Leila in com- 
plexion, but rich and glowing as an autumnal 
leaf. The iris of his large dark eye had the 
melting, mezzotinto outline, which gives so 
plaintive and languishing an expression. He 
was flexile in form, and graceful as an antelope ; 
and in the warm atmosphere of father’s and 
mother’s love, he grew like a flower open to the 
sunshine. 

‘We need not tell what commotion and cha- 
grin was fult in the Grecian home at Otranto, 
when the youthful folly of our hero was made 
known. Sir Constans was haughty and defiant, 
at first, and then there came a yearning towards 
his second life; and he travelled into the East, to 
Tearn from the fountain-head the humiliating tale 
of Oswald’s infatuation. Some startling facts 
were gathered, in this quarter, respecting the 
birth and descent of the beautiful Leila, ahd 
armed with these, Sir Constans prepared to 
wrest home again the heart of his noble son. 

Meanwhile, Oswald was advancing in his 
new employment toa great degree of perfection ; 
while Leila and Lesandro adorned his cottage 
home, and offered to his heart and to his pencil 
the ideals of love and beauty. 

Ten years of happiness had now passed over 
the head of Oswald, and then the scene changed. 
The ambition, which had characterized Sir Con- 
stans, seemetl to have been transferred to the 
gon; an enemy had been at work, and he who so 
late had been hedged abont with love’s tenderest 
guardianship, now spurned at its solicitade. 

The name of Oswald Cremorne already stood 
high in the world of art, and each day was add- 
ing some new triumph to his exertions. But be 
grew careless of his home; and though the light 
in Leila’s eyes was just as fond and bright, and 
the guileless heart as warm, yet discord pre- 
vailed where harmony once reigned. The love 
claspings of the darling child were leas frequent, 
the regretful lingering, ere the farewell was 
taken, almost forgotten. Sir Constans bad been 
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at work—selfish of the idolatry of Oswald with 
other images than the parent heart could offer. 

Leila was the daughter of an African slave 
who had, likewise with her child, borne the palm 
for beauty. She was the property of Morrelli, 
and when she laid her own life down to give ex- 
istence and beautiful aspiration to her child, 
Morrelli placed it among the fountains and ga- 
zelles, regred it with tenderness, and loved it as 
his own. But there yet remained that curse 
‘upon her brow—the glowing tinge—the curse of 
Cain. It was of course a profound secret to 
Oswald, and whon Sir Constans insinuated the 
whole, he denied the possibility. 

“Tis false—a base fabrication to effect the 
purposes of a tyrant!” he exclaimed, as he rose 
from his easel, beside which the father had 
breathed of the unworthiness of Leila. “Another 
word, and you leave my studio! Youhave never 
seen her, or you could never lisp the words you 
now dare! And were itall true, do you suppose 
it could make any difference with me? You are 
mistaken in your son !” 

But the insidious tongue had breathed out its 
venom, and Oswald grew restless and impatient, 
oftentimes gloomy, and Leila was often startled 
to find how searching was the gaze he rivetted on 
her face. Lesandro, too, seemed to have lost his 
power to please; he less often climbed his fath- 
er’s knee, or ran by his side with glad laugh and 
lightsome bound, and Leila pressed him to her 
own bosom with a vehement love and agony that 
made him shudder. : 

Pride at length did the work.’ Oswald had 
absented himself considerably from the hearth- 
stone where so much happiness had formerly been 
his lot. Often for whole nights he came not 
near the threshold of his home ; and when once 
more with his wife and child, in answer to her 
solicitude and caress, his dogged answer was 
“of some pressing engagement in his studio, or 
new dream image to be portrayed, requiring ap- 
plication and solitude.” 

One night, left alone through all the dreary 
hours, Leila felt the sad forebodings that there 
were dark clouds passing over her life’s bright 
sky; and as she listened to the still breathing of 
her beautiful boy, she pondered on the strange, 
wild conduct of his father—of her dear Oswald. 
Long into the dread, silent midnight she waited, 
and listened for his footstep; and as he came 
not, she bent her head low, and covering her 
face with her hands, gave way to the pent-up 
agony which her neglected heart had so long 
stifled. Sleep, that comfortiag friend of the 
heart broken and disconsolate, ot length hushed 
the low sobs of the lonely Leila, while dreams of 





her old home, of her gazelle, and her lute, made 
her rest a fairy Elysian of happiness. 

Bright, beautiful morning was gilding the 
fairy land of Venice, cresting the blue waves 
with beauty, and lighting up the curtained 
apartments of the beautiful quadroon, who was 
startled from her slamber by the soft pressure of 
child arms about her neck, and moist, warm lips 
on hers, aud again she waked to the fair, bright 
face of her petted boy. 

“Dear mother,” exclaimed the boy, “my 
father was here this morning! He waked me 
from sleep with a kiss, but he was strange and 
wild, and when I sprang to caress him, he put 
me aside with, ‘child of a slave!’ What does 
it mean, mother? not that besutifal lady in the 
picture, with chains about her ankles and arms, 
and big tears in her eyes, that hangs in my 
father’s studio? He told me that was a slave! 
O, it must be dreadful, mother, to bea slave! I 
called him father, and he snatched his hand 
away from mine; but when I told him I was his 
own darling boy, he folded me as he used to do 
in the good old times when he used to stay at 
home with you and me. O, my father! my 
father !”’ 

The passionate child buried his fate in his 
mother’s lap, and wild with grief, made the whole 
air resound with his cries, 

And then the horrid truth came at once to the 
grief-stricken Leila. What could she say to 
comfort her child, when her own heart was burst- 
ing? Patiently, day after day, the mother and 
her child waited for the return of Oswald; no 
greeting and no parent came. The studio was 
closcd, the Venetian cottage desolate, and the 
mother and her child, who had been so loved 
and so caressed, were homeless, friendless and 
forlorn. 

Troubles never come singly ; and ere a month 
had passed over the heads of the ottcasts, rough 
lands had been laid on the once cherished wife, 
and bold claims maintained to the possession of 
their bodies—and they were slaves! 

Oswald, over-persuaded by the promises and 
ambitious interference of his father, and fanned 
by that pride which was stronger than affection 
(as well as threatened by the tyrannical father 
of Leila, who was likewise her master and her 
child’s), at length fled from the cottage, the love- 
nest of many happy years, from the arms of one 
whom he had chosen from all the world beside, 
from the fond caresses of their beautiful child, 
and was deemed, as of old, the manly, the hand- 
some, and the noble heir of the noble house of 
Otranto. 

Courted and canonized for his perfection in the 
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art of picture-poetry, and so gallant, how Oswald 
was fawned upon and preferred ! Reminiscences 
of his once-loved Leila kept all vague ideas of 
feminine attachment for some time in check, un- 
til so often had the attentions of the great painter 
been elicited, that his vanity became aroused, and 
Leila and Lesandro became unwelcome intruders 
in his thoughts. And silken ringlets of the 
brightest gold, and blue eyes, to which the 
violet was harsh now, shone—love-tokens for the 
wealthy and popular, and laid on the same 
breast where tresses dark as night, and eyes 
dreamy, shadowed and darkling, had once wept 
and smiled; and here, for a brief space, allow 
us to leave the great Cremorne, and over the 
boundary of other lands, amid very different 
scenes, seek the welfare of Leila and Lesandro, 

Back, amid the old scenes of girlhood, pleas- 
ure and maiden love, ere cruel Fate, which 
had been born with her, had ever been allowed 
to darken her bright years, the mother and her 
child were borne. She pined in heart, and made 
loud lamentation for the being she had so loved, 
and when they told her of the marriage of Os- 
wald, the life-blood in her heart stood still, and 
she folded it away within her, in loneliness, mis- 
ery and despair. Fate had decreed a separa- 
tion between the mother and child, though Leila 
exerted herself to the utmost to preserve her 
beautiful boy to herself, as the Jast remnant of 
that other life she had led, so brief and so_bliss- 
ful, and of him who had turned its bright pages 
for her; but it seemed inexorable, and distance 
divided the mother and her lovely and loving 
child. 





Several years had now passed over the char- 
acters of our story, and in the studio of one of 
the greatest painters in Venice several students 
were engaged at their easels—all of them bright- 
eyed and bold-browed, as geniuses are generally. 
The materials and the morceaus, which charac- 
terized the detail of their wonderful art, lay in 
graceful confusion in all parts of the room, and 
as they plied the pencil, the following unique 
conversation circulated : 

“So the great maestro is to visit us! Signor 
Angelique will have to apply himself somewhat, 
methinks, to finish that extraordinaire, he has 
plotted so deep, to be able to present it to my 
lord 4A worthy chef d'euvre of so talented and 
popular an artist! What thin you, Sebastian, 
of "3 ‘Descent from the Cross?” The 
arms of the beloved disciple seem rather ex- 
tended, in my opinion.” 

“ Bush, Francois! senor will overhear—and 
you know his petulance!” exclaimed the one 











addressed, turning round, and casting a hasty 
glance at the first speaker. ‘Te knows it as 
well as you do, and it makes him vexed; he 
spoiled the outline of my ‘ Beggar’ this morn- 
ing, out of mere nervousness. But take care, 
maestro! or you will blanch the cheek of your 
Madonna out of shade! And you remember the 
Ave Marias you have to weep, when carelessness 
is the father of mistake! What of my lord, this 
great critic, and the monseigneur of art, of 
whom all Venice stands in such awe? He is 
human, I suppose ?” 

“Ask Senor Angelique! All I know,” re- 
plied Francois, “is that he once took up paint- 
ing out of spite, and being rich and powerful, 
became the tyrant of his brotherhood. The most 
laudable and peerless of his productions is said 
to be the ‘ Mother and Child,’ in the ducal pal- 
ace, and that was by his own experience in the 
beautiful.” 

“Yes, yes!” exclaimed a smaller youth, who 
had not before spoken. ‘ But that is only one 
half the story; Michael Steno was in the studio 
with him when he was painting it, and he said 
the original was his own wife and child, who 
were beautiful enough to turn even the head of 
an artist !” 

“Really, Vincenza, you are quite an enthu- 
siast! Let the great maestro and Signor An- 
gelique both beware of a rival. But hold! here 
comes monseigneur !” 

Signor Angelique was a tall, dark man, with 
piercing black eyes, and, from all outward ap- 
pearance, proud and bigoted. At his entrance, 
the merry gossip of the students ceased, and 
each one profoundly bowed, as he entered. Af- 
ter surveying the several endeavors of his stu- 
dents, he walked to his own easel, and removing 
the shading drapery, regarded it for a moment 
with a searching look, and then turning sud- 
denly upon Francois, exclaimed : 

“Which of you has dared to piece out my 
imperfection with your own light and shade?” 

“Snrely it is none of us, I can answer,” re- 
plied Francois, as he looked upon the graceful 
akimbo arms of the Apostle John, which the 
maestro had left awkward and unfinished. 

“Then I must have corrected en, sonambula, 
Andy, bring my pallette and brush! Itis time I 
had put the finishing touch here.” 

At this command, a youth of fourteen sum- 
mers made his appearance from behind a screen 
where the tools of the studio were bestowed. 
He was eminently handsome, slender, and dark- 
eyed; and with a melancholy radiance in his 
dark features, which was as unusual as his mo- 
tions were graceful, he glided to the side of 
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Angelique, performed his bidding, and again 
disappeared to resume his occupation. 

The maestro said but little; bat the conver- 
sation of the young stadents was particularly 
zife with anticipation of the criticisms their crea- 

“ tions were soon to undergo. And aftér several 
hours of application, as the day faded into twi- 
light, they one by one folded up their endeavors. 
Angelique was the last to leave his task, giving 
the boy Andy double charge to be upon his 
guard lest the same invisible artist, who had 
taught him the lesson the previous day, should 
strew more colors over his chef d’euvre during 
the coming night. 

So, day after day, the young students and 
their morose tator labored and conversed—the 
workmanship of Angelique always presenting a 
different phase af beauty, and a nearer degree of 
perfection in the morning, than he left upon it at 
night. Irritated and nonplussed, he harangued 
his pupils and suspected and belied them all. 

“To-night, Andy, I forbid your retiring at 
all,” exclaimed the artist, as he once again pre- 
pared to leave. ‘To-morrow I must add the 
last touch to my masterpiece, and prepare my 
studio for the reception of our honored guest, 
Monseigneur Cremorne! and should the invis- 
ible again ply pallette and brush, my wrath will 
be unconquerable. And on your vigil it de- 
pends. Mind, now! don’t be caught napping, 
on your peril !’” 

The boy received these.commands in silence, 
and again the door of the studio was locked. 

“ Francois,” exclaimed the artist Sebastian, 
as they loitered on the threshold of the gallery, 
“Angelique is anxious about the phantom of the 
night that haunts his studio and teaches him 
such errors in his art. For our own gratifica- 
tion, let us watch with the boy Andy to-night! 
To-morrow is a great day for Angelique, 
remember.” : 


“Well, well! anything that suits your fancy. | 


So here goes.” 

It was midnight in the studio of the painter 
Angelique. Sebastian and his friend Francois 
laid perdu in the antechamber; and the boy 
Andy, entirely unconscious of their presence, 
was stretched, half asleep, on the carpet. The 
clock struck one, and the boy sterted up as if 
alarmed that he had dared toslumber. He took 
from his breast a crucifix, and kneeling down, 
bent his head over it in the most reverential 
manner. Then rising to his feet, he grasped the 
taper and the pallette, and casting a searching 
glance around the apartment, removed the cov- 
ering from Angelique’s chef d’auvre, and scan- 
ning it for a brief moment, began to trace a halo 
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around the Saviour’s head, to tinge the limbs 
more perfectly, and with the taste of an artist, to 
complete the picture. The clock struck four, 
and again the youth started. The pallette was 
put away, the light extinguished, and the boy 
shrank away behind his screen silently and un- 
seen. Francois and Sebastian looked at each 
other with astonishment ; but they placed their 
fingers on their lips and withdrew, hardly ac- 
knowledging to themselvos the wonder they had 
discovered in the invisible artist. 

It was morning in the studio of Senor An- 
gelique Lioni. Earlier than usual, the maestro 
and his pupils had resumed their preparations 
for their honored guest. With an eager hand, 
Lioni dashed away tho drapery from his easel, 
seized the brush, when lo! the most perfect and 
finished picture was presented, that ever adorned 
his gallery. He was bewildered! Seizing Fran- 
cois by the arm, he drew him before the tableau, 
exclaiming : 

“By St. Mark! the heavens help me! The 
invisible artist again! Sammon the boy Andy, 
and threaten to cut out his tongue, if he reveals 
not this mystery. But make way! here comes 
monseignear !”” 

Upon this, Oswald Cremorne, the courted and 
polished friend of art, and man of taste, entered. 
with a courtly bow; and after examining the 
creations of the pupils of Lioni, and bestowing 
much commendation, proceeded to the long- 
cherished masterpiece of their master. 

“ You well deserve the praise I have heard 
bestowed upon your brother!” exclaimed the 
delighted Cremorne. “ This is assuredly match- 
Jess ! I should think an angel must have guided 
your pencil in those fine touches which give the 
exquisite expression to the features! But as you 
know its perfections, what need to praise 1” 

“And eo I think our holy mother did grant 
me aid!” returned Angelique. “I have no 
recollection of gilding those rays of glory, or 
platting that crown of thorns; bat if sach angel 
visitant came here, none knows of it save the 
boy Andy. Where are'you, boy? If you have 
seen any white-browed dignity at my easel, come 
reveal |” 

Trembling in every limb, the terrified boy 
made his appearance; but he did not speak. 
Cremorne looked at the youth’s bright eyes, and 
8 film fora moment came across ‘vision 
of the noble man. “Bhe boy, too, Saas 
with pallor; but terrified at the fie 
and rough grasp of his master, he» 
deep eyelids and again he hesitated anit faltered 
in his speech. # 

“Give the boy fifty lashes for his dogged- 
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ness!” exclaimed Lioni, wrought up to a perfect 
frenzy of vexation. 

Here Francois and Sebastian came to his 
relief, and in a few bricf words, explained the 
wonderful talent and singular conduct of the 
invisible artist. 

“Down on your knees, Lesandro, and beg 
pardon of my lerd for your presumption!” 
(‘‘Impudent fool!’ exclaimed Angelique, aside, 
as the suppliont knelt at Cremorne’s feet.) 

“ Ask gold, Lesandro !” exclaimed Francois. 

“Ask to be received as a pupil into our 
studio!” preferred Sebastian. 

“ Ask for your freedom !”” whispered Vincenza 
in the poor boy’s ear. 

And here the electric chord was touched. He 
raised his hands, and letting his head fall upon 
his breast, faltered : 

“The freedom of my mother! I am the child 
of aslava” 

Oswald Cremorno bit his lip, as he raised up 
the prostrate suppliant. He asked of him his 
name, his birth and memories. 

Believing the reader can find the mysterious 
link that bound the nobleman and the boy-slave 
into father and son more gracefully than we can 
portray it, allow us to drop the curtain over the 
studio of Angelique Lioni, and shift the scene 
to the emancipation of the life servitude, of the 
pent-up feelings of broken hearts, and of the 
freed spirits, to better worlds. 

“Mother, mother, you are free—yon are free 
—and I am no longer a slave!” were the glad, 
dear words that broke from the lips of the boy, 
as half frantic with joy, he sprang into her arms. 
“And see—he is come back! I told you he 
would. Ah, he did not forget Leila and Le- 
sandro.” 

Less beautiful Leila might have become since 
Oswald last turned away in scorn from her ten- 
derness ; but as she sprang with a glad, wild 
scream of joy to his breast, he only saw her the 
same pure, bright gazelle she appeared when his 
boy-heart first greeted her among the roses in 
the Valley of Sweet Waters. And all the past 
of joy, bliss and sorrow, passed in quick review 
before him. 

His noble boy knelt beside him, while his dar- 
ling Leila, pressed fondly to his heart, still better 
recalled that moment of triumph when, with his 
eager, poet eyes and his artist’s pencil, he created 
on the canvass the masterpiece of the ducal 
palace—“ The Mother and her Child.” Ex- 
quisite of happiness, the other partner of his 
bosom, wooed in ambition, he had long before 
Inid to sleep among her native hills and waters, 
and he only dreamed now, with Leila and Le- 
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sandro, “to remount the river of his years” 
and live in an Eden of his own creating. 


He bent low his head to whisper of hope, of ° 


life and love in tho ears of the broken-hearted ; 
but the transition from despair to delight had 
been too mach for the beautiful quadroon, and 
the pure, warm heart was pulseless within the 
frame where it had quivered, thrilled and over- 
flowed. Under a spreading tree beside the 
Venetian cottage, with a small white cross at her 
head, twined with the cypress vine, Leila the 
quadroon slave was buried, and Lesandro and 
monseignenr often lingered long with memory at 
her gravo. 

No longer the child of a slave, Lesandro 
was received into the studio of the greatest artist 
in Venice. And as his infancy and boyhood had 
been sacred as his own life, so his dawning 
manhood and renown shed perfume on the de- 
clining intellect of Oswald, as the rose-tree hal- 
lows the decaying petals of its former sweets 
with the aroma of new and fresher blossoms. 
“The Mother and Child” was purchased and 
restored again to the walls of the Venetian cot- 
tage, where the last days of Oswald Cremorne 
were passed, and the “ Descent from the Cross,” 
by The Invisible Artist, hung for a hundred 
years amid the magnificence of St. Mark. 


rrr 
BOYHOOD OF LORD BACON. 


Francis Bacon was born in the Strand, in 
1651. His health was delicate; and by his 
gravity of carriage, and love of sedentary pur- 
suits, he was distinguished from other boys. 
While a mere child, he stole away from his play- 
fellows to a vault in St. James’s Fields, to in- 
vestigate the cause of @ singular echo which he 
had observed there; and when only twelve, he 
busied himself with speculations on the art of 
legerdemain. At thirteen, he was entered at 
Trinity College, Cambridge, which he lett after 
8 residence ot three years, “carrying with him a 
profound contempt for the course of study pur- 
sued there, a fixed conviction that the system of 
academic education in England was radically 
vicious, a just scorn for the trifles on which the 
followers of Aristotle had wasted their powers, 
and no great reverence for Aristotle himself.— 
rom Timbs's School Days of Eminent Men. 





DISCOVERY IN ELECTRICITY. 

At has been discovered that positive electricity 
will extinguish the flame of a lamp, and nega- 
tive electricity will increase it. When the flamo 
of about two inches in height is charged posi- 
tively, frgm a powerful machind, it is rapidly 
shortened to total extinction. When the tlame 
is charged negatively, it is immediately enlarged, 
@ portion of it being impelled down around the 
wick tube for the distance of an inch, and a por- 
tion also elongated above. This is one of the 
many interesting discoveries that are constantly 
being made in electricity.— Scientific American. 
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HOME IS SAD WITHOUT A MOTHER. 





Home is ead without » mother! 
Gloom and darkness hover there; 
Byes of childhood, wet with weeping, 
Bpeak of sorrow and despair. 
& Kise me, sister! love me, brother!” 
© home is sad without « mother! 


Home is ead without # mother! 
Mouldering yonder in the tomb, 
Tiands we've often felt caressing 
Silken curls fn childhood’s home. 
“ Kiss me, sister! love me, brother!” 
O home is sad without # mother! 


Tfome {s sad without a mother! 
Vacant is the ‘old arm chair;” 
Lips of love are cold and silent— 
Bilent in the church-yard there. 
“ Kiss me, sister! love.me, brother!” 
O home is sad without s mother! 


Tlome fs sad without mother! 
Up there in the spirit land, 
Father, mother, sister, brother, 
Form a circle, hand in hand. 
“ Kise me, sister! love me, brother!” 
O angel home, where dwells eweet mother! 





THE DUKE’S BRIDE. 


BY FRANCES P. PEPPERELL. 

Tux grand drawing-rooms of the Palais Royal 
were a-blaze with splondor and echoing with all 
the gnyety of the court, for the Regent, Anne 
of Austria, gave this night a ball at which all 
the beanty and nobility of the court were assem- 
bled. The little king, Louis XIV., still a boy, 
in a magnificence of royal array, «stood on his 
dais floor receiving the guests with the dignity 
of an older person, and his mother, her beauty 
yet unimpaired, and enhanced by gorgeous 
jewels, sat at her proud ease with the crafty 
Cardinal Mazarin standing by her side. The 
beautiful Duchess de Longueville, the Prince 
Conde, the intriguing Mdme. Chevreuse, the 
Cardinal de Retz, with a hundred others whose 
names are familiar as household words, all 
mingled in the crowd, beneath whose light airs 
and merriment lay that keen wakefulness and 
wary scheming characteristic of a French throng 
in all ages. More conspicuous than any, courtier 
in the dazzle of a rich uniform, and the haughty 
height of a superb figure, was the young Duke 
of Guise, and being so nearly related to the 
reigning family, every motion of his, both here 
and elsewhere, was closely observed. He was 
bat lately returned from the campaign, and the 





THE DUKE’S BRIDE. . 


marriageable beauties of the court were alert 
to obtain the first glimpse of his countenance, ot 
the first mark of his favor. It was a handsome 
face that overlooked the throng so seriously, al- 
though beardless—soft, olive skin, dark eyes and 
hair, fine features with a somewhat scornful turn 
of the mouth, and the martial fire of his ancestor, 
Henry of Navarre, flashing from his eyes—and 
so, perhaps, thought not a few of those who, 
floating here and there, suffered their glances to 
follow the wandering figure. He had roamed 
through several rooms of the imposing suite, 
without finding anything to arrest his regard, 
when, moving aside to admit the entrance of 
another party, his eye was caught by what ap- 
peared a miracle of beauty, and he paused gaz- 
ing as if spell bound. A lady past the prime of 
life, yet still preserved by friendly embonpoint, 
very sumptuously dressed, preceded, leaning on 
the arm of a marquis whom he knew,“ and fol- 
lowed by one apparently her daughter. The 
last was in the first glow of her youth, more 
lovely than there are words to say; tall, slender, 
and passing fair, she needed no ornaments to 
increase her beauty, and accordingly wore none 
but the clasps of frosted silver that bound her 
classic and snowy robe upon her pearly shoulders. 
Loads of golden’ hair perpetually striving t 
break forth in curls were canght back into s 
Grecian knot fastened by an arrow in whose head 
glittered a priceless diamond; and a skin of 
delicate brilliancy, large, sunny, blue eyes, radi- 
ant smiles hovering round a cherry mouth, pre 
sented a masque of beauty. The simplicity of 
her costume was the perfection of art, the gentle 
ease of her manner, the low melody of her laugh, 
the grace of every motion, all bespoke an ex- 
quisite cultivation, while the duke confessed to 
himself that purity and trath were throned 02 
the clear brow. 

“ We are late, Gabrielle,” said the elder lady, 
as they passed. “The cardinal is already sut- 
rounded, it will be impossible to speak with him 
concerning M. du Pons, to-night.” 

“Tt is quite as well,” he heard the most mu 
sical voice in the world reply, and he turned to 
follow it. 

As‘he would have advanced, De Retz caught 
his arm, and being delayed by his witty cate 
chism he lost them entirely, but on entering the 
inner room saw Gabrielle standing beside the 
queen, who was bestowing upon her the special 
honor of a conversation without sneers. 
hastened to approach, that it might be incumbent 
on Anne of Austria to present him to her fair 
companion, but as he drew near, the Queen 
Regent, breaking off her affable smile, said: 
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“Another time, my dear,” motioning her 
away, and in turn delayed the duke till Gabrielle 
had become indistinguishable. 

“Madame, you are generous,” he said, “ it is 
only royal beauty that can afford to share its 
dazzle with such as Mademoiselle Gabrielle.” 

“You know her?” cried the queen, taken un- 
awares. ‘Yes, she is indeed beautiful; we in- 
tend her for the bride of our good M. da Pons.” 
But glancing quickly round for Mazarin, who 
spoke apart with the marquis, she added as if 
fearful of committing herself, ‘‘ At least, that is 
M. du Pons’s wish.” Yet here the crafty queen 
saw in the quiet wonder of her auditor’s face 
that she was blunderiug, and anxious to extricate 
herself, exclaimed, “ It is no state affair, that is, 
it is not a matter of policy at all—” 

“Madame, it is not necessary to inform me of 
your majesty’s intentions regarding the dowry 
of your ladies,” said the duke, bowing low, and 
willing to depart, but the regent at once opened 
a less delicate topic, and detained him till the 
cardinal required her attention. 

Stepping down, the duke sought round vainly 
for the lady, and at last entered the dancing hall, 
where the gallant young king was just opening 
the ball by leading out as his partner, Mlle. Ga- 
brielle. The duke advanced through the hall, 
and when the graceful sport was concluded, the 
king led his partner to a seat near him. 

“Tt is the duke,” cried he, springing forward 
to embrace him, but remembering himself, only 
extended both hands, exclaiming, “ You are 
returned, M. de Guise. You have had great 
success, my cousin. You are a hero such as 
Francis. Navarre lives again in you, they tell 
me. I thank you. Mlle., you should know his 
grace, my very good friend, he is a victor, be- 
ware lest he conquer yourheart.” And with all 
the naivete of an artless child, the boy performed 
the very ceremony which his mother had wished 
should not be done at all. 

It was soon easy to escape from the hall to the 
balcony, from the balcony to the conservatory, 
to linger hours in the mazes of the latter place, 
to increase momently his acquaintance with the 
beantiful being on his arm, to feel himself the 
slave of her fascination, to open before her the 
stores of his vivid memory and imagination, 
and on resigning her to her chaperone, to be con- 
vinced that the rumored marriage with M. da 
Pons was nota thing desired by her. The next 
day’s call upon Mlle. Gabrielle and her mother 
was only a matter of courtesy, and when it was 
repeated, the circumspect parent saw how much 
grander would be the Duchess de Guise than 
Madame du Pons, and the queen and cardinal 

21 





387 


soon felt that madame was not so urgent for the 
marriage as she had been, and immediately dis- 
covered it as the effects of the duke’s frequent 
visits. To-day they rode together in the public 
gardens, Guise and Gabrielle, to-morrow they 
sat side by side in the theatre, again they floated 
in sumptuous barges down the evening Seine, or 
dancéd in the salons of the noblesse, yet not 
once had the queen, though perfectly aware of 
their companionship, been able to surprise them 
together. In so close an intimacy as this now 
existing, while the fall and winter months slipped 
away, no wonder if between the charming girl 
and the young martial hero something very like 
love sprung up, though still unconfessed. For 
the marriage of Gabrielle with M. du Pons, there 
were a hundred reasons, the chief one being that 
M. du Pons desired it, and M. du Pons was so 
immensely wealthy that his least smile was worth 
a principality, and he had moreover promised 
the queen a gift amounting to some millions of 
frances if her friendly agency succeeded in be- 
stowing on him this bride. Gabrielle was to a 
certain degree a favorite of the powers that be, 
and they even believed that in so wealthy a 
marriage her happiness would be promoted be- 
yond that point which any union could afford 
with the Duke of Guise, who, though of royal 
blood, was for his rank what might be called 
poor. Above these considerations, M. du Pons 
was a leader in the parliament, and his powerful 
influence once turned against them, in the ap- 
proaching contests with the people,might be more 
than they could sustain, and should Gabrielle, 
who, from her own and her mother’s benevolence, 
and the memory of her father, was extremely 
popular in her quartiere, marry-with Guise, who 
as the grandson and image of Henry of Navarre 
was almost idolized over the whole city, it was 
impossible to tell what disasters might ensue, 
even to the destruction of the present dynasty, 
Previous to the return of Guise, Gabrielle had 
not shown herself averse to M. du Pons; but 
now it was impossible to extract a word from her 
in relation to him. One spring day when the 
sweetest of winds drove all the southern country 
scents into the city, and the woods were all a 
flame of green, the whole court deserted the 
palaces and prim garden walks for a jele 
champetre in the beautiful forests around Fon- 
tainebleau. The queen and her sons and ladies, 
the cardinal and his suite, and all other solemn 
dignitaries, did not disdain to honor the occasiop,, 
all being in the simplest apparel, save only a 
narrow band of gold about the brow, which as a 
badge of sovereignty, the queen wore. Dispersed 
here and there through the yast alleys and re- 
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cesses of the wood, it was almost impossible to 
maintain a complete surveillance, yet notwith- 
standing, one spy and another songht the queen 
with desired intelligence, and at the last one she 
looked up, laughing, towards the cardinal, and 
saying: 

“Now, my Lord Cardinal, Jove grasps his 
thunders,” she gathered up her train and dis- 
appeared among the tree-boles. 

A few moments rapid walking brought her to 
a little clearing, carpeted with the greenest turf, 
and shaded by immense trees, through whieh 
yellow patches of sunshine fell and illumined 
the scene. Across it, leaning againe! opposite 
trees, were the Duke of Gnis¢ and Gabrielle, she 
half shrouded in a net of ivy falling from the 
great booghs and transfiguring her fair face into 
that of a smiling wood-nymph. The duke 
seemed to have been speaking earnestly, and 
she, about to reply, paused with the smile frozen 
on her face, as the queen, entering, paused on the 
verge of the place. The duke saw the direction 
of her terrified eyes, and stepping to her side took 
her hand. , 

“ Mademoiselle—Gabrielle! I may call you 
807” he murmured hurriedly, “give me a right 
to protect you against what you fear. Speak 
quickly, tell me if this passion of mine, which 
you have not failed to see, offends. Do you 
love me? Give me some sign ; speak, Gabrielle.” 

She slowly turned the great blue, eyes, all the 
terror vanishing from them, and the beautiful 
smile beaming fall upon him. 


“Do I love you?” she replied. “Is it true 
that you ask it—do I not dream ?” 
“You wish it should be true? O, Gabrielle, 


is my love accepted—retarned ?” 

“Do you really love me? I hardly hoped so 
much. Returned—can you doubt it, dear?” 

“We wear, then,” he exclaimed, “an armor 
in which wo are strong against all fates.” 

It was impossible to say more, for the queen 


was drawing near, wondering at the scene whose. 


low words and impessioned accents were inand- 
ible to her. Her langh turned their eyes upon 
her. - 

“ What act of tragedy is it?” she cried. “Or 
the fate of what nation do we decide? You 
love solitude, mademoiselle, and your grace loves 
mademoiselle. But wo are sorry for that, are 
we not, Madame du Pons, that is to be ?” 

The duke’s eyes flashed, and with difficulty he 
restrained an indignant response. As for Ga- 
brielle, after having saluted the regent, she 
remained withont replying to her interrogatory. 

“I am accustomed to be answered, Mile. 
Gabrielle,” said the queen. 
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“Your majesty’s pardon,” said Gabrielle, 
“ you did not address me.” 

“Did I not? I will teach you that I know 
my subjects’ titles! I gave you yours.” 

“No, madame.” 

“You are not to be the wife of the person in 
question ?” cried the queen, angrily. 

“Never, your majesty, to be the wife of M. da 
Pons.” 

The queen surveyed her in utter silence fora 
few moments, then without a word turned on her 
heel and swept away, while Guise took the 
trembling girl in his arms, and kissed off the 
starting tears. Anne of Austria hastily rejoined 
the cardinal, and pacing up and downthe avenue 
where they were, detailed to him with angry 
gestures, the scene she had witnessed. Mazarin 
walked with her a few moments lost in thought. 
At last he said: 

“If there were any distarbance here in which 
this troublesome fellow might be implicated, and 
shot or confined! But none—no war to which 
he can be dismissed. The war with Spain does 
not need him, and makes him too popular. The 
colonies are quiet, there is nothing—” 

“Naples has revolted from her rule, at Masa- 
niello’s signal, and he is ill,” said the queen, 
meaningly. 

“Ah, that is well. Your majesty’s sugges- 
tions are always apt. Your majesty is aware that 
an ancestor of Guise married in that kingdom. 
He has, therefore, Neapolitan blood. Let Mas- 
aniello die, and this hot-headed duke can claim 
it, to do which he will be obliged to leave Paris, 
and daring his absence, the marriage we desire 
can be arranged.” 

“ Bat will Masanfello die?” 

The cardinal answered by a glance and a 
laugh, but eaidno more. From this day intima- 
tions were everywhere heard respecting Masani- 
ello’s failing health, of the Duke of Guise’s right 
to the sovereignty of Naples, till the conjectures 
and aesertions reached his own and Gabrielle's 
ears. Immediately the spirit he had inherited 
inspired him, the chivalric idea also irradiated 
Gabrielle, for she urged him to leave her, and 
go to Rome where he would be ready to declare 
his claim, assuring him that she was safe and 
capable of preserving herself so till he should 
inform her of his success, when she would go to 
him. 

“Tam poor,” he said, bitterly, “I have to-day 
but four thousand gold crowns in my treasury, 
and shall have no more this three months, and 
while the cardinal keeps hundreds, there are but 
six gentlemen in my suite.” 

“But my love has the sword of Francis, and 
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the heart of Henry, and is never poor,” she said, 
clinging fondly to him as they parted. 

He divided with her a gold coin, she retaining 
one piece, and promising to obey no message 
from him unless accompanied by the half which 
he took with him, and thus suddenly departing, 
he reached Rome unobstructed by any adverse 
influence from France. Meanwhile the days 
slipped on; there hed been suflicient time for a 
messenger to travel post haste to the neighbor- 
hood of Masaniello and back to Paris, and for 
another to follow, bringing news of his sudden 
and unacceuntable death. 

“Now,” thought Gabrielle, “he has plunged 
into the wild waters of that revolt, he is strug- 
gling for his crown.” And she offered a thou- 
sand prayers for his safety and success. 

No sooner was the news of the coveted death 
confirmed, than Gabrielle was summoned to the 
queen, and closetted with her during a stormy 
conversation on one side, and of quiet firmness 
on the other. 

“ You must be prepared this evening, and you 
shall not leave the palace until it is done,” said 
the queen at last, “ to sign your marriage articles 
with M. da Pons.” 

“Your majesty can require nothing of the 
kind from me,” returned Gabrielle, “when as 
you are aware, my faith is already plighted to 
M. de Guise.” 

“Your faith!” sneered the queen. 
ey? 


“Break 


“That is easy for your majesty to say,” was 
the significant reply. “ Bat not being a queen, 
I have no royal prerogative to do so.” 

Something like a blush overcame the herdi- 
hood of Anne of Austria before she replied : 

“But at least, Mademoiselle Gabrielle, I have 
never broken faith with you.” 

“ Forgive me, madame ; but you request what 
is impossible.”” 

“YT request nothing. I command! And 
obeyed I will be, or this night you shall sleep in 
the bastile! And remember, Gabrielle, remem- 
der on how few its doors ever unclose.” 

So saying the queen abraptly rose and left her 
alone. Hardly was the door closed when 
through another one Mazarin stepped cautiously 
along, his head bent forward on his breast, but 
his eyes steadily surveying the horror-stricken 
girl. 

“OQ, monseigneur, save me—save me!” cried 
Gabrielle, springing towards him, and seizing 
both his hands in hers. ; 

If there had been any pity in the man’s breast, 
or any tender remembrance, it could not fail to 
eve tin touched by the beautiful woman en- 
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treating his protection; but his sardonic smile 
and hypocritical courtesy remained unaltered. 

“I wish it were in my power to be of assist- 
ance to mademoiselle. May Iask her perplexity 
at present ?” 

“ The bastile,” she replied. 

“Ah, mademoiselle, its iron doors never are 
unlocked, nor its thresholds twice crossed by 
any. Sad indeed is the lot of those who enter. 
Stone walls are a poor exchange for fair, free 
landscapes, prison fare for luxurious tables, hard 
jailors for friends, husbands, lovers, wives. But 
what has mademoiselle to think of in relation to 
so terrible a place ?” 

“You know all I can say, of what use is rep- 
etition? O, had you never any mother or sister, 
any one who was a woman, and whom you 
loved, that your great power will fail me now 
who need it so much ?” 

“ You do not mean that any friend of yours 
is in danger?” 

“Do not play with me, monseigneur.” 

“If mademoiselle will not explain, most cer- 
tainly I can be of no service to her.” 

“T cannot marry M. du Pons—I do not wish 
to be imprisoned,” she replied, clasping her 
hands. 

“It is painful to be obliged to inform a lady 
that one or the other step is inevitable.” 

“What interest can your eminence have in 
my marriage ?” she asked, suddenly. 

“ Only the interest which the king’s minister 
must feel in his majesty’s subjects.” 

“Then is there no hope?” she murmured in a 
low tone of despair. 

The cardinal sat down, and remained a few 
moments. 

“Your case touches me,” said the wily dis- 
sembler. “I will do what I can, which is in 
fact, nothing; merely to extend the time of your 
decision ; it would be indeed hasty to expect one 
final to-night. I will vouchsafe your safety with 
the queen, and your answer shall be given at 
nine to-morrow evening.” 

“JT thank you for even that respite,” she 
exclaimed. 

“Excuse me if I remark that your movements 
will be watched,” he added. “Should you 
think of escape it will be impossible, and bring 
certain punishment. It is a graceless task to be 
forced to address a lady thus, and especially one 
whose own mind will doubtless advise her of the 
wisest course. Your carriage waits.” And of- 
fering her his hand he conducted her through the 
halls to her coach, presenting to all spectators 
an example of rare condescension. 

Never pausing to give her distress expression, 
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Gabrielle bethought herself of a hundred pre- 
‘texts for escape, rejecting one after another as 
impracticable, till reaching home she sprang un- 
assisted up the steps, and ran to her own boudoir. 
Passing on her way her mother’s page, a new 
idea possessed her; she hastily called him, and 
made him her confidant. He brought to her a 
suit of his clothes with velvet hat and feather, 
and short saucy cloak, and told her where horses 
could be obtained outside the city. She quickly 
bound a belt of gold inside all, stained her face 
with a darker but harmless wash, and though the 
police and all tho gates were strictly ordered 
that no lady corresponding to her description 
should pass, there was nothing said concerning 
a page leading a red roan horse in a bridle, who 
accordingly issued into the fields and suburbs 
unquestioned, and in a few moments mounting 
his steed galloped away to the southeast, and 
speedily put night between himself and the city. 
But when the presence of mademoiselle was 
again ordered before the queen, she was not 
forthcoming, and after,waiting an hour or two 
M. du Pons left her majesty and shortly returned 
with the mother of Gabrielle, who in great and 
real distress could hardly believe the regent’s 
assurances that she was as ignorant as herself 
concerning the situation of her daughter. 

A week passed daring which the diligent 
search of all their emissaries was unavailing, 
and in which they heard that the Duke of Guise 
had left Rome in a fishing-boat, and with a hand- 
fal of adventurers was advancing on Naples. 
Then came the rumors of his triumphant onset, 
of his entrance sword in hand, of the acclama- 
tions of the populace who received him, of his 
proclamation as their ruler, of his coronation, 
and lastly, his own letter to the cardinal, ‘“‘ Mon- 
seigneur, I have succeeded, and am sovereign 
‘Duke of Naples.” At all this M. du Pons saw 
his own defeat with sorrow, perhaps, but Mazarin 
and the Queen Regent could have gnashed their 
teeth with anger had that amusement been 
fashionable. 

But it was nevertheless true, and the Duke of 
Guise had already sent a secret courier with the 
other portion of the gold coin which he had 
parted with Gabrielle, to summon her to his 

ide, since it was impossible for him to leave and 
j her. But week followed week, and neither 
did Gabrielle appear, nor was the other part of 
the coin returned, nor did any message from her 
reach him. He knew not whether she were 
dead or alive, or if by any means already lost in 
the ravenous clatch of M. du Pons. The midst 
of his triumph wore a funeral gloom, and he 
felt the derision and scorn of his two chief ene- 
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mies, while the presence of the crown was still 
recent on his brow. Almost in despair, the 
sovereign of Naples despatched courier after 
courier to Paris, hearing only at Isst that she 
was gone. The horrible fancy that the bastile 
had swallowed her possessed him ; the unsettled 
state of his affairs alone prevented him from 
leaving all in her search, and finally he had so 
far concluded these difficulties that his absence 
would disturb nothing, and on the morrow he 
would find himself at the point of departure. 
Towards sunset he left his palace, and unattended 
by any guard, wandered along the bay shore, 
confident that his person was not yet sufficiently 
familiar to cause him to become an object of st 
tention. As he sauntered along, a small Jateen- 
sailboat turned the corner of the promontory, 
and approached the beach. The first person 
who leaped to the sand was a young page, saucy 
and gay, who swept back all his yellow curls, 
donned his cap anew, and tossing some scudi to 
the helmsman of the boat, ran up the shore, and 
threw himself into a chair by a table where other 
gallants were already assembled, with dice and 
long-necked flasks, deeply absorbed in some 
game of chance. There was something in bis 
appearance not unfamiliar to the duke, though 
he found it impossible to say what, and delighted 
in observing him, his grace was soon seated 
beside him at the table. 

“ You are off the sea; sir?” asked he. 

“ Ay,” was the response, “and a man is like 
an elongated exclamation point then, slender ss 
a rapier, and sick as Mazzarin is of the Regest 
of France.”’ 

“You are from Paris, and one of the Fronde, 
I see.” “ 

“You are acute, sir,” was the quick answer. 
“T should think you were a policeman.” 

“You are hardly banished, my pretty youth; 
you do not wear the guise of a formidsble 
conspirator.” 

You seem to know all concerning me, #ig- 
nor. I too am something of a soothsayer; le 
me see, what can I inform you about yourself! 
Yon, sir, make two coins out of one, which is 
illegal; and you have transmuted four thousand 
gold crowns into one sovereign one, which is 
necromantic; you have been poorer than you 
are, and if you live long enough will die ont 
day! A fair fortune, is it not, sir? I do not 
wear the guise of a conspirator, you say? But 
I intend to wear a different Guise soon.” And 
rising, he lifted: his cap and made the duke § 
reverence. 

Confused and amazed the latter certainly ws, 
but probably owing to the change of costume 
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and complexion, and from his soldierlike frank- 
ness being utterly unsuspicious, the truth and 
identity of the page did not flash across him, 
and he half tarned to watch the game proceed- 
ing at the table. 

“Will the signor play?’ asked one of the 
gamesters. “Luck is against me, sir; play for 
me a moment, it may change it.” 

The duke nodded, and put down a piece of 
money. In a moment the page had slipped be- 
hind the adversary’s chair and thrown down a 
broken coin against it. The duke started, bent 
forward curiously, saying : 

“ Excuse me, sir; a singular specimen, suffer 
me to examine it.” 

“You are suspicious of my currency,” cried 
the page, as if in sudden passion. “Be satis- 
fied, signor, I can double it.” And he threw 
the other half spinning down beside it. 

The dake caught them up, threw down his 
purse for an equivalent, and crying peremptorily 
to the page, “ Follow me!” left the astonished 
group, and strode quickly up the Narrow Way, 
through street and square till arriving at his res- 
idence; every now and then satisfying himself 
the page followed. A fountain played in the 
courtyard, the page stopped at its brink, bathing 
his face, and washing off apparently some stains 
that had embrowned it, for the skin, so bronzed 
a moment before, was fairer now than a lily, and 
he drooped his plumes lower over the brow ere 
he followed the duke into the apartment towards 
which his steps were directed. 

“Now,” exclaimed the duke, turning upon 
the page, “how came these broken crown pieces 
in Naples?” 

** Signor,” said the page, blushing like a rose, 
and with downcast head, “I brought them.” 

But as he spoke he threw the cap aside, gazing 
confidingly upwards, and revealing the altered 
visage which shone full upon Guise, in all its 
supernal loveliness. Iie paused an instant, a 
sudden smile breaking over his countenance, 
and stepping forwards, he said: 

“ Did you bring me anything elee 2” , 

“Signor,” murmured the page, “one other 
thing—the hand of Gabrielle.” 

«« And I have her heart now,” cried her lover, 
as he caught her in his embrace, and held her 

with a passionate, prolonged kiss. “And to 
what is mine, I give my kingdom. Indeed, my 
darling, since you will put on another Guise, 
this hour shall see you in a grander one, and 
make Gabrielle Grand Duchess of Naples.” 





REPENTANCE. 


Repentance clothes in grass and flowers 
‘The grave in which the past is laid —SrzRiora. 


THE OLD CANOE. 

[The following sweet picture is from life, and though we 
published it nearly a year since, we again present it to 
our readers. taken from a London journal. We do not 
wonder, as we read the musical versification, and enjoy 
the delicate and yet vivid truthfulness of the poem, 
that {t should have been so extensively copied in Euro- 
pean journals, after going the extended round of the 
American press. It is from the pen of our favorite 
contributor, Miss Exmtr R. Paces.) 


Where the rocks are gray, and the shore is steep, 
And the waters below look dark and deep; 

Where the rugged pine in its lonely pride, 

Leans gloomily over the murky tide; 

Where the reeds and rushes are tall and rank, 

And ¢he weeds grow thick on the winding bank— 
‘Where the shadow is heavy the whole day through, 
Lays at its moorings the old cance. 


The useless paddles are idly dropped, 
Like a sea-bird’s wings that the storm hath lopped, 
And crossed on the railing, one o'er one, 

Like folded hands when the work is done; 

While busily back and forth between, 

The epider stretches his silvery screen, 

‘And the solemn owl, with bis dull ‘ too hoo,” 
Bettles down on the side of the old cance. 


‘Tho stern, half sunk in the slimy wave, 
Rots slowly away in its living grave, 

And the green moss creeps o'er its dull decay, 
Hlding the moulderiog dust away, 

Like the hand that plants o'er the tomb a flower, 
Or the ivy that mantles the fallen tower; 

While many a blossom of loveliest hue 

Springs up o'er the stern of the old canoe. 


The currentless waters are dead and etill— 
But the light winds play with the boat at will, 
And lagily in and out again, 

Te doate the length of ita rusty chain, 

Like the weary march of the hands of time, 
That meet and part at the noontide chime; 
‘And the shore is kissed at each turn anew, 

By the dripping bow of the old canoe. 


0, many a time, with » careless band, 
Ihave pushed {t away from the pebbly etrand, 

‘And paddled it down where the stream rans quick— 
Where the wifirls are wild and the eddies aro thick— 
And laughed as I leaned o’er the rocking side, 

‘And looked below in the broken tide, 

To see that the faces and boats were two, 

That were mirrored back from the old canoe! 


But now, as T lean o'er the erumbling side, 
And look below in the sluggish tide, 

The faco that I see there is graver grown 

‘And the laugh that I hear has» soberer tove, 

‘And the hands that lent to the light skiff wings, 
Have grown familiar with sterner things. 

But Tore to think of the hours that dew, 

‘As I rocked where the whirls thelr white spray threw, 
Ere the blossoms waved, or the green mons grew 

O’er the mouldering stern of the old canoe. 





THE DYING BETROTHAL. 


BY MRS. AGNES L. CRUIKSHANE. 








“© worHer, mother! is this our long-prom- 
ised meeting? Is this the joy I have dreamed 
of, day and night, for the last year? Is it for 
this that I have prayed once more to hold you 
to my heart—to hear your fond blessing—to 
meet your loving look? O, to find you thus— 
sick, dying! It is too, too much! Mother, I 
cannot bear it.” 

And with a wild burst of anguish, the broken- 
hearted son flung himself beside the sick wo- 
man’s couch, while the hot tears ! Top 
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transparent fingers, now so fondly clasping his. 

« Everard |” 

He could only press the feeble fingers in reply. 

‘Everard, my son—my dear, only son! I 
know how hard this is, but it must be borne. I 
have long dreaded this hour for you; yet to have 
hiated at my state before, would merely have de- 
stroyed your pleasure, while doing you no ben- 
efit. Ihave long been reconciled to die—long 
known that it was inevitable; and though my 
heart would cling to earth for love of you, my 
boy, I murmur not at the destiny which sepa- 
rates us, I have known little of joy, and much 
of suffering, in my short life, and but for you, 
would gladly lay the burden down. When I 
am gone, let it comfort you, dear child, that 
never, by word or deed, have you given me one 
moment’s pain; that your love and obedience 
have amply repaid me for the bitter trials I have 
passed through in earlier days. And now, 
Everard, there is one more request I have to 
make'of you—one more promise to exact, and I 
shall die happy, knowing that by your last obe- 
dience you have secured your earthly happiness. 
Everard, will yon grant me mother’s dying 
request ?” 

He knelt beside her, aa still holding the 
faded hand in his, promised to obey her wishes 
in all things. 

It was strange to see that strong, resolute 
man, whom people called stern and reserved, 
thus changed into almost boyish wegkness; but 
few knew what an idolizing love Everard Living- 
stone had cherished for his mother—that mother 
who, in his sight, was perfection, whose: wishes 
he had never crossed, whose opinions he held 
infallible—that mother, to save whose life now, 
he would willingly have yielded up his own. 
He felt now that she must die, and the last op- 
portunity of affording hera pleasure was eagerly 
seized at. 

“Anything you wish, mother, only speak it; I 
would do anything to give you happiness, even 
to the destroying of all my earthly hopes.” 

There was a change in the countenance of the 
dying woman. Did she hesitate? Did she feel 
that it might bo, even as he said, to the destruc- 
tion of earthly hopes, and that she had no right 
to bind him bya promise? None can tell; but 
if such were her thoughts, there also came the 
ic knowledge, the assurance and cer- 
that her judgment had not erred. 

“Not for the destroying of your peace, but the 
ensuring of my happiness, your son,do I ask 
this of you, knowing that by so doing I leave one 
who will more than supply my place to you— 
who will be your friend, your companion, your 
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trusty counsellor, your loving wife; rejoicing 
with you in gladness, and sharing your sorrows, 
all and far more to you than other mortal can, 
will Evaever be. For the past two years since 
her father died, she has been to me even as& 
daughter, next only to yourself in my love, and 
T have sometimes thought even more anxiously 
loved, from her utter loneliness and clinging st 
tachment to myself. I have watched her closdy, 
and have found her in all things as near perfeo- 
tion as human natare may come; and in leaving 
you together, Ihave as anxious a care for her 
happiness as yours.” 

Everard Livingstone made no reply to his 
mother’s address, save that when overcome with 
the exertion of speaking she leaned back faint 
and breathless on the pillow, he bent down and 
kissed the cheek and pressed the feeble hand, on 
which the coldness of death was even now stesl- 
ing; and she faintly smiled, and laid her hand 
upon his head in blessing, while murmured 
words of thankfulness were on her lips. Everard 
saw the look, and heard the whispered thanks 
giving; and not for worlds, would he have hed 
ber know the cold chill of despair which bad 
crept into his heart at her words. 

There was a little space of silence, and n0 
sound was heard in the chamber save the heavy 
breathing of that stricken man as he knelt snd 
wiped the death-damps from his mother’s face; 
then the dying woman spoke again, and at her 
bidding the son called an attendant. 

“Bring Miss Eva.” 

The woman went away and quickly returned, 
followed by a fair, pale girl, whose swollen eyes 
and tear-stained cheeks gave evidence of sorrow 
scarce less than Everard’s. 

“Let in the sunshine, Martha,” Mrs. Liviog- 
stone said. And the drawn curtains flooded the 
chamber with a golden glory. “Eva!” 

The young girl bent down and kissed the pale 
brow, while with convulsive energy the sick 
woman clasped her in her arms ; then taking her 
hand, and signing for Everard to approach, she 
joined their hands together, and taking off her 
own marriage ring, placed it on Eva’s Bee 

Thus they stood—those two, who on earth hed 
never met before, thus strangely joined together 
for life! And the glorious sunshine came pour 
ing through the open casement, and shone 00 
them in brightness, whose hearts were heary 
with sorrow, and on the pale clay before them, 
which should know no more of sadness and sor 
row—for while they thought she rested, the 
spirit had gone forth! 

Everard raised his companion in his arms, and 
bore her from the room—for worn out with 
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watching and excitement, she had fainted; and 
as he stooped over her, and strove to call back 
life and sense, he was involuntarily touched by 
the sweet, sad expression of the lovely face be- 
fore him. He held her hands in his—those little 
hands, so soft and white and now so cold—and 
called her by her name; buat when she did not 
move, and still lay there, looking like some fair 
marble image, he grew alarmed, and made re- 
doubled efforts to restore her. Slowly, at last, 
she opened her eyes; but with returning sense, 
«ame the remembrance of her sorrow. 

“O mother, mother!” she moaned, bitterly; 
“why did you not take me with you?” 

Everard bent down and kissed her cheek. 

“Do not grieve,” he whispered; “I will be 
your friend now.” 

His own voice choked, and he went hastily 
from her presence; but comfort remained with 
sweet Eva, and wearied and worn out with grief, 
she soon slumbered. 

This attention and geatlo kindness in her be- 
trothed, while under his own heavy affliction, was 
most unexpected to Eva; and she felt a happy 
sense of security and shelter stealing over her. 
Poor, unconsciows Eva! enjoy your bright an- 
ticipations while you may. You do not yet 
know that your new friend has two natures—the 
cool, calm impassiveness, with which he walks 
abroad and mingles with his fellow-men, and 
which he has learned, and the deep tenderness, 
the warmth of kindness which is his natural in- 
heritance, yet which early experience has tanght 
him well to conceal. You little dream, while 
his kiss yet thrills on your cheek, that weeks and 
months will elapse ere you again behold Everard 
Livingtone in this endearing mood. Taught by 
his mother to believe him the very soul of gen- 
tleness, you are ill prepared to tremble at his 
frown, to shrink abashed from his look of keen, 
cool criticism. But I will not anticipate ; enjoy 
your dreams while you may, poor, gentle-hearted 
orphan. 

For three days, Everard kept watclt beside his 
mother’s coffin ; on the third, I came—I, his only 
cousin, the nearest relative he now had in the 
world—and that evening, we gave the precious 
dust to its kindred earth. 

I, who had long known Eva’s attachment to 
Mrs. Livingstone, was not surprised that she 
should be too ill to follow her friend to her last 
home; but I thought it strange that Everard 
never once should ask abouther. And all that 
long evening, while I divided my attentions be- 
tween them, her name never passed his lips. Of 
course, at that time I knew nothing of the death- 
bed betrothal ; nevertheless, I thought it strange 
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that he should be so forgetful of his mother’s 
young friend. 

Late in the night, I stole again into Eva’s 
room and found her sleeping. The nightlamp 
shone on some glittering object in her hand, 
which, as I gently took away, sha made an 
effort to retain. _ It was a handsome double 
locket, with Mrs. Livingstone’s likeness on one 
side; on the reverse, a miniature copy of a mag- 
nificent portrait of Everard, which his mother 
thought an excellent likeness. I now noticed, 
for the first time, the wedding-ring on Eva's 
finger. I knew the ring from its peculiar chas- 
ing; and having long been aware thatit was my 
aunt’s first wish to unite her son to this fair girl, 
I began to have some dim idea of the truth. 

Eva was still too ill to come to table next 
morning, and Everard and I were eating our 
breakfast in silence when the mail came in. 
There were three letters for me and one for him. 
I laid mine down, while I finished my coffee. 
The warmth of my three dear little correspon- 
dents no time could cool; but my breakfast 
would not improve by waiting, so I took up my 
cup and looked at my companion. He wag 
holding, with trembling eagerness, a letter no 
gentleman had ever penned—a little delicate, 
perfumed affair, such as has made many a strong 
man’s heart throb to touch and ache to peruse. 
That it had some such effect on Everard, it 
needed no great penetration to detect. The 
color came and went in his face, his lip quivered 
with emotion, his hand trembled, and at last I 
thought I saw the tears start. I looked away 
then, finished my coffee, and read my own let- 
ters; then looking at him again, I caw that a 
great change had passed over his face. The 
mouth was firm set, the brows knitted, and the 
eyes showed determination and other feelings 
which I sought in vain to read. I must confess 
to some little feeling of awe at the change, for I 
had not believed my handsome cousin capable 
of such feelings as I then instinctively read in 
his countenance. That some strong passions 
were at work, I could not but believe ; what they 
were, or why he was so agitated, Iknew I should 
some time be told, for next to his mother, I had 
all his life been Everard’s confidential friend and 
correspondent. 

‘He passed the day in business with his lawyers, 
and we did not meet until tea-time, and then he 
came into the room in an undetermined way 
and stood looking out of the window in silence, 
until Eva’s maid entered and said if I would 
wait five minutes, she would come down to tea. 
As the girl went out, he turned round quickly. 

* T think I shall go to the city this evening, 
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cousin; I have some business which must be 
attended to, and the sooner the better.” 

He had a cold, hard look which forbade all 
questioning, and I thought he looked fearfully 
pale. 

“Tam sorry you are going, for it is lonely 
here now for Eva and I,” I saéd. 

But at that instant her hand touched the door, 
and merely saying, “I will explain all to- 
morrow,” he left the room. 

Eva and I spent the evening alone, but I saw 
by the anxious look she cast at the door each 
time a servant entered, how disappointed the 
poor girl felt; and after we retired, she told me 
of their strange betrothal, and how his mother 
had made her give a solemn promise to be 
Everard’s wife. : 

“He does not love me, that I know; and I 
fear, sometimes, he may love another. If so, 
God help us both, for he will surely hate me.” 

I thought of the letter and Everard’s agitation, 
and said nothing ; but it was not difficult to see 
that if Eva did not love her betrothed, she had 
learned to think all too highly of him for her own 
happiness. 





“T love her, cousin, as I never loved any one 
savemy mother. She is my ideal of all that is 
enchanting in woman, and in giving her up, I 
am surrendering all that makes life worth keep- 
ing. O, the struggle has been a bitter one! But 
I have conquered, at last ; and now it only re- 
mains for me to marry, and thus fulfil my 
promise.” 

“But, Everard, you have not told me yet 
where you met Miss Vane. Of course it was 
abroad 1” 

“No, not exactly; we came home together, 
and she, as well as myself, being exempt from 
sea-sickness, we spent long hours together on the 
deck—and even in the roughest weather we had, 
she loved to face the storm. Her father gave 
her entirely to my care at such times, and I had 
opportunities of studying her disposition, and 
also judging of her talents for conversation, 
sach as are never found in occasional visits to a 
lady at her own house.” 

“And excellent opportunities to carry on a 
flirtation, also, which no doubt the lady was not 
slow to take adwantage of,” I observed, mentally. 

“Long before we arrived, I knew that I loved 
her, and had many reasons for believing taat I 
was not indifferent to her, but resolved to see my 
mother before I learned anything definite. I 
eame home, found her, my idolized mother, 
dying, and within an hour after my arrival, had 
made a promise which forever seals my wretch- 
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edness. Last night, I saw Sophia for the last 
time, learned enough to convince me that she is 
as wretched as myself, and bade her farewell. 
Now you have the whole history, cousin, and! 
shall never speak of the past again to any living 
being. Perhaps I should not have done s0 now, 
but that in the future you may understand my 
conduct; what others may think, concerns me 
not. At the end of three months, I shall marry 
Miss Emerson, who will then have obtained 
what she doubtless influenced my mother to ge 
for her—wealth and a good station in society. 
My love she can never have—but that she will 
not mind; and as far as I can gratify ber love 
for luxury and taste for society (and I presume 
these are her chief foibles), before the world I 
shall be a pattern husband.” 

Tt was in vain I tried to convince him of his 
error—to make him understand how far above 
such actions, such culpable treachery, was my 
favorite Eva; and I even went so far as to hint 
at her tender feelings for himself—but that was 8 
subject in which, for her sake, I had to be very 
guarded. I might have spared myself the trouble 
of talking. 

“YT fally understand your kind intentions, 
cousin, but I have well thought on this matter, 
and the whole scheme is'too plain to deceive me. 
Asto Miss Emerson entertaining any other than 
very selfish feelings towards me, it is simply 
ridiculous, we never having met until a week 
ago.” 

Finding my efforts useless, I desisted ; but my 
heart ached for gentle, loving Eva, in whom! 
felt he was winning such a treasure, and against 
whom he had formed so cruel a prejudice. 

Of Miss Vane, I must confess I judged 
hardly. Iknew that it was the same faalt I 
blamed in him—unfounded prejudice ; neverthe- 
less, I could not but think that his position and 
property had been her aim, while their meeting 
on board ship (the best place in the world for 
flirtation) had given her all the opportunity she 
wanted, to fascinate him. On board ship # beat: 
tifal woman looks still more beautifal, from the 
contrast with surroundings. Then there are OP" 
portunities of showing all manner of little kind- 
nesses and attentions; to these, you may sdd 
sentimental talke by moonlight, or still more 
dangerohs promenades, when the weather is #* 
excuse for attentions on the part of the 
man, for which no manner of excuse at all 
be found on fand, and all taken together, #* 
said before, for the best place to carry 02 ame 
cessful flirtation, commend me to a ship. 

I need scarcely say that I breathed no hist t© 
Riva of my conversation with Everard; not 8 
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worlds would I have had her know his feelings, 
as I trusted to time and her own goodness to 
convince him of his error. 

He soon after left us, to attend to some prop- 
erty in a neighboring State, purposing then to 
travel for a few months. Eva and I remained 
alone with the servants in our old home ; but we 
heard that previous to his departure, Everard 
had given orders to have the town house thor- 
oughly repaired and farnished—all to be done 
and in readiness’by his return. This dwelling 
had not been used by the family for several 
years, Mrs. Livingstone having preferred to re- 
side in the country house, which had been part 
of her dower, to her husband’s more elegant 
mansion in New York. Probably she disliked it 
from its having been the scene of her greatest 
sorrows, Mr. Livingstone having for many years 
before his death yielded to the temptations of the 
wine-cup, and at last become a willing slave to 
strong drink. 

My home had been with them from the time 
of Everard’s birth, at which period I became a 
widow, being then just seventeen. Mrs. Living- 
stone insisted on my sharing her home; and as 
Ihad no female relations except herself (we were 
the children of two sisters), I gladly accepted 
her offer, and the little Everard, named for my 
dead husband, became to me the dearest object 
on earth. I had some distant connections in the 
South, where, as time passed on, little families 
grew up, and where Aunt Mary was always a 
welcome guest. It was from one of these long 
visits that the unexpected tidings of my cousin’s 
death summoned me to the North, where, by 
Everard’s request, I decided to remain perma- 
nently and superintend his household. 

Of Eva, it is as well here to give a more par- 
ticular history. Her father had been a favorite 
physician of Mrs. Livingstone’s, and his child 
had early seen trouble, though shielded as far as 
possible by her father’s love and care. Having 
lost her mother and found no kind friend to take 
her place, the child had suffered much from the 
ill treatment of domestics; and when, at her 
father’s death, she came to live with us, her lively 
gratitude to her benefactress was one of the 
great causes of Mrs. Livingstone’s attachment to 
her. I knew that her father had left her very 
wealthy ; but it was a subject never mentioned 
toher, my cousin preferring to treat her as her 
own child. Consequently, her property was left 
to accumulate; and being principally in real 
estate, and in the care of a capable, honest man, 
Eva, had it been known, would probably have 
been a mark for many a fortune hunter. Everard 
knew nothing of this; he had simply understood 
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that she had been left to his mother’s care, and 

naturally supposed she was poor—an idea 

strengthened by finding in his mother’s well- 

Kept accounts the various items of her protege’s 
Se8. 

Thus it happened that when the wedding-day 
approached, and Eva’s lawyer came to know if 
her property was to be settled on herself, Everard 
cut him short in hig explanations by saying that 
he had no time'to attend to it then, but that it 
was all to be settled on her, and also at the same 
time naming a liberal sim for her yearly ex- 
penses, which he desired the man of business to 
have properly done in legal form. 

In all matters ‘relating to their marriage, he 
was scrupulously particular about her consent 
and opinion, and at all times, when they met, 
ceremoniously polite; but his face now always 
wore its cold, hard look, and never by one word 
or action did he allow her to think that his share 
in these preparations was performed from any 
other motive than duty. 

The day appointed came at last, something 
over six months after Mrs. Livingstone’s death, 
a change Eva had wished from the first arrange- 
ment. The morning looked gloomy enough, 
with every symptom of a heavy storm; but as 
the day advanced, the clouds cleared, and after 
the ceremony the sun shone brightly as any bride 
could wish, as they drove from the house to the 
station where they took the cars to the city. 

The wedding was quite private, neither having 
any relatives and but few friends. Eva looked 
fair and pale'as a lily, in her snowy’ robes and 
veil, the faint blush on her ¢heek rendering her 
perfectly beautiful. When the ring was to be 
put on, Everard first removed the one she wore, 
put on his own plain circlet, then placed his 
mother’s over it. I saw one tear fall then; it 
was the only one I saw her shed that day. 

Two days after, I joined them in’ the city. 
Eva’s new home was magnificent, unrivalled. 
All that wealth and taste could do, had been 
done ; and her little feet'trod on velvet and tap- 
estry, her head rested on a downy couch beneath 
silken hangings, @ score of costly mirtors re- 
flected her slender form, and gold and silver and 
marble, and all that goes to adorn the dwellings 
of the rich, were about and around her in lavish 
profusion. The most expensive articles of 
attire were brought for her to choose from; the 
most obedient and well-trained domestics awaited 
her slightest order. If she wished to walk, her 
husband was always ready and willing to ac- 
company her; if'she preferred to ride, the car- 
riage was that moment ordered to the door. 
And her carriage was itself an object of envy to 
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half their acquaintances. All that money could 
do, was done; and yet the shadow daily deep- 
ened on her fair face, and each succeeding 
week saw her grow paler and more frail. Had 
she loved gayety and splendor, the poor child 
might have been happy; but it was not her 
nature, and she faded like a delicate flower ex- 
posed to the burning rays of a tropical sun. 

It was touching to sce how unweariedly she 
strove to win her husband’s affection, and her 
patient love deserved a better return than it met 
from Everard’s stubborn heart. I left them 
once, in hopes that when thrown entirely in cach 
other’s society, they might learn new lessons ; 
but the experiment failed, as all others had 
done. Everard wrote for me at the end of a 
week, and though I resisted his appeal, I conld 
not refuse, a few weeks after, to comply with 
Eva’s pressing entreaty to return to her. Everard 
was unchanged; calm, polite and reserved as 
ever, he treated Eva precisely as he would have 
done a guest in his house, and his manner com- 
pelled every one else to be equally reserved. 

On New Year's day, Eva completed her nine- 
teenth year. The night before, her husband 
brought home a valuable set of pearls ; we were 
invited to a large party on the second of the 
month, and he desired her to wear them then. 
This cold kindness completely overcame her, 
and she left the room in tears. For a few min- 
utes he walked moodily up and down the floor, 
then came and stood before me. 

“ Can you explain Mrs, Livingstone’s strange 
conduct, cousin? I have done everything for 
her that money can do, and now she is nat 
happy. Do you suppose she wanted diamonds ? 
If she did, she shall have them. Anything at 
all that she will ask for, she shall have; and all 
Task in return is, that she will be happy. Of 
all things in the world, I hate to see a woman in 


tears. I promised my mother to make her | 


happy, and I will do so if Ican.” 

“Then you need give her no more jewels, 
Everard, for they are only valuable in her sight 
as your gifts. Bestow afew more smiles upon 
her, stay at home and read or talk to her, instead 
of going so much to your club; give her more 
of the love for which she is pining, and leas of 
the splendor which sickens her; and believe me, 
yon will soon eee her look happy.” 

Everard heard me through, then said, in an 
impatient tone : 

“‘Pehaw, cousin, that has always been your 
mistake! You judge Eva’s disposition hy your 
own. It is probably something she wants, and 
is too. proud to ask for, that makes her fret. But 
I don’t wish to be annoyed so any more.” 

\ 
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The ball at Mrs. Trevor's was a magnifi- 
cent affair, with good music, good lights, 
good attendants, good company and the whole 
thing conducted in the most unexceptionable 
manner. The lady herself was unrivalled in 
taste and splendor, her partics had always been 
the admiration of the circle she called her own. 

I thought Everard introduced his wife with 
more than usual satisfaction, and that the lady 
appeared rather surprised. at the beauty and 
grace of the fair Eva Livingstone. Certainly 
no woman in the room could compare with her, 
the dress of pale blue satin suiting admirably her 
delicate complexion and light brown hair, while 
pearls were the only ornaments which ever be- 
came her. I wore dark lavender and black lace, 
the gayest dress I had put on for five and twenty 
years; but it was Everard’s wish, and I loved 
to gratify him. 

After promenading for a short time, Everard 
left us together in one of the deep, heavily cur- 
tained windows, and as the rooms filled, the 
scene became very interesting. Here, undisturbed 
and unseen we could watch the rest, and enjoyed 
it until a party came and seated themselves 
directly before us, and where we could not avoid 
hearing all they said. They had scarcely got 
themselves seated, and their flounces arranged, 
when a buzz at the other end of the room an- 
nounced a new arrival, and escorted by several 
gentlemen, and followed by a large party of 
ladies, we saw a beautiful girl advancing towards 
us. From the heavy braids of her dark hair to 
tho belt which clasped her slender waist, she was 
glittering with jewels; they sparkled from her 
neck, her arma, her hands (very beautiful hands 
and arms they were, and well displayed), and 
they circled her head in a glittering diadem. 
She wore a rich purple satin, and with the heavy 
folds sweeping the ground, might well have been 
mistaken for some royal queen. 

“Who is it?” one of the ladies before us 
asked her neighbor. 

“Why, don’t you see? It is Sophia Vane.” 

I started involuntarily, and Eva looked at me, 
bat I could not remove my eyes from the proud 
beauty on whom all eyes were now turned. 

“T hear she is going to be married,” said the 
first speaker. : 

“Yes, to old Mr. Lincoln, very.much to his 
nephew Bob Lincoln’s annoyance ; for the old 
man they say conld buy up half Wall Strect, 
and poor Bob would certainly have been his 
heir. It is also quite a surprise to Miss Vane’s 
friends, for you know since that affair of Living- 
stone’s, she has flirted dreadfully, and they really 
thought she never would marry.” 
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“ Well, to tell you the truth I never did un- 
derstand rightly about that affair.” 

“You didn’t? Well you see they came all 
the way home from Florence together, and of 
course Sophia would not lose such an opportu- 
nity, so at last Livingstone was over head and 
ears in love, and as soon as he landed went off 
to see his mother, and get her consent, it appears. 
Ho only got there the day she died, and she made 
him promise to marry a girl she had picked up 
somewhere, a doctor’s daughter, or something 
like that I believe. A homely little rustic I have 
heard them say she was, and that’s the reason 
she does not go out more; I have never met her 
yet. It is too bad for Livingstone, such a 
splendid fellow as he is, to be tied to such a wife ; 
not but what I think he had a lucky escape from 
Sophia, for she is a dreadful flirt, but then he 
liked her, and you know love is blind.” 

Our gossiping neighbors went away, and I 
hardly dared to look at Eva. She was very pale, 
and apparently lost in thought, but at last she 
said, quickly : : 

“Let us go and walk with the rest; I am tired 
of sitting here.”’ 

As we passed out we met Mrs. Trevor, lean- 
ing on the arm of a most distinguished looking 
man. She introduced him as her brother, Mr. 
N—. He bowed low to Eva, and after con- 
versing for a few minutes asked her to dance. 
To my surprise she instantly consented, and 
they went away. I soon after followed, and by 
a strange coincidence saw that they were stand- 
ing opposite to Everard, and his partner was 
Miss Vane. Eva danced superbly, and never 
better than on this occasion, while I could see 
that she was holding an animated conversation 
with her partner. 

Miss Vane glanced critically at the stranger, 
and Everard locked restless and unhappy. 
When the dance was finished, Mr. N—— and 
his partner were joined by Mr. Trevor and a 
few other of the elder gentlemen, all talented, 
highly educated and well-known men. The 
peculiar education Eva had received from her 
father, and the solid studies she had all her life 
pursued, enabled her now to join in the conver- 
sation of her new companions with far more 
spirit than she had just before mingled in the 
dance. They were charmed ; here was a learned 
lady without the least tinge of blucism, with new 
and brilliant ideas on most subjects, and an inti- 
mate acquaintance with authors the very names 
of which are unknown to the fashionable ladies 
of the present day. Perhaps not the least of 
Eva’s charms was her simplicity; she did not 
like the society of young men, they were all dull 





in comparison to Everard, but old men brought 
back the memory of her father, and with them 
she was always a favorite. When Everard came 
to lead his wife away, the oldest man of the 
group came forward, and shaking him heartily 
by the hand, congratulated him on the matri- 
monial prize he had drawn, adding : 

“T shall take the privilege of an old friend, 
and come frequently to see you, if only for the 
selfish gratification of a conversation with your 
wife.” 

Such words from such a man were no mere 
praise, for Professor ——’s indifference to the 
ladies was as well known as his fame was wide 
spread. Eva and I spoke of the conversation 
we had overheard but once, when she asked me 
if I had known of Everard’s love for Miss Vane 
before. She sighed heavily when I answered in 
the affirmative, and the subject was dropped. 

The winter passed quickly, for we lived a gay 
life, and as Eva now madea point of always ac- 
cepting invitations, her husband could no longer 
accuse her of staying at home to annoy him. She 
felt that Miss Vane was artfully weaving spells 
around Everard, even now while he vainly strug- 
gled to free himself from the fascinating influ- 
ence, and it was her place to beathis side. The 
gay season was over at last, but our return to the 
country was delayed by Everard being taken 
suddenly ill. Eva nursed him through his short 
but painful sickness, and when he recovered, 
Miss Vane was married, and had gone on a 
wedding tour. 

We went back to the Grove, Eva rejoicing to 
be once more among the birds and flowers, Ey- 
erard more gloomy and reserved than ever. Poor 
Everard, I pitied him now ; he had scorned Eya’s 
love in the day when it might have been his, and 
now when he had learned her worth, learned how 
highly others esteemed her, he also discovered 
that his love was not necessary to her happiness. 
Believing that it was too late now to repair his 
error, and too proud to make any change in his 
behaviour, or let her know his feelings, he 
suffered in silence torments of remorse. 

It was a sad misunderstanding, for had she 
dreamed of the change in his feelings all would 
have heen well, but believing that he loved Miss 
Vane, and that her own fate was inevitable, she 
strove still to do her duty, to cheerfully accept 
the bounteous gifts Heayen had lavished on her, 
to render her husband’s home as pleasant to him 
as possible, and patiently submit to. what she 
could not avert. 5 

Early in the summer business called Everard 
away from home, and he purposed taking a 
voyage to Cuba ere he returned, to settle the 
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affairs of a decoased friend. I had hoped that 
this separation might break down the barriers to 
happiness these two proud young people had 
raised for themselves, but again I was mistaken. 
They parted as usual, with’a simple hand clasp, 
and when I asked Eva as she sobbed and wept 
on her couch why she had so dissembled her 
grief before her hisband, she said she had done 
80 dreading his cold reproval, wishing at least to 
part in peace. All things had been done to en- 
sure our comfort during his absence, the house 
had been thoroughly repaired, Eva’s apartments 
beantifally farnished, the gardens carefully at- 
tended, and a greenhouse built and well stocked 
with choice exotics. 

The summer was very warm, and I saw that 
Eva suffered from the excessive heat; having no 
longer a motive for appearing cheerful she sunk 
into a dangerous state of sadness, and all my 
efforts to rouse her were vain. Onur daily walks 
were gradually shortened into a stroll in the 
gardens, then to a visit to the green-house, and 
at last ehe could go no farther than to the open 
window of her boudoir. Here under the shadow 
ofahe pink silk curtains, reclining on her favorite 
lounge, she spent her days, hourly growing more 
feeble, and as I feared rapidly falling into s con- 
samption. In his three months’ absence, Ever- 
ard had sent us but three letters, one only of the 
number being to Eva. It was in the usual re- 
served style in which he always addressed her, 
commencing simply “Mrs. Livingstone,” but 
she shed many tears over those few lines, and I 
noticed failed more rapidly afterwards. 

‘We received a letter from the city one day, 
one of those gossiping, sceindal-bearing epistles 
which some women love so well to indite. It 
contained the intelligence that Mrs. Lincoln had 
eloped with a dashing foreigner, having first 
robbed her husband of an immense sum of 
money. The poor old man through grief and 
vexation had died next day. I must confess to 
feeling some anxiety to know what Everard 
would think of his paragon now. Eva said little, 
but she truly pitied the misguided young woman. 

As the autumn approached, I began to grow 
seriously alarmed at the state of Eva’s health ; 
her appetite was gone, her face and hands, always 
fair, ‘became transparently white, and her eyes 
looked larger than ever, and more beautifally 
blac and bright. She could no longer move 
withont assistance, and as I daily placed her on 
her sofa, I prayed that Everard might return ere 
it was too late. 

It was time now that he should come, and I 
had resolved to write at all hazards, and tell him 
of the change in his wife’s health, when I received 
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an unexpected letter from him. He had returned 
to Mobile and was finishing up the business 
which had occupied him all summer, and he gave 
many minute details, but that was the least in- 
teresting part of his letter. He had met Mrs. 
Lincoln and her guilty companion, had been the 
first to inform them of Mr. Lincoln’s death, and 
had been most thoroughly shocked and disgusted 
by Sophia’s unfeeling ridicule of the old nan 
who had only loved and trusted her too well, 
as also by the manner in which ehe rejected all 
his entreaties that she and her companion should 
immediately be married. 

“ Most heartily did I thank God for ing 
me from the fate to which I should doubtlessly 
have rushed on; most heartily did I thank him 
for the gift of my innocent, pure-minded wife, 
my beautiful Eva. And now, if by his mercy I 
am spared to see home once more, J shall devote 
the remainder of my life to teaching Eva to love 
me—she must, she shall love me—I have no 
more pride, no thought, no hope save the one 
constant longing to hold her to my heart, and 
hear the loved words from her own lips. I 
have spent five wretched months striving to con- 
quer what I thought a pitiful weakness, but as 
well might I try to stem the river’s current, 4 
quell the all powerful sensations which have now 
assumed their rightful possession in my soul. I 
cannot write to Eva. Only at her feet can Task 
pardon for my cruel injustice. Write to me im- 
mediately ; I shall be obliged to remain here long 
enough to get your answer.” 


I dared not refase to give Eva her husband's 
letter, yet dreaded its effect, but my worst fears 
were short of anticipating the consequences. 
After reading it she sat silent for a time, then 8 
frightful convulsion passed over ber, and she fell 
forward on the sofa; when I raised her the red 
blood was flowing from her lips, and fell warm 
on my hands. What I wrote to Everard I do 
not know, it must have been something dreadful. 





Nine o’clock, and a cold stormy autamn night, 
the wind roaring round the house, and the rain 
‘dashing against the windows in sudden gusts. 
Without all was noise and storm, and darkness; 
within, peace and warmth and stillest silence. I 
satin Eva's chamber and watched ; the firelight 
making fantastic shadows in the room, some 
times flickering over the pale face, lying in sch 
deathlike repose on the snowy pillows, and some- 
times on the sleeping infant in my arms, Evs's 
new-born babe. It was an hour of deep anxiety, 
for the mother’s life seemed ebbing fast. 

“She might revive, but the chances were 
against her.” And the physician looked t00 
grave for me to doubt his real opinion, even 
my own convictions not been the same. 

“Q, that her husband would come, that he 
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might see her alive once more !” Thad said again 
and again,and at last,as if in answer to my prayer, 
came the sound of his horse’s feet above oven 
the roar of the storm. I laid the sleeping infant 
in its little bed, and went forth to meet him. 

“Mary, is she atill alive?” 

I pressed his hand silence, it was no time 
to tell him my fears then. In a few minutes he 
was beside her, gazing with an aching heart on 
the ravages a few short months bad made. She 
still slept, a deathlike slumber, all unconscious 
of whose tears were falling on her pillow. I 
drew aside the lace curtains of the infant's 
cradle, and whispered Everard to come. He 
started with surprise at sight of the tiny 
occupant. 

“Mary, what is this?” 

«Eva's child and yours,” I answered, and 
placed his little daughter in hie arms. 

Poor Everard, he might well say his pride was 
gone ; never was man more thoroughly repentant 
for the past. Through the long hours of the 
night we watched beside the sleeper, occasionally 
drawing near to make sure that she really 
breathed. 

At sunrise, while he-still sat near her, she 
suddenly opened her eyes and called his name. 
I went softly out of the room, and when I re- 
turned an honor after, Eva had again fallen 
asleep, her hand fast clasped in her husband’s, 
the babe held lovingly to her bosom. Eveérard’s 
face was radiant with joy. 

“She says she will not leave me,” he whis- 
pered. “That my love has given her new 
strength.” 

And his words proved prophetic. Day by 
day she improved ugdor our careful nursing, 
until atter weary weeks she was permitted once 
more to leave her chamber for the favorite little 
sitting-room. It was a joyful day when borne in 
Everard’s strong arms she changed the dreary 
sameness of the sick room for her comfortable 
sofa in tho bay window. 

And a pretty picture they made, sitting there 
under the rose colored drapery. I wish my tal- 
ent for description was greater, that I might 
make you see them as I do, even to this day. 
Eva in her rich, fur-lined dressing robe, whose 
crimson hue imparted a faint flush to her delicate 
cheek ; her slippered feet resting on a soft otto- 
man ; in her hand, still too weak for much service 
to its owner, is held a tiny bouquet, Everard’s 
“morning gift from the green-house. He sits be- 
side her, and with many merry jokes to hide a 
deeper feeling, bigds golden threads around the 
two wedding rings, now all too large for Eva’s 
poor, thin finger. The still little babe is in its 
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cradle, between the lace curtain of which Ev- 
erard frequently looks down to assure higgself 
ithas not vanished away, this precious miniatare 
copy of his young wife. It was beautiful to see 
him in his new character of father, displaying a 
world of tenderness and feeling, even I who had 
known him all his life had never believed he 
possessed. I think that that day’s pure joy more 
than repaid them for the sufferings of the past 
year. Eva tried to recollect how old the child 
was, and commenced counting, then suddenly 
stopped : 

“ Why, Everard, this is our wedding-day.” 

In the trouble and anxiety, and then the joy 
of hope, we had all forgotten it. She was right 
in another sense, it was truly their wedding-day 
—the day on which they were united never more 
to part until that awful separation which should 
at last bring them together for eternity. When 
a novel writer has happily united his hero and 
heroine, he usually leaves them with the vague 
intimation to his readers that thenceforward their 
days know no more of sorrow or suffering; a 
very mistaken idea to give the young folks, and 
one in which I believe exists the greatest danger 
of romance reading. 

I cannot from my own personal experience 
disprove this fallacy, my short: married life of 
three months having been a season of unclouded 
happiness; but in the awful awakening from 
this dream, I probably endured as much agony 


‘as those live through who for long years together 


fight life’s battles. In the course of an extended 
observation I have found that, however great the 
trials of love may be, there is still in most cases a 
spice of romance to sweeten them, while the 
troubles of married life are so common, and in 
most cases commonplace also, that romancers do 
well to eschew them altogether. Knowing this, 
I shall hasten over the remaining incidents of 
this little history, lest my readers also weary. 

After Eva’s recovery, neither she nor her hus- 
band ever found any wish to return to their city 
home, preferring to live in the delightful tran- 
quillity of the Grove. The child grew and 
throve well, though never very strong, and I 
actually trembled when I saw how Everard’s . 
very existence was twined round the life of this 
delicate flower. With less of her mother’s 
cheerful life, she yet strongly resembjed her ; the 
same blue eyes and trageparent complexion, the 
slender, graceful form aryl low-toned voice; but 
her hair was like heb father’s, jetty black, and 
like him her manner had.a most unchildish - 
reserve. 

To no one did she ever fally open her little 
heart but her father, and between them there was 
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a strong bond of sympathy. He called her 
Mary, his mother’s name and mine, and he loved 
her as we should never love the beautiful but 
perishing things of earth. When little Mary 
had well nigh completed her third year, two 
more children were given to us, not as she had 
been in the storm and shadow, but under the fall 
sunshine of love and unclonded happiness. 
Fine, rosy, laughing little ones they were, those 
beautiful twins, the boy with dark hair and eyes, 
the image of his father as I remembered him in 
youth ; the girl with sunny curls and her moth- 
er’s own merry smile; no one could blame us 
that we loved them as we did. 

As Mary grew older her father saw with terror 
how ill her strength kept pace with her increasing 
height. Uncommonly tall for her years she was 
slender to attenuation, and quite unable to take 
sufficient exercise. A horse was purchased for, 
her use; then the riding habit and side saddle 
were given up for a low, easy carriage, and that 
at last yielded to a cushioned chair wheeled 
slowly about the grounds. But why should I 
linger on the sad details? Why dwell upon the 
parents’ agony as day by day they saw the hectic 
flush rise to the pallid cheek, heard the faint 
cough, and touched the burning hands? It isa 
story thousands in our land who have similarly 
watched can better feel than I describe. Suffice 

" it that she died, our little one who had never 
seemed of earth like other children. This was 
the first great sorrow, and it came upon Everard 
with a crushing force, finding him sadly unpre- 
pared, for with a not unusual self-deception he 
had hoped to the last. 

Our second trial was far away, but the years 
brought that elso, and this time the blow fell 
heaviest on the mother. When Clande, her 
noble boy, was yet achild, his fancy ever ledhim 
to the sea; and the idea increased with his 
growth until it became the one fixed purpose of 
his life. Long the mother’s tears prevailed, but 
at last it was decided that he should be gratified, 
end with an agony scarce less than she would 
have laid him in the grave did Eva let him go. 

Onr house was lonely now, for little Eva could 
no longer sing when her twin brother and play- 
mate was on the wide ocean, and I too loved the 
boy the best of Everard’s children. He sailed a 
long voyage, and at different periods for three 
years we received his letters, precions letters, 
brimfal of love and longing to see once more the 
dear ones at home. In the meantime a suitor 
came for little Eva, the youngest and the pet, 
but whose advances were at first sadly checked 
by the mother’s refusal. 

“ Would you take my last child from me ?” 
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she asked of Everard, who had undertaken to 
plead the young man’s cause. 

“ But, Eva, would you prevent our child from 
enjoying such happiness as ours has been 
through all these long years?” 

“Bat the trials, Everard, think of what we 
have endured ; I cannot let her go through the 
same or perhaps worse.” 

“ The trials will come, sooner or later; let the 
child falfil her destiny.” 

And s0 it came that in a few weeks after, our 
fair, sunny-haired Eva wreathed orange blos- 
soms in her golden curls and stood beside her 
handsome lover to take the vows which would 
bid them stand side by side through lif. We 
had a gay young party, for the bride was well- 
beloved, and only one thought clouded her fair 
brow, and dimmed the mother’s eyes with tears ; 
only one form was wanting in the smiling group. 

But silence now, our white-haired pastor who 
gave the bride her name is opening his book ; 
when, hark ! some one comes hastily, the door 
is swung wide, and a tall, manly form comes 
forward. It is a strange intrusion at such a 
time, but Everard steps forth to bid him wel- 
come. He smiles strangely at the formal greet- 
ing, and passing in, opens wide his arms, and 
speaks the one word, “‘ Mother.” The circle is 
complete. 

on 
ROMANCE AND REALITY. 

About thirty years ago when Sir Edward 
Lytton Bulwer was a bridegroom and the present 
Lady Bulwer his bride, that exquisite poetess 
“L. E. L.,” wrote and published an account of 
their characters and personal appearance. They 
were both quite young, and each of them was in 
delicate health. The brid m was described 
as pale and fescinating, and the bride was paint- 
edas a fragile and fairy-like creatare of surpase- 
ing loveliness. The tender tints of her cheek 
were said to be ‘like rose-leaves crushed on 
ivory.” The description was read everywhere, 
and the public admiration and the public sym- 
pathy were deeply excited for the charming 
young pair, who, it was thought, must soon pass 
away from a world too coarse and rude for such 
gentle and lovely natures as theirs. 

Ah, little dreamed the reader then, that, after a 
very few years, the gentle bridegroom would strike 
the tender bride, that she would seek redress by 
publishing series of coarse, fierce, and vituper- 
ative novels and pamphlets against him, and 
that, after a few more years, she, grown to be a 
stardy, red-faced, and muscular woman, would 
pore him in his canvass for Parliament, take 

stand upon the bustings in reply tu his public. 
speeches, call upon him to confront her, shout 
coward” at him in bis precipitate flight from 
her presence, and announce her determination to 
reecute him till he should dry for mercy and 
ambly make her amends for all his villanies.— 
Louisville Journal. 





JAMIE. 


JAMIE. 
BY CLABA AUGUSTA. 


He possesseth no lands or houses, 
Ruleth no kingdom o’er— 

Holds neither stocks nor vassals, 
And people say he is poor! 

‘His hands are hardened by labor, 
By toiling he earns his bread— 

He has but a meagre roof above him 
To shelter his kingly head; 

And yet I had rather reign in bis bosom 
‘Than be helr of Lord Ethelred! ‘ 


‘Ethelred has a milton of money, 
Is the wealthiest man in the shiro— 
Owneth the wide stretch of country 
From Granfird hills to the Mere! 
Tamie’s a brave-heasted fellow, 
Honest, handsome, and kind— 
‘Mthelred pleases the princesses, 
Jausle is more to my mind: 
And when I think over his heart-wealth 
Td be hetrees to all that I find! 


Lady Gertrude may roll in her chariot, 
Her flounces in billows of silk— 
Btream out on the air of morning, 
While I go to the pasture to milk! 
The lords of the court may adore her, 
And Bthelred pick up her fan, 
And with curtains of gauze foil the sunlight 
From coming his lily to tan! 
But Iam a free-hearted woman— 
If I marry, I marry a man! 


Better Jamie's respect for me 

Than mountains of silver and gold— 
1 hey could not warm my'soul’s hearthstone, 

Or serve for his arms’ loving fold! 

@old could not buy me a divan 
Half so dreamtly fair, 

As the shelter of one human bosom, 
And one human hand on my hair! 

Little care I for the earth-wealth, ° 
If I to dear Jamie am heir! 





CURE FOR DRUNKENNESS, 

No one who has once been a drankard ia ever 
safe from falling, this side the grave; it is a ter- 
rible truth, but it is a reality. ‘e knew a Mrs. 
H——, in our childhood, who finding her hus- 
band dead drunk one day, sewed him up in a 
sheet, and gave him a tremendous cowhiding. 
He never got drunk again; in this case it was 
the fear of the hide, and not of the fall. But 
one of the speediest rousers from a state of stapid, 
Denatly intoxication we have ever read of, is, to 
turn the brute on his right side, hold up his left 
arm, and pour a pitcher of cold water down his 
sleeve slowly. He will walk perfectly sober in 
five minutes. But this only cures until next 
time. We rather think that the raw hide is a 
more vivid remembrancer; and our old friend, 
cold water, must yield the palm this time.— 
Hall’s Journal of Health. . 





We know many things indifferently—su: 
ficially—but few, very few, thoroughly —Bevee, 
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AN OUTRAGED SHOWMAN. 


Artemus Ward has written letter to the 
Cleveland Plaindealer. In it he says: 

“ Hear in the Buzzum of my famerly i am en- 
joyin myself, at peas with aw! mankind and the 
wimmin folks likewize. I go down to the village 
ockashunly and takes little old Rye fur the stam- 
mucks sake, but i avoyd spiritus luckers as a gin- 
eral thing. No man evir seen me, intossikated 
bat onct and that air happind in ‘Pittzbug. A 

arsel of ornery cusses in that mizserablé sity 
astid inter the haw durin the nite and aboosed 
my wax works shamful. I dident obsarve the 
gutrajas freneschans ountil the next evenin when 
the peple begun for to kongregate. Suddinly 
‘they kommensed far two larf and holler in a 
boyterious stile. Sezi good peple whats up? 
Ser thay thems grate wax works isnt they old 
man? Jimmejitly looked up ter where the wax 
works was and my blud biles asi think of the 
site which then met my Gese. I hope two be 
dobrabbertid if them afoursed rascals hadn’t gone 
and put a old kaved in hat onter George ‘ash- 
ington’s hed and shuvd a short black klay pipe 
inter his mouth. His noze they had paintid red 
and his trowsis legs they had shuvd inside his 
butes. 

“My wax figger of Napoleong Boneypart was 
likewise Mmawltreatid. his sword was danglin 
tween his legs, his cocked hat was drawn klean 
down over his ize and he was plased in a stoopin 
posishun lookin zactly as tho he was as drunk as 
a biled owl. Ginral Tayler was standin on his 
hed and Wingfield Skott’s koat tales ware pind 
over his hed and his trowsis ware kompleetly torn 
orf fram hisself. My wax works representin the 
Lords Last Supper was likewize aboozed. Three 
of the Postles ware under the table and two of 
um had on old tarpawlin hats and ragged-pee 
jackics and ware smokin pipes. Judus Iskarriot 
had on a cocked hat and was apparently drinkin, 
as a Bottle of whisky sot befour him. This ere 
speektercal wus too much fur me. i klosed the 
show and then drowndid my sorrers in the flowin 


Bole. 
“ Probly ile rite you agin befowr i take my de- 
parture on he Summer kampain. 
“ Very respectfully Yures, 
“ARTEMUS Wann, T. K.” 





THE STRENGTH OF WOMAN. 


Is it not wonderful that, down to the present 
time, women have really never discovered their 
own tremendous strength? They have only to 
be of one accord, and in some hundred years at 
most, the human race would fade clean from the 
earth, fade like an old multiplication sum from 
a school-boy’s slate. And this truth is either 
so profound, that, like a well sunk to the anti- 

jos, woman is afraid to look into it—her little 
Bead would turn so giddy at the very brink—or, 
by some accident, it is one of the wells of trath 
(and she has many) that Rebecca has not yet 
discovered.—J . 





EXPERIENCE. 
Ab! who can say, however fair his view, 
‘Through what sad scenes his path may He? 
Let carelean youth its seeming love pursue, 
Soon will they learn to scan with thoughtful e: 
‘The illusive past and dark futarity. kiaxs ‘Warre. 
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A SERENADE. 


BY LIZHIE MORSE. 





‘Wake, love, wake! the silver dews are falling, 
The winds and the waves with flute tones are calling, 
Where the reeds and the flowers are nodding in their 
dreams; % 
The ’s low dash fs heard, 
. And the trilltng night bird 
Is humming a song where the starlight gleams. 


Wake, love, wake! the summer moon is stealing 

Along o'er the vale, and our vine bower revealing, 

And the shy birds are keepiog our trysting hour alone; 
Whispers float upon the stream, 
In the grass the fire-flles glpam, 

And the winds seem to breathe seek, seek thine own. 


©, haste, love, haste, and let us be s roaming 
With thy soft white feet where the blue stream is foaming, 
And flowers, love, to bend ‘neath thy light, fairy tread; 
Thy volce my music sweet, 
And thy dark eye guide my feet 
‘Where the wild roees blush at thy warm lip so red. 


Dost thou hear my song, love? 0, let us be a going; 
Tlaste while the clouds o'er the tell-tale moon are blowing, 
Steal from thy casement, like « star from the sky; 

My guitar to thee I'll wake, 

‘Thy throne shall be the glossy brake; 
‘Then haste down, my love, and away let us fy! 


tre 
IRISH DROLLERY. 


An amusing story of Daines Barrington, Re- 
corder of Bristol, is related by one of the British 
presg. Having to appear for the plaintiff in the 
case of a winter assice at Clonmel, he “ let into” 
the defendant in no measured terms. The in- 
dividual inveighed against not being present, 
only heard of the invectivea. After Barrington, 
however, had got back to Dablin, the Tipperary 
man lost no time in paying his compliments to 
the counsel. He rode all day and night, and 
covered with sleet, arrived before Barri n’s. 
residence, in Harcourt Street, Dublin. Throw- 
ing the bridle of his smoking horse over the rail- 
iug of the area, he announced his arrival by a 
thundering knock at the door, which nearly ahook 
the street. Barrington’s valet answered the 
summons, and opening the street door, beheld 
the apparition of a rough-coated Tipperary fire- 
eater, with a large stick under his arm, and the 
sleet sticking to his bushy whiskers. 

“Is your master up ?”” demanded the visitor, 
in a voice that gave some intimation of the ob- 
ject of his journey. 

“No,” answered the man. 

“Then give him my compliments, and say 
Mr. Foley (he'll know the name) will be glad to 
seo him.” 

The valet went up stairs and told his master, 
who was in bed, the purport of his visit. 

“ Then don’t let Mr. Foley in for your life,” 
said Barrington, “for it is not ahare nor a brace 
of ducks he has come to present me with.” 

The man was leaving the bed-room, when a 
Tough, wet coat pushed by him, while a thick 
voice said: 
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“By yourleave—” And at the samemoment 
Mr. Foley entered the bed-room. 

“You know my business, sir,” said he to Bar- 
rington; “I have made a journey to teach you 
manners, and it’s not my purpose to return until 
T have broken every bone in your body.” And 
the same time he cut a figure of eight with his 
shillelah before the cheval glass. 

“You do not mean to say you would murder 
me in bed,” exclaimed Daines, who had as much 
honor as cool courage. 

“No,” replied the other, “but get up as soon 
as you can.’ 

“Yes,” replied Daines, “ thet you might fell 
me the moment I put my ly out of the 
veto replied the other, “*T pled 

“No,” repli e other, pledge my 
word not to touch Jon till you are out of bed.” 

“ You wont? Upon your honor ?” 

“ Upon my honor.” 

“ That is enough,” said Daines, turning over 
and making himself comfortable, and seeming 
as though he meant to fall asleep, ‘‘I have the 
honor of an Irish gentleman, and may rest as 
safe as though I were under the castle guard.” 

The Tipperary salamander looked marvellous 
ly astonished at the pretended sleeper, but soon 

aines to snore. 

“ Halloa!” says Mr. Foley, “ aren’t you going 
to get up 7” 

“No,” said Daines, “I have the word of an 
Trish gentleman that he will not strike me in 
bed, and I am sure I am not going to get up to 
have my bones broken. I will never get up 
again. In the meantime, Mr. Foley, if you 
should want your breakfast, ring the bell; the 
best in the house is at your service. The mor- 
ing paper will be here presently, but be sure and 
air it before reading, for there is nothing from 
which a man so quickly catches cold as reading 
sdamp jouruel * And Daines affected to go t0 
sleep. 

The Tipperary hed fon in him as well as fo- 
rocity ; he could not resist the cunning of the 
counsel : 

“Get up, Mr. Barrington, for in bed or out of 
bed, I have not the pluck to hurt so droll s 
heart.” 

The result was that less than an hoor after- 
wards, Daines and his intended murderer were 
sitting down to a warm breakfast, the latter only 
intent upon assaulting a dish of smoking chops. 





NEW VIEW OF VACATIONS. 

The London News says it is held that bankers, 
clerks, cashiers and others in situations of trast, 
are not only entitled to occasional relaxation, 
bat ought to be compelled to absent themselves 
for a time now and then, from their places ©! 
business, because thus much fraud may be pre 
vented. While a fraudulent person is ot the 
spot and vigilant, he can keep his irregularities 
safe, but if you send him away to Southend or 
Herne Bay, you break the thteads of his plot 
and he ia pretty sure to be found out. So 10 
a clerk who wants a holiday seems to have anew 
and proud claim to one, ** I should like to hare 
a little sea air,” will henceforth mean, “examine 
my books, compare my balances—I am totus teres 


atque rotundus”’ And aman never taking * 
holiday—always a bad sign—will now be almost 
enough to waraus a call A 198. 
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her bracelet, an ornament she has always prised 
very highly, becanse thoce three jewels with 
which it is set are so rare—” 

“ Well, well,” interrapted the elder brother, 
impatiently, “valuable as it is, why should I 
want to steal it? I have wealth eufficient to 
gtatify my most extravagant wishes.” 

“ [ know all this, Ralph,” rejoined Richard, 
in a significant tone. “I know, too, that where 
there is a propensity to evil, neither rank nor 
riches can prevent it fom working itself out. 
How can I credit your protestations of innocence, 
when I review the whole matter? The countess 
at once cathe to you to ascertain if you knew 
anything about her loses. You declared point- 
blank that you had no knowledge of it. Then 
she sent a party of London officers, with the re- 
quest that they might be allowed to search the 
house, as perhapssome of the servants had 
stolen it. With evident reluctance you co! ed, 
and the bracelet was found in your 5 
escritoire. O, Ralph! Ralph!” 

“Phe prisoner growed aloud. “I confess that 
circumstances are against me,” he said, speaking 
slowly, and with extreme difficulty, “ neverthe- 
less, I am as innocent of this crime as the dead 
father to whom you have alluded. I repeat it— 
Iam innocent! If I were dying, I would declare 
it with my last breath.” 

Richard Montrose did not spoak, but his in- 
credulous look, his scornful silence, were more 
eloquent than words. 

“You've got @ glib tongue,” retorted the 
officer, “but none of your high-flown speeches 
can move me. I’m here to see justice done. 
Come!” And again his heavy hand fell on the 
young man’s shoulder. 

How Ralph Montrose writhed, as the stern 
official began to move towards the door, dragging 
him after him. 

“O, Dick,” he shouted, “this will kill me! 
Is there no way of escape? You and I are not 
own brothers, but we had the same father; for 
his sake I conjure you to help me in my great 
extremity. Save me! O, save me—save me!” 

Still Richard was silent. 

“This officer will not heed me,” continued the 
elder brother, “bat you, yo. may have some in- 
fluence with him. Yon are a barrister, argue 
my cause with all your eloquence, Dick! Get 
him to hush ap the affair, for I can’t have it 
dragged into the light, or prove my innocence !”” 

Richard Montrose deliberated a few moments, 
and then said: 

“ Well, Ralph, I will do what I can for you; 
but do not hope too much from my interposition, 
I fear the officer is inexorable.” 


THE BARTERED BIRTHRIGHT. 


The man ‘emiled sarcastically, and whea 
Richard asked a private interview with him in 
an adjoining room, assented with the dogged air 
of one who is resolved that he will not be per 
suaded. Then, taking care to secure his pris 
oner, he followed Richard. As the two pased 
from Ralph’s presence, he flung up his arms in 
a wild, despairing gesture, and moaned ont the 
single word, “ Catharine!” Then, sinking down 
on a luxurious couch, he buried his face in the 
pillows, and lay absorbed in a painful reverie. | 
At length the door unclosed, and Richard cams | 
sofdy in. ‘ | 

“O, Dick, can you save me fiom that loath. 
some life at Newgate?” cried Ralph, leaping 
forward. 

“ Yes, yes, I think so; the officer who jus 
went hence, I have recognized as a man who 
once put himself under great obligations to me; 

I believe I can bribe him to silence.” 

Ralph’s clear, blue eyes kindled. “Then do, 
do bring him to terms, brother Dick,” he ssid, 
with impassioned earnestness, “and I—I wil 
bless you to my latest day.” 

“ Blessings alone will not suffice me,” replied 
the younger brother, a strange, sardonic smile 
flickering over his dark face, ‘‘I must haves 
more tangible reward.” 

“Reward! Name it, Dick, name it, and it 
shall be yours !” 

“You are the eldest born, the heir to the fam 
ly estates. Will you barter your birthright for 
the service you need ?” 

The young man gave a sudden start. He bal 
not expected so exorbitant a demand, and it ws 
no light thing to relinquish what he had be! 
with such pride. He moved to the window, and 
flinging back the cloud of Syrian drapery which | 
curtained it, looked out. There lay the bros 
demesne, which owned him as its master, wit 
its fair reaches of underland, its green slopes, i 
blue lakes, its shadowy old woods, with its rt 
fields of grain heaving in the night-wind, like * 
golden sea, its purpling grape-clasters, its frair 
laden boughs. Never had he so fally reslised 
what a treasure it was as at that moment, and# 
spasm of pain contracted his features, as be | 
mattered to himself : | 

“Thad thought to live and die here in ths 
place, with Catharine to share my prosperity, BY | 
happiness; but now that this disgrace has falles 
on me, I must flee. Itis beteer that Dick shoald 
have it, than that I should wear out my life withit 
the walls of Newgate!” And witha sad resolre 
pictured on every lineament, he turned 
his brother. “ I willeomply with the conditions,” 
he said, moarnfully, “ my birthright is yourt.” 


Beno 
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* THE BARTERED BIRTHRIGHT. 


“One thing more, Ralph. Catharine Tracy 
was betrothed to you in your childhood, with the 
understanding that you were to be the heir of 
our father’s wealth and position. You have 
given up the heisship—will you abandon all 
claims to Kate?” 

“No, no, I cannot—she loves me—she will 
believe in my innocence—she will cling to me 
like a true women! No, Dick, I can’t barter her 
with the family estates.” 

“Then take the hard lot of afelon! Ihall 
not shield you from exposure, unless you relin- 
quish Catharine also!” 

For a time the young man stood aghast. He 
thought of Catharine, so pare, so fair, s0 proud, 
too, and his heart grew heavy. 

“T will not seek to bow her stately head in 
shame,” he said, at length, in a half-aundible 
tone. “Richard, the Rubicon of my destiny is 
crossed—I give up even Catharine!” 

“ Very well,” was the cool reply, and Dick 
Montrose bent low over the bracelet he had been 
swinging in his hand, to hide the gleam of tri- 
umph that shot into his basilisk eyes. “There 
is yet another condition,” he murmured. 

“ What is it?” 

“TT wish you to leave the country without a 
parting interview with Kate Tracy.” 

Again Ralph hesitated, but finally said, in a 
low, sad tone: 

“ At first I thought I couldn’t consent to this, 
but on reflection, it seems the best thing I can do. 
A meeting—a farewell under such circumstances 
—O, Dick, they would only deepen my mixery ! 
And now, how can we manage about the theft ?” 

“ Why, I will bribe the officer to declare that 
no clue to the missing gewgaw has been found 
here. Then I will write an anonymous letter to 
the countess, and enclose it in a package with 
the bracelet. In the letter I will state ttiat the 
pangs of a guilty conscience have driven the un- 
known thief to return the stolen property.” 

The young man’s brow knit, his proud lips 
curled. 

“Villain as you think me,” he mattered, 
this is the first fraud in which I ever partici- 
pated. It galls me to act a lie, but I shall thus 
escape the stigma of a felon, the public trial, the 
@isgraceful imprisonment. Ishall leave England 
to-night—” 

“But before you go,” interposed the younger 
brother, “ you will give me a deed of transfer.” 

“ Yes; who shall draw up the paper?” 

“The village notary ; I will send for him.” 

With these words Richard Montrose grasped 
a. bell-cord and rang violently. The servant who 
answered the summotts was despatched to the 
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notary, and in a few moments that worthy was 
seated at his task in the library of Montrose 
Hall. It was like signing his own death-warrant 
for Ralph to give his signature, but he went 
through with the formula, and then hastened to 
take a farewell survey of the interior of the old 
mansion. 

“ Welt, Dick,” he said hoarvely, as they stood 
together on the threshold, “‘ we shall never meet 
again. Take good care of the homestead, and 
the tenantry, and~—and—Catharine—my Catha- 
rine—if you succeed in winning her; deal very 
gently with ber woman’s heart. Good-by, Dick 
—a long, long good-by.” 

Silently the two brothers clasped hands ; then 
Ralph stole down the massive sandstone steps, 
and across the great park, shadowy with giant 
trees, and haunted by graceful deer, and as he 
moved on into the cold, pitiless world, ever and 
anon casting back a wild, wistful gaze, such as 
Adam might have tarned toward Bden, when 
the voice of God had said “ Begone!” and the 
banishing angels waved their swords of flame 
from its fair walls. 

“While Ralph Montrose: was bartering his 
birthright, and even his betrothed bride, a wo- 
man stood watching and waiting for him at a 
trysting place, where they had often met. That 
woman was Catharine Tracy. She was a su- 
perb creature, with tall and exquisitely pro- 
portioned form, a faultless cast of features, a 
rich, creamy complexion, eyes like the blae of 
the sammer sky, and masses of soft, wavy hair, 
“brown in the shadow and gold in the sun! 
There was unmistakable pride in the curl of her 
red lips and the arch of her white and stately 
neck, and yet, with her patrician grace of man- 
ner blended the warm blash, the flitting smile, 
and all the sweet unrest, which betokens joyous 
expectancy. At length, as the chime of the 
monastery bells broke upon her ear, she started. 

“Why, where can he be?” she murmured. 
“ He said that he should be here ere the old bell 
had told the honor of nine, and now it is ten, and 
still he comes not. I never waited thus before; 
he has always waited for me, and most impa- 
tienty, too. Hark! what’s that noise? He's 
coming through the copse yonder, I know.” And 
the fair speaker sprang forward with childish 
eagemoss, face in a glow, every move of her 
frame thrilliig, and a glad light revelling in her 
soft, azure eyes. 

But Ralph Montrose did not emerge from 
the shadows of the copse, and a shade of disap- 
pointment settled over the lady’s features, 

“Not yet, not yet, Kate,” she said, aloud, 
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“ you must wait a little longer. That was bata 
night-bied stirring the shrubbery.” 

‘With these weeds she sank down on the moss- 
grown roek, from which ehe hed risen a few mo- 
ments before, and gave herself up to a pleasant 
train of thought, for no enspicion of evil had 
crossed her brain. And was it merely » bisd 
that hadmade snch a lead rastling in the copse ? 
No; concealed by its thick roof of leaves and 
boughs, a female Sgere had crouched down to 
watch and to listen. Not a look, or a motion of 
the stately Catharine was lost.apon the watcher, 
and at length she left the copese, and stole into 
the deep shade of « pollard willow so near the 
maiden that she could have touched her white, 
gausy dress. Another hour dragged by, aud 
then Catharine was onee more aroused by the 
snusical peal of the eld bells. 

“Eleven!” she cried, starting to her feet. “O, 
my God! why has he motcome? Can anything 
have befallen him? It must be so, for he-weald 
not-willingly disappotat me, whom he says he 
loves as he never dreamed he was capeble of 
loving.” And she began to pace the greensward 
in extreme agitation. 

“You ‘are Catharine Tracy?” mattered a 
voice in her ear—a voice-s0 hollow, so unearthly, 
that it chilled the blood in her veins. 

She glanced round. There, close beside her, 
stood a tall, dark, gipseyish weman. Robed in 
black from head to foot, and with waves of raven 
hair floating around a dusk face, stormy with 
-warring passions, and lighted up by a pair ef 
dark, wild, lembent eyes, she seemed a strange, 
ill-omened shadow on the moon-rising of that 
sommer night. : 

“You are Catharme Tracy?” she sat 


again. 

“Yes,” gasped the maiden, trembiing under 
the fixed gaze of those fieree eyes. 

“ And you are awaiting your lover, the young 
heir of Montrose ?” continued the woman. 

“Yes, yes, and—and—I am sick at heart be- 
eanse he docs not come,” faltered Catharine, for- 
getting in her anxiety, the reserve which was 
habitnal to her in the presence of straagers. 

A peculiar smile flickered over the dusky face 
of her companion, and then faded, leaving the 
features as rigid as if they had been hewn from 
marble. ‘ 

“He will not meet you here togight, ledy,” 
she said, in a hoarse whisper, “‘hé' has pressing 
business to keep him away, but he sends you by 
me these sweet flowers, and a thonsand regrets 
and good wishes.” : 

As she spoke, she drew forth a small, but ex- 
quisite bouquet, wet-with dew. Eagerly Catha- 








rine's finger tightened arownd the. gift, bet cre 
sho conld compose herself sufficiently to speek 
her thanks, the woman had genc. 

“Dear, dear Ralph!” murmured the maiden 
softly, when she again foand hereelf‘alone, “I 
have not waited in vain, for next to hisom 
presence, I value the flowers he sends mt.” 
And gathering her light shawl more closely 
about her, she struck inte a narrow path, leading 
homeward. 

In less than half an bear Catharine Trey 
had reached her chamber, and sat down toe 
amine her gift by the glow of the crystal lamp 
on the soilet-stand. Never had she seea soc 
blossoms before; they were cariously shaped, 
and blood-red im hue, mottled with dashe ef 
golden brense. Tho perfame which drifted op 
from their,gorgeous petals was strangely subi, 
and yet sweet as the otto, distilled from Cab 
mere roses. Twisted in among the leaves, wa 
a skp of paper, om which was traced the fn 
written message she had ever received from tx 
heir of Montrose. It ran thus: 

“My own CaTHarine,—A Londen attoray 
has just arrived at the hall for she purpose o 
transacting some most important bosiness, a 
Es tarae le eareer wens mie 

a 
the old trytting place. How my beat ela 
against any necessity, which keeps me long {roa 
your side. How I yearn to fly to i ‘to-night, 
to tell you again of my absorbing love for you 
and listen once more to the story of your om 
Bat aince I cannot come, I send you these for 
ers ; I foand them to-day as i was dug 
through a mountain gorge in pursuit of s dea. 
Their beanty is almost as rare as yours; thei 
perfume as sweet as the incense of your low 
Accept them es my simple gift—cherish then 
for my sake, and believe me asever, . | 
“ Devotedly yours, RaLrs. 

Proud Kate Tracy read this with tears of oy 
moistening her bins eyes, and lay down to ro 
with the precions bouquet on her pillow. Itv# 
somewhat past midnight, when a tall and clely 
mofited form darted toward the grest, rambling, 
old manor house of the Tracya, bownded up ¥ 
balcony steps, and pressed through the balfopes 
window of Kate’s room. The chamber ¥# 
strangely still,.and the solemn bash seemed # 
startle she intruder. 

“ Great heavens!” she mattered, ‘how deat 
like this silence ie. She will never wake agtit! 
T am too late—too late!” 

At that moment Kate Tracy stirred in be 
slumber ; her breath came gasping up, a» sh 
began to murmur incoherently. A wild shriek 
broke from the pallid lipsof the mysterious vis- 
tant; she sprang to the bedside, and seizing 
beautiful sleeper’s arm, cried = 
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“Catharine—Catharine Tracy, rouse yo— 
rouse ye! Rouse ye, I say!” 

A slight tremor passed: over the maiden’s 
frame, her drowsy eyes unclosed and wandered 
with a vacant stare around the apartment. Quick 
as thought, the intrader snaicted the bouquet 
which had been lying on the pillow, end fung it 
from the window. Them she turned again toward: 
Catharine, and drawing a quaimt finek from the 

. folds of her robe, dusted its couteats into her’ 
face. Now the pale featares began to work con- 
vulsively ; the orbs.beneatie that fair brow grew 
laminous with the light of reason, and Catharine 
Tracy recognized the woman who had given her 
those rare flowers, and Ralpt’s nota. As slic 

' met her glance, she recalled the pleasure the 

' bouquet had afforded her, and smiled. 

“ Aba,” mattered the straager, “ if you keew 

' all you would not smile on me. Girl, had I not 
repented of my purpose, you weuld have been 

| dead in another hour.” 

“Dead?” gasped Catharine. “@Q, this mast 

1 be some horrible dream.” 

‘ “May, nay, it is real enough. Kate Tracy, 

' 

| 


you have to-night escaped very near dying by 
mry hand” 
1 She paased, bat the maidem was too much 
' shocked te speak, aud she.went on: 

“ I was desperate; a demon had taken posses- 
sion of me, and I shut my ears to the voice of my 
good genius, and listened only tw the tempter. 
Ralph Montrose did not send you thove flowers ; 
I sought them out for you, because I knew their 
scent was a deadly poison. Your lover never 
weote that note—I forged it to mislead you !” 

“And why—why di@ yoo wish to take my 
life *”’ gasped Catharine. 

“EF had made a mistake—almost a fatal mis- 
take with regard te you. I believed you loved 
and were beloved by Richard, not Ralph! I 
thoaght Richard the heir of Montrose, and when 
I saw you waiting there under the willow, 3 
madly carried out the vile plan I had fermed.” 

<< And how did you discover your error?” 

«<I will tell you. Ae E sat by the gipsey camp 
fire om the hill-side yonder, one of my own race, 
@ person I can trast, came to bring me the tid- 
ings that I had been deceived—that my terrible 
revenge had fatien on the innocent.” 

«« And then you regretted the evil you had 
dome ?”’ said Catharine, inquirmgly. 

«* Regretted! ay, that is too wesk a word to 
express whet I felt. My fierce Zineali blood 
ceased to boil—my heart seemed to stand still 
with dzead—remore, like a .serpent’s tooth, 
gnawed st my very vitals. I hastened to make 
‘eparation ; I few to your chamber with a flask 
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of liquid which had rendered: me preof against 
the peison ; I roused you from your trance. And 
now I leave you, it is not.likely thatthe winding 
path of the gipsey queca: will ever cross. yours 
again, Farewell.” 

She was about to tany away, wheo Catharine 
grasped her hand : 

“ You-say that the nete you: brought me was 
forged,” she faltered ; “bat perhaps you have 
seen Ralph to-nigt—perkape you can tell me: 
why he did not keep his appointment 1” 

The women: shook her bead: “No,” she re- 
plied, “I keow nothing aboutit; I never saw 
him. It isonly a week since I reached Ragland, 
only twenty-four hoars eimce I-encamped with 
my roving horde amseng the hills of Westmore- 
land.” She paused, and: stood gazing at Kate a 
few moments, her weirdeyes softening the while, 
“ Girl,” she resumed, in.» tremalous tone, “ whea 
I wae concealed in the copse, I heard you mur. 
mur to yourself that youshad never before waited 
in. vain for your lever. It is no pleasant task to 
prophesy evil to those whose lives have. been. 
like # sammer. day, but I fear this is merely the 
beginning of soreowe. Some men are fickle as- 
the changing wind !” 

“ Bat Balph is not one of theee—he would 
not willingly dleappoiat me.” 

“ You-thiak 90 new, bat you may yet learn. 
the lesson I have learned. I loved his brother . 
Richard with all the wild, passionate devotion 
of my natere; and O, how entirely I ‘trusted 
him! Why, I should as coon have believed tho 
stars would fall, as that he could prove faithless, . 
But there came # time—e weary time—when I 
watehed and waited for him in vain. He left 
Spain without even a cold farewell. Catherine 
Tracy, the race of Montrose is a false race! 
Take heed to your young heart—do not love 
this Ralph too deeply—remember the gipsey 
queen and her warning!” 

‘Phe next moment sie was gone. Catharine 
sank back upen her pillow and tried to banish 
the impression thé. stranger had produced ; bet. 
she could not, and ere long she sprang up and 
hastily robing herself, strayed down inco the 
grounds which lay fair and green arouad the old 
manor-house. In the gray dawn of the morn- 
ing ske stood. ieaning over = wall that divided a 
barley-fteld wthe high road. Sho had not 
been there more than five minutes when the rat- 
tling of carriage wheels aptracted her attention, 
and in smother instant she saw the London mail- 
coach sweeping towards her. At firet she gave 
it a careless glance, then every faculty of her 
being seemed absorbed in the wondering gaze 
she fixed upen it; fer through the open window 
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she caught a glimpee of Ralph Montrose. He 
was very pale, but when he perceived her by the 
roadside, he started as if a ghost had risen before 
him ; a deep glow shot iato his cheek like a 
plague spot, and he bent on her a wild, wistfal 
look that haunted her long afterwards. Then 
he drew back into the corner of the vehicle, and 
Catharine saw another face peering out at her— 
the dark, bright, bewitching face of a beaatifal 
danseuse, who had come down to Westmoreland 
to recruit, after the spring campaign at Covent 
Garden. She and Ralph Montrose were the 
only occupants of the coach, and a strange pang 
shot through Catharine's heart, ‘as they dashed 
past. The gipsey’s warning hed aroused the 
demon, Donbe, and now a thousand suspicions 
began to throng ber brain. Ralph had failed to 
keep his tryst with her, yet there he was in the 
London mail-coach, with 8 noted beauty and 
coqmette. Coulé it be that the piquant French 
girl had turned the head of the proud heir of 
Montrose, and made him forgetful of his allegi- 
ance to her* Alas! poor Kate Tracy could not 
answer this query to her own satisfaction, and it 
was with a heavy heart that she went back to the 
manor-house, 

“ Perhaps,” she said ‘to herself, after an bour 
of calm reflection, ‘‘ perhaps Ralph will come in 
the course of the day, and explain these myste- 
rious things.” 

But hours dragged by, and Ralph came not. 
At length the housekeeper rnshed into her room, 
her face flashed, her plump forin in a perfect 
tremor. 

“ O, lack a-day! my lady,” she cried, “ there’s 
such a terrible story afloat—the whole neighbor 
hood is ringing with it.” 

“Well,” rejoined Catharine, “ you know I am 
not over-fond of gossip.” 

“ To be sure, ma'am, I know that,” continued 
the woman, “ but this story concerns you more 
than anybody else—'tis abuut young Mr. Mon. 
trose. They say he got into bad habits while he 
‘was on the continent, bat that down here in the 
country and away from temptation he done 
nicely till he went mp to London last spring.” 

“And what then?” queried the maiden, 
breathlessly. 

“Why, he came across some, old asso- 
ciates—French gamblers—and pre high, and 
lost, and lost, and lost, till he found himself a 
ruined man, and was forced to sellghis birthright 
to Mr. Richard to avoid being imprisoned for 
debt! And—and—” ‘I'he woman hesitated a 
Troment, and then added, “It’s hard to tell you 
all, my lady—” 
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rious wave of the hand ; “keep nothing back—I 
can bear it.” 

“Well, they say, too, that he is going to for- 
eign parts, and left Westmoreland early this 
morning with—with that bold piece of a dancer 
who took lodgings at the village inn a month or 
two ago. Nay, more, ma’am, they whisper it 
round that he fell in love with her in Londos, 
the last time he was there, and that she cam 
here on his account.” And now the garrulow 
house-keeper stopped short, terror-stricken by 
the wild grief mirrored in Catharine Tracy's 
pale face. ‘O, my lady!” she began, afters 
brief silence, “ what can I do for you ?” 

“Nothing! Leave me alone.” 

‘When the door had closed upon the woma, 
Catharine uttered one shrill cry, and sank sense 
Jess tothe floor. How long she lay thus abe did 
not know, but when she awoke from her lethargy, 
darkness had gathered in her chamber, and she 
could see the stats above the tall poplars which 
shaded her window. Asthe recollection of what 
had just passed came back to her, the wretched 
girl tried to think of it calmly, but every effort 
at self-command was in vain; she was weak os 
8 child, and with her head bowed in humiliation 
and sorrow, she burst into tears. At length she 
heard s tap at the door, and hastened to open it 

“ Young Mr. Montrose is in the parlor,” said 
the old porter. ‘ 

Catharine’s heart gave a sadden bound. 

“Tt was all false,” she murmured. “ 
has come!” And away she glided, flushed and 
smiling. 

Bat she grew deadly pale again, when, on ea- 
tering the parlor, she saw Richard, not Ralph 
Montrose. He advanced to meet her, with a 
hurried step; she held out her hand in silence, 
for she was for the moment dumb with griel 
and disappointment. 

“Miss Tracy,” he began, in a constrained 
manner, “I am the bearer of unwelcome tidings. 
My brother—” 

“ I—I—I know all,” gasped Catharine ; “he 
has bartered his birthright, given up me, his be 
trothed bride, and left the country with a Freach 
ballet-girl 1” 

“You speak bitterly,” rejoined Richard 
Montrose ; “and no wonder that youdo. You 
have been foully wronged, and I could not rest 
till I had come to tell you how much I regret that 
a brother of mine should have proved so base!” 

A painfal silence followed this remark, bet 
finally Kate summoned strength to say: 

“T suppose, sir, I ought to thank you for your 
solicitude; but to-night I am in no mood 


“Speak ont,” cried Catharine, with an impe- | talk. Some other time I will discuss the matter.” 
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The young man muttered a confused reply, 
and bowed himself out of the room, not a litle 
disconcerted at the unsatisfactory termination of 
the interMew. Catharine hastened back to her 
room, and gave herself up to the storm of pas- 
sion which came sweeping over her. That 
night, in the inmost recess of her soul, she made 
a deep, dark grave, and buried the love she 
believed dead. That night, too, in her wild 
agony, the pride which is sometimes born of 
suffering, arose and began to sit regnant where 
love had budded, blossomed and withered away. 
Three days later, she and Richard Montrose 
again met, and he at once noticed that her man- 
nex had more than its olden stateliness. She 
was the first to broach the eubject of Ralph’s 
misconduct. 

“ Mr. Montrose,” she said, firmly, “when I 
last saw you, I dared not trust myself to speak 
of your brother’s strange course! Since then, I 
have thought it all over; he'is not worthy of a 
trae woman's love! I shall not break my heart 
for him!” 

“Aha!” chuckled Richard, as he left her pres- 
ence; “the fair Catharine will yet be mine! 
What love could not do, the proud Tracy spirit 
will!” 

‘Whether this prophecy proved true, we shall 
soon see. : 





“ When. Ralph bartered his birthright, he of- 
fered to abandon all claims to your hand! Litsle 
did he think that what he gave up so lightly, 
seemed to me the greatest treasure in the wide, 
wide world! O, Kate, if you would but sanction 
his transfer, my cup of happiness would be full 
to overflowing!” 

‘The speaker, as our readers will suspect, was 
none other than Richard Montrose. Months 
had passed since his brother’s flight, and now he 
stood with Kate Tracy in a rustic porch of the 
old manor-house. But though he had spoken 
with such earnestness, the girl remained silent. 

“ Kate,” he continued, “I have loved you 
from boyhood! Even when you were Ralph’s 
afflanced wife, my heart claimed you as its bride 
elect! My love for you has been the one great 
passion of my life!” , 

“Ay, say you so, Richard ?” exclaimed Cath- 
arine, with a slight vein of irony in her tone. 
“ Did you never in your travels pour a similar 
confession into other ears 1” 

«« No, upon my honor as a gentleman you are 

‘the only woman who can declare with truth that 
I ever spoke to her of love!” 

Catharine hesitated a moment, and then went 

on to tell him of her meeting with the gipsey 
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queen, and the revelations the strange creature 
had made. At first he started, and the blood. 
surged to his swart brow in a crimson tide; but 
he soon regained his composure, and ere Cath- 
arine had finished her recital, he was ready with 
an answer. 

“When you began your disclosure, dear 
Kate,” he said, quickly, “I thought it but a foul 
slander, fabricated by these lying gipseys for 
some selfish purpose; but now I believe I seo. 
through the whole. You know my cousin, 
Richard Montrose Walsingham. Well, I am 
sorry to say that while travelling in Spain, the 
wild fellow got into a flirtation with a beautefal 
gipecy girl, and fearing the vengeance of her 
people, laid aside his surname and figured as. 
Richard Montrose. I heard that the infuriated 
zincali had followed him to England, and it 
must have been she who tried to poison you! 
Are you satisfied 7” 

“ Yes,” said Catharine, for his version ef the 
affair, related in such apparent good faith, 
seemed very plausible; and besides, the present 
heir of Montrose had been regarded as man of 
honor throughout the neighborhood. 

“And now, Kate,” he resumed, ‘‘ what answer 
shall I have to my pleading? May I hope?” 

“ Hope!” echoed the girl.; “not for my love,. 
TRichard—I have none to give! Bat if csteem. 
will content you, I will be yours!” 

“Dear, dear Kate,” murmured the young 
man, “I would far rather have your esteem than 
the love of other women. Henceforth I shall 
call you my own Catharine!” 

Thus Catharine Tracy was betrothed the. 
second time, but all on her part was cold, hol- 
low, formal. There was no bright blush, no 
sweet smile, no gentle love-light in the proud, 
calm eyes ! 

“A pest on that meddling gipsey !” muttered 
Richard Montrose, as he rode away toward the 
old hall; “‘I didn’t dream sho had grown s0 
desperate. I shall have to be on the look-out, or 
she will break up the match !” 

A wild, scornfal laugh greeted his ears at this 
jancture, and turning, he saw the very person of 
whom he had been speaking. Her cheek burned, 
her eyes flashed fire, her thin lip curled and 


quivered..ga she regarded him. 
“ e-cried ; “I understand you ‘now. 
Thrice; I came to England, you have 


deluded me into the belief that you still loved 
me; but.st last I see you as you are. You just 
said you didn’t dream J had grown so dogperate. 
Great heavens! I’ve had enough to make ms 
desperate—wrong upon wrong; slight upon 


slight! And I’m not the only one who has re- 
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solved that, st this late hour, justice shall bé | Richard growled an oath, amd turned to flee; 


done me. My pbople are awake!” 

“Yes!” exclaiméd a sharp-toned voice; and 
a till, manly figare stepped forward. “I sup- 
pose, Richard Montrose, you thought you could 
wrong one of our lawless race, and go unpun- 
ished. Bot you shall know to the ¢ontrary. 
You are in our power—marry my slighted sis- 
ter to-night, or the mystery of the bartered birth- 
Yight slratl be proclaimed from the housetops !” 

Richard Montrose trembled ; his brain whirled, 
is sight grew dim. 

“Let me thik a moment,” he faltered. 

And the two drew back a little. _ 

“ Well,” nmétered Montrose to himself, “it 
will not do to have their wrath! By some 
meats, they havé pried into my affairs, and it 
would be utter ruin to havé them blazoned to 
the world. Besides, the mummery of a gipsey 
marriage is not binding. By my faith, I’ll agree 
to itr” 

‘Three hours later, he wad on his way to the 
gipsey encampment with thé chief, while Zaleme, 
the girl whose love he had won for a pastime, 
hastened off in advance f) make ready for the 
Wedding. It was # glotious May night; the 
hedgerows were in bloom, the trees clothed with 
delicate green, and the grass soft and bright, 
while overhead the stars glittered in pale, serene 
splendor. The camping-ground of the gipseys 
looked very pittaresque, with the watch-fire 
blazing high, and the swart zincali men gathered 
ry . 

“Zaleme is in the tett, yonder,” said one, 
“but the bridal proéédsion will soon come 
forth 1” 

‘The next moment the white wall of the tent 
rolled up, and the gipsey queen emerged, clad in 
a gorgeous dress of scarlet and blue, and with 
her graceful head richly gurlanded. But with 
what horror and amazement Richard Montrose 
gazed at the persons following her! Among the 
dark-browed gipseys of the tribe, he saw Ralph, 
with fair Kate Tracy lemming on his arm, and 
the London official, who hdd found the Countess 
of Witterton’s bracelet it his step brother's 
escritoire! 

“‘What—what does all this 
gasped out. 

’ “Mean? Why, that justice is to be done!” 
cried the officer. ‘I have seen my érror—I am 
Here to confess what I know of your vilianyi I 
sim ready to ptove, before any court in the 
kingdom, that you stole the countess’s bracelet, 
hid it in your brother’s-eacritoire, to which yon 
gained access by false Keys, aud hired me to 
play a rascally part.” 


mean?” he 


but the strong arm of a sturdy policemen 
grasped him, and he heard the words : 

“Richard Montrose, you are arrested*for theft 
and frand!” 

“I know now why Ralph bartered his birth- 
right!” said Catharine, moving to his side; “I 
know, too, that it was by the merest accident the 
French ballet girl took passage in the seme 
coach with him. I know, too, that it was noe 
lightly he gave me up !” 

By this time, the country péople had become 
aware of what was passing at tho gipsey en- 
camputent, and gathered in crowds on the hili- 
side. They called loudly for ‘“ Mr. Ralph,” and 
stepping forward, he said with deep carnestness : 

“Friends, I thank God that Ican stand before 
you, and assert that the foul calumnies you have 
beard are false as the heart which fabricated 
them. One thing, however, I still regret—it is 
that in my weak dread of disgrace, I tried te 
hosh up the matter. It would have been a 
thousand times more worthy of my manhood, 
to have met it boldly!” 

A succession of cheers greeted this remark. 

“Another round of cheers for one who de- 
serves them more than I—the gipsey quéen !” 
added Ralph; and again wild shouts Went ring- 
ing up into the night-sky. 

Zuleme’s dark eyes aronfiety ‘with tears, 
and turning to Ralph and ine, she said : 

“When I first came to Westmoreland, my 
heart was fall of mad purposes. But the re- 
morse I felt after having made that attempt to 
poison you, Kate Tracy, aroused me to & sense 
of what I was. Since then, Ihave been a dif- 
ferent woman—my gipsey nature has softened ! 
I shall give myself tp to revenge #o more I” 

‘Then, fixing her keen glance on the foiled 
Richard Montrose, she mattered : 

“ Richard, you came hither to sce a wedding. 
You shall not be disappointed! I have learned 
to love another—a countryman of yours—not 
wildly, as I loved you, but with a riper, deeper 
passion.” 

As she spoke, 4 sturdy peasatt drew ber arm 
within his own and led het to a waiting clergy- 
man, and a few moments afterward, Zuteme left 
the gipsey camp for a calmer, more rational life. 

A month later, aimid the jubilant peal of 
church-bells, the bright flowers strewn by village 
maidens, and the smiles sd blessings of his 
tenantry, Ralph Montrose led his fait Catharine 
to the altar, and long, long afterwatd, by many 
an English hearth-stone, mén, woihen and 
children reliktedd fhe stage woty OF Tite 
Bagraen Bitrittiatr. 
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‘THs MEMENTO. 


BY EDWARD 8. BLLIS. 





It Mes before me, like the pearl 
Rescued from crystal ocean's cave, 
‘fais long forgotten, golden curl, 
‘That speaks of one beyont the grave. 


Pere is within it still a gleam 

Of years that long, ah, long Have flowi— 
A tinie when life was all ¢ dream, 

‘When ite great sorrows wore unknown. 


Fat back upon the waste of life, 

A cherished, mournful spot appetirs, 
Divided from this scene of strife 

By 8 long, empty aisle of years. 


One suinmer eve that curl was placed 
Within my trembling, wafting hand, 
And time the words have ne'er effaced: 
“We meet again fn yonder land.” 
He died, and now is waiting there 
Until my sands of life have run, 
Until that land seems not afar, 
And lifé’s sad work is well nigh done. 


THE DUMB PAINTER OF LOGRONO. 








BY WILLIAM B. OLIVER. 


‘Tae warm, glowing afterttoon of a Spanish 
day was waning to its simset; and the dimness 
of the room, wheré Maraqaita was sitting, was 
lighted up by little flecks of western rays that 
came through the lattices and played upon her 
white dress and the cool white of the marble 
floor. 

She was sitting upon a couch of light com 
struction, the whole being twisted ftom canes; 
while her small feet, with their delicate silken 
etippers, were resting tpon snother couch of the 
same material. Around hor swept the waves of 
lier long black Bair, which shé was cofling aad 
uncoiling alternately—aow gathering the heavy 
Masses into one or two lotg, rich braids, and 
then flinging dowh the wreath of tresses, until 
they covered her like a bridal veil. 

‘The poor little Spanish maiden was evidently 
ill at ¢ase. The elastic loange, apon whieh her 
slender figure was suppotted, swayed and bent 
with her nervous movetnents; and the pet dog 
that lay beside her, vainly trylitg to lick her 
hand, seemed astonished that it would not lie 
still long enough for the operation. 

© What can I do, Max?” she said, addressing 
the dog. “I am a silly little maiden, and I 
dread to have it found out that I am so. Here 
are ny good father and mother, in whose eyes 
I have been all perfection, and who thought that 
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even this grandiose Don Carlos was not more 
thun half good enough for me, will now believe 
that the spirit of evil has taken me. Max, you 
aré 4 good dog, but I don’t believe you have wit 
estvugh to get poor Marayuita de Mona ont of 
this difftenlty.” 

Max laid his paw dpow her arm, cloged and! 
uriclosed his éyes, and looked as wise as some 
others might, when expecting a tale of confi- 
dence from a young daztuel; but Maraquita’s 
playful mood had passed, and she rose and 
paced the room with restless steps. 

By this time, the sub had sunk ont of sight; 
and the voice of Don Albert de Mona, caliag 
to his damghter to be ready for a drive to the 
Plaza, was heard, as He descended the stairs and 
knocked at the deor. 

“Not to-night, father,” she answered ; “I am 
ill. My hed sehes horribly. Pray excuse me! 
I will remain here qticdy ondil you end my 
mother retern.” & 

“Well, the afternoon hag been sultry. Lie 


down end rest while we are absent. Shall I call 
your maid 7”? 

“No, father; Ido not need her. I sbalf be 
better atone.” 


Better alone! Ah, Donna Maraguita! thy 
poor father is deceived, but thea eanst not hide 
it to thyself that it is onty to see the handsome 
painter of Logrono, that thou siftest braiding thy 
midnight kair—omly to watch him, as he comes 
down the street in the twilight, and as he looks 
up with eager glance at the lattice, to throw a 
moss rose-bud at his feet. Thou knowest, too, 
thdt at that token, he will ventare to enter thy 
‘presence, and that bis Nps will grest thee as the 
one dearest to his heart. Not with words will be 
that greeting, but with another laggnage, always 
under'stood—the language of hisses. 

No, not with words—for the painter, Navar- 
ette, is both deaf and damb! But there is no 
need of words for lovers. Atany rate, I knew 
8 married eouple, who, when they were lovers, 
sat all day, and almost every day, ata window, 
looking straight imto each other’s eyes, and nos 
uttering a word. And so with these two! They 
met and parted, with only the soul’s telegraphic 
signals, and they needed no echo front the Hips. 

Dorma Maraquita had been invited by a 

i. some months before, to visit the studio of 
ernanties Ximénes Navarette, to seo # 
painting of the Virgin which he had 

recently executed. This young painter, who wus 
catled El Mado, from his misfortune, was rap- 
idly gaining fame; and this very painting was 
the great steppimg-stone to public fevor. The 
excitable Spaniards warmed with eethusissm a¢ 


fe, 


spa: 


the beauty of the head, which was said to have 
been copied from that of the artist’s mother, 
Donna Catalina Ximenes. 

Among the many who visited the picture, 
were Don Albert and his daaghter. The beauty 
of the painting, the filial, admiring reverence of 
the artist in taking his mother’s head as a model, 
the “silent world ” in which he lived, all wrought 
upon the susceptible imagination of the young 
girl, and from thenceforward, El Mudo was 
associated in all her dreams. 

On his part, he had seen a vision of-beauty 
such as he thought he had never before beheld ; 
and yet it must have been only the sympathetic 
and cordial manner of Donna Maraquita that 
induced the thonght—for although she was in- 
deed noble-looking, and with a grace blended 
with dignity, yet 90 had many others. 

Again and again she came, sometimes accom- 
panied by her father, but oftener alone; and at 
Inst, the painter was delighted to find that she 
could converse freely with him in the deaf and 
dumb alphabet. With what joy he now related 
to her his whole life—its mournful childhood and 
youth;when no sound of bird or breeze or hu- 
man voice could reach his ear! and how he used 
to go wandering for whole days, through pictare 
galleries, until the idea seized upon him that he 
too must paint! and how that, ever since that 
hour, he had lived in a higher and more exalted 
sphere, and was no longer the lonely man, apart 
from his fellow-creatures, but that his art was 
the one grand link that bound him and them 
together. - . 

And what more did Fernandes impart? He 
told her, too, that the moment he saw her, he 
felt that she was to be the connecting one be- 
tween him and happiness. 

“And yet how—O, how can I take you from 
the living, speaking music of the world and bind 
you to the speechless silence that ever surrounds 
me?” x 

Her trembling fingers telegraphed to his mind 
that she sought no higher destiny. It was 
enongh for the affectionate girl, that he loved 
her. She would give worlds that his lips could 
speak; but her love could never be lcssened 
because they were silent. 

Bat how to break the tidings to. her parents, 
was now the grand object of her solicitude; 
on this very night, she had promised reroll 
that it shonld be told them. He came at 
twilight, held a brief interview with her, and 
then left her to tell what he felt it impossible for 
him to make them comprehend. 

‘When Don Albert and his wife returned, they 
heard all from the lips of the trembling girl. 
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Tenderly as they loved her, they could not give 
her up to a fate like this. They entreated her 
not to give him-any hope; their decision now 
could never be reversed. Maraquita yielded to 
their tears, what she could not have done to 
their commands ; but the storm in her soul was 
no less severe. Her parting with Fernandez, 
the next day, was a terrible scene. The sight of 
his dumb and powerless anguish was more af- 
fecting than the most impassioned speech. The 
only consolation which he could receive, was the 
solemn assurance of her continued affection. 

They parted—Maraquita to her lonely room, 
which no persuasion could induce her to leave, 
and Fernandez to the country villa, where his 
mother lived in quiet grandeur; for it was not 
poverty that induced her son to paint,’but to fill 
the time hanging so wearily upon a person with 
his privation. 

All the comfort which the mother could im- 
partto his mute agony, was given; but the 
wound was deep and lasting. He had no time, 
however, to give to grief; for he was summoned 
to Madrid, by Philip II, and appointed painter 
to the king, with a pension of two hundred 
ducats. Here he painted the Shepherds an- 
nouncing the birth of our Saviour; and his rep- 
resentation of them was so exquisite, that every 
one exclaimed, “What beautifal shepherds!” 
This exclamation afterwards became the name 
of thia painting, it being everywhere known 4s 
the “‘ Beautiful Shepherds.” 

Still Meraquita mourned, in almost utter lone- 
linesa, the loss of her lover. Still did Donns 
Catalina cherish bitterness towards her whom 
she could not acquit of coquetry towards her 
innocent and unfortunate son. Every one con- 
cerned in the affair was uohappy. Ion Albert 
and his wife were miserable, for although Mars- 
quita made no complaint, her pale, thin face was 
a perpetual reproach, and her refusal to go into 
company distressed and annoyed them. 

Maraquita had heard of the appointment, but 
she heard, aleo, that Fernandez had again left 
Madrid. She did not know why ; but oneeven- 
ing courier brought her a note from Donns 
Catalina, couched partly in bitter and partly i0. 
hamble terms, informing her that her 600, 
«whom her cruelty had nearly destroyed,” ¥## 
lying dangerously ill, and that she must comé 
and look upon the wreck she had made. It 
closed with a frantic entreaty to come imme 
diately. She showed it to her father, and he 
could not resist the pleading look which sbé 
gave him. A few moments later, they were 02 
the road with a pair of horses that seemed almost 
to fly. 
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The mute appeal of that sorrow-stricken face, 
that lay upon the pillow, almost unmanned Don 
Albert. He marked the agony of his daughter, 
and the proud, stately grief pf Fernandez’s beau- 
tifal mother ; and he asked himself if he could 
bestow aught upon either, from his wealth, that 
could compensate for the anguish of this hour. 
One word from him would bring back joy to all. 
Should he speak it? Could he give up his 
cherished hope of seeing Maraquita the wife of 
one of the proud Spanish grandees, and allow 
her to marry a painter? Yet everything here 

* betokened wealth and the utmost refinement— 
almost, indeed, to fastidiousness. 

He did speak that word. His daughter uttered 
a glad shriek, Donna Catalina pressed his hand 
to her heart and wept happy tears, and the mute 
sufferer, himself, was not slow to comprehend 
the general happiness. They were soon united, 
never more to be separated until death. 

No cloud ever came over that perfect and 
enduring love. The noble Spanish wife devoted 
her time, her talents, and her affections wholly 
to him whom she loved, and almost ceased to 
regret that she could not hear the voice when the 
eyes were so eloquent. 

Still did his mother’s beautiful and noble face 
look out from his canvass, but Maraquita’s, 
never. It was in his heart too deeply, to bring 
it to the gaze of the world. He kept it there, 
shrined and holy, as one keeps a patron saint 
within the bosom’s innermost depths. Who 
shall fathom that mute, unexpressed love, that 
needs not speak to declare it? Let us thank 
God that the lips that here are dumb, shall in 
his good time break forth into the highest music, 
mingling with the songs of angels; that when 
“there is heard a great noise, like a multitude of 
voices,” Tue Duss Painter or Loaroxo 
will join the rapturous shout. 


+ 2-2 +___ 


LOOK ON THE BRIGHT SIDE. 


It was old Izaak Walton who said, “ Every 
misery that I miss isa new mercy;” a saying 
worthy of the profoundest philosopher. It is 
only too true that misfortunes come to us on 
wings, but retire with a limping pace; and yet 
one half the world are ready to meet calamities 
half way, and indirectly to welcome them. There 
is scarcely an evil in life that we cannot double 
by pondering upon it; a scratch will thus be- 
come a serious wound, and a slight illness even 
be made to end in death, by the brooding appre- 
hension of the sick; while on the other hand, a 
mind accustomed to look upon the bright side of 
all things, will repel the mildew and dampness 
of care by its genial sunshine. A cheerful heart 
paints the world as it sees it, like a sunny land- 
scape ; the morbid mind depicts it like a sterile 
wilderness. 





0, JESSIE DO YOU REMEMBER? 





: BY N. B. ANDERSON, M. D. 
pouenneeeeeue eens 
O, Jessie, do you remember 
‘The cottage in the vale, 
Where the woodbine brightly hjossamed, 
And the ivy used to trail? 
‘Where rills a8 softly murmured, 
In the valley where we met, 
As love's first holy token 
We pledged to ne'er forget. F 
0, Jessie, do you remember 
The hour when first. we met? 
Twas spring, aad ‘neath the myrtle, 
‘We pledged to ne'er forget— 
‘Vows of eternal friendship, 
Ay, yet more, eternal fove, 
As the stars eo brightly twinkled, 
From their silent homes above. 


Ay, Jessie, you well remember 
‘The calm and holy eve; 

With hand and heart we plighted 
Undying love to give. 

‘The stars, they bore us witness 
To the sacred vows that eve, 

And angela hovered o'er us, 
As the holy pledge we gave. 


Ah, Jessie, has your faith been true 
To those pledges of the dale— 
Or, did the heart grow cold and chill, 
As weblth’s degrees have failed? 
When glittering gold enchained the soul, 
Allurements cast their glare— 
Ah, then it was, 0, Jessie, then, 
You were so bright, so fair. 


But, Jessie, when misfortune’s frown 
Cast sorrows round my paths— 

When the cot, within the shaded vale, 
Had shown Time's withering blasts— 
When the stars that bore us witness once, 

But dimly twinkle from afer, 
‘Then, Jessie, ah, that sacred pledge, 
‘To mo was blighted—ayo! 


That cot Is still within the vale, 
Those rills still murmuring flow— 
‘The ivy trailing yet as then, 
‘The stars as brightly glow. 
Toft beneath the myrtle greve, 
‘Where Jeasie’s vows were mada, 
In meditation's holy hour, 
‘Muse o'er the hope there stayed. 


‘Thy cot now stands, in another vale, 
Where other rills now flow— 

And other flowers sweetly bloom, 

> Where other myrtles grow. 

‘Thon dwell'st beneath thove twinkling stars, 
That shone uben first we met— 

But, Jessie, ah! say, how can you 
‘Those sacred vows forget? 
———__ +--+ —__—_— 


The best bank ever known, is a bank of earth ; 
it never refused to discount to honest labor. And 
the best share, is the ploughshare+-on which div- 
idends are always liberal. 


ee 
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I made no secret of my affection for her, but 
told her of it every chance I could get, the 
arrant little coquette had a way peculiarly her 
own of making me uncomfortable. In the 
midst of nry most eloquent love declarations, 
she would ask me if Iever wore a scarlet jacket, 
and travelled as an accompaniment toa hand 
organ. If I pressed her hand she would laugh. 

One day Icaugtt her looking very intently 
at the inkide of a gotd locket, said locket being 
dependent from s slender chain that trembled 
about Ker white throat like Iittle pulsations of . 
sunsiine. She gave a little, pretty, theatrical 
start of surprise upon being discovered looking 
at it, clasped it quickly, and hid it in her bosom. 
I whistled. (I always whistle when I don’t 
know what else todo.) For the first time in my 
life I was jealous. Wery unconcernedly Nannie 
took mp Her sewing. Knowing it wouldn’t do to 
let her notice my discomftture, I grasped the 
morning paper, and held it before my face. 
Couldn’t see anything but little gold lockets all 
over it. Heard a suppressed laugh, and knew 
Nannie saw through my uneasiness at once. 
Whistled again, and glanced over the top of the 
paper at Nannie. She caught me at it, and 
laughed outright. 

“Wouldn't you read with less difficulty, if 
you hel@ the paper differently, Mr. Ross 2” 

Bfr. Ross! I looked down. Zounds, reader! 
Thad the paper wrong end upwards. I sprang 
from my chair as though a dozen grown-up thun- 
der bots had exploded in my boots. Nannie 
was sewing again, grave and dignified as a queen. 
I seized my hat and left. When about half way 
down the road, thought Fheard alaugh. Looked 
about. Nannie sat by the window, locket in ? 
hand, her sewing tossed idly across the window- 
seat. I grated my teeth, and walked along. 
For two or three successive days, that locket 
tormented me. She always managed to be hid- 
ing it, when I came along. At last, she became 
less shy, and looked at it continually in my pres- 
ence. One morning I sat watching her. How 
sweetly she smiled at the despisable, little yellow 
affair. I contd have sheken her with a good will. 
‘Then she sighed, bent her face down suspicious- 
ly low. A smile, a smack, o triumphant up- 
lifting of her saucy eyes — gracious, she bad 
sed it! Human nature could endure 10 
pore. Curiosity, tantalizing, jealous curiosity. 
Overcame every consideration of politeness 
Forgetting the radeness of the action, I sprang 
forward antl snatched the focket from her hand. 
She gave a faint cry of alarm, and struggled to 
reseue it from me; but I caught both her cage 
hands in mine, and beld them fast, while I taraed 
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BY MARGARET VERNE. 
“T'Lu never speak to you sgein, Howard 
Ross, so long #& F live—never !” 
_ She said it with a bewitching air of anger, 
and such a flash of her brilliant eyes as might 
have sent a less susceptible man than myself 
down on his knees'before her. 

“ Why-e-e-e, Nannie Gray, you don’t mean it. 
‘That little, chattering tongue of yours couldn’t 
keep still haif an hour if it tried.” 

Another flash of the Bewildering Blue eyes, 80 
quick and bright it almost dazzled me. That 
was all the response she deigned. A few min- 
utes’ persevering silence followed. 

“Nannie.” 

No answer. 

“ Nannie Gray.” 

A haughty toss of the clout of goften carls, 
and a firm shutting togetfier of the crimson lips. 

Thad my labor for my pains. A. stagnant 
frog-pond, with all the frogs fainted away couldn’t 

have been stiller than she. The facts of the 
case were simply these. I was in love with the 
little, saucy, bright eyed, deliciously charming, 
inexpressibly bewitebiag, termentingly coquet- 
tish Naunie Gray. love, bewildertngly, irre- 
vocably, madly, no-help-for-it-at-alf-ably, in love, 
heart, mind, soul and sense, head and ears. 
Being a passably good-looking, well-informed 
young gentleman, of agreeable manners, easy 
nature, generous disposition, good character, fair 
. Name, unquestionable habits, well-to-do father, 
brilliane prospeets, and all tre other Nettle etcoteras 
which a modest mnan Fike myself would dislike 
to mention ; having arrived at that respectable 
stage of single blessedness when a man begins 
to feel like half a pair of shears, and commen- 
ces looking about him for some one who will 
love, cherish and obey, and darn his stockings ; 
moreover, being entirely satisfted that the 
aforesaid Nannie Gray wee abundantly qualified 
to make me the happiest of men, and a little 
extra bliss to boot; and, thinking withal, that 
she, Nannie, being an orphan arid alone in the 

world, needed just such a nice husband as I 

should make, indulgent, even-tempered, hand- 

some, ete., e€c., to protect her, I had arrived at: 
the unavoidable determination to offer her m1; 
heart, hand, fortune, and the name of Koss. 
Thad the audacity to believe that she was not 
altogether insensible to my attractions ; that the 
mercury of her affections stood about the same 
number of degrees above zero that mine did. 
There was this difference, heweves. Wheress 
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to look at the miniature. I get-my features in a 
glare of defiance intended for the especial benefit 
of the masculine visage I expected to see there. 
O, confusion thrice confounded! the locket was 
an empty one! I relinquished my hold of it, and 
glanced at Nannie. Cheek, forehead, and ivory- 
white throat were deluged with crimson, while 
two tears of mingled indignation and chagrin 
struggled through the misty fringe of her lashes. 

“I was very rude; forgive me, Nannie.” 

Such a stamp of her slender foot upon the 
carpet! Such a queenly straightening of her 
fairy figure! Such a blazing of her glorious 

* eyes! I stood back aghast. . 

“Yl never speak to you again, Howard Ross, 
as long as I live—never !”” 

That was what she said. Ihave already re- 
corded my unsuccessful attempts to change her 
resolution. And yet I had gone to her, intend- 
ing to place my happiness in her hands—intend- 
ing to say to her what no other woman had ever 
won from my lips. Of course I relinquished the 
idea then. An army of hungry bears would 
have been less formidable than Nannie Gray in 
such a pet. I went home laboring under the 
conviction that either I was a brute, and Nannie 
an angel, or Nannie was a little vixen, and my- 
self an abused, uncomfortable and stupid fellow. 

“ You ought to be ashamed of yourself, How- 
ard Ross,’” 1 ganttered. “Fie on such ungentle- 
manly co 1 Any woman of spirit would 
have resented it. You've not half got your de- 
serts, even if she should keep her cruel threat of 
never speaking to you which she wont,” 
I added, by way of consoling myself. That 
was the most uneasy forenoon I ever passed, 
without a single exception. I tried to read, to 
pass away the time. The paper blurred all over 
with Nannie Gray’s yellow curls and blue eyes. 
Thought I’d smoke. Sat down with that inten- 
tion, and after half an hour’s vigorous puffing, 
discovered that I had omitted to light my cigar, 
an important consideration, as all smokers will 
testify. At dinner, surprised myself purloining 
the soup-ladle, and attempting to stir my tea 
with it, beside numerous other follies, such as 
battering my bread on both sides, and calling 
for vinegar on my pudding. The first part of 
the afternoon passed about as satisfactorily. I 
worried through an hour or two, and finally de- 
cided to go a gunning, though there was nothing 
to shoot in the neighborhood but birds and field 
rats, if I excepted dogs, hens and cats, game I 
never molested. I threw my rifle across my 
shoulder, and took the nearest path to the woods. 
There were daisies growing all along the path, 
nodding and swaying their yellow-hearted blos- 
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eoms vainly. I imagined they looked @ trifle like 
80 many little gold lockets stuck upon stems, and 
kicked at them spitefully as I went glong. 
Reached the woods at last,:the cool, breesy, de- 
licions woods. A perfect bower of comfort I 
found them, after my long walk over sandy 
roails, with the merciless pelting of a Jnly sun 
at my back. A perfect bower of comfort; green 
niches of shade, luxurious mopnds of velvety 
moss — miniatpre wilderness of tangled vines, 
waving trees, murmuring brook, cool breeze— 
I was in raptures. Leaned my rifle up against 
a friendly tree, and looked about me. Some- 
thing caught my eye s few rods off—something 
bright, glittering, round and yellow, lying close 
to a thicket of ivy that climbed and ran in a sort 
of fantastic trelli-work from one large tree to 
another. Thonght I’d see what it was. Went 
forward, stooped down—torment and fairies }— 
a gold locket! Set my foot on it with a growl. 
Meant to ernsh it, but didn’t. A bed of yield- 
ing moss saved it. Bent down to pick it up, 
and found it was attached to a chain. Gave tho 
chain a little pull, but it resisted my efforts. 
Saw that one end of it was tangled in the ivy. 
Pushed the leaves apart to find it. Jupiter, Jovi, 
Jovis, Jovum! I started back in surprise. I had 
found the other end of the chain indeed, but my 
hand came in contact with » white, warm neck 
inside of it. Crushed down among the trailing 
festoons of ivy, her daintily slippered feet just 
peeping from the folds of her muslin dress, and 
one round, white arm beneath her head, with a 
billow of golden ringlets flowing over it, like 
sunlight across ivery, lay Nannie, Gray fagt 
asleep! Her gipeey hat was beside her, rnnning 
over with blossoms. Dear Nannie! Such a 
picture of unconscious loveliness and girlish in- 
nocence! Who could have helped loving her? 

I wondered if she was still angry with me, 
and wonder begat a sudden thought, a desperate 
resolve. Iwould try her. I went back where 
my rifle was standing, raised it deliberately, and 
fired — don’t be alarmed, reader — inta the air! 
Then I staggered, groaned, and fell. A first- 
class tragedian couldn’t have acted his part more 
thoroughly. The report, the groan, the fall, had 
their intended effect. Heavens! what a spring 
Nannie gave! I bad flung myself down on my 
left side, with one arm thrown up so as partially 
to coneealamy face. But my fingers were ar- 
ranged to accommodate my eyes; of course, 
I peeped through them. 

I saw Nannie stand for a moment in a per- 
plexed attitude, drawing her hand across her 
eyes, as if to assure herself she was not still 
asleep. Then her glance fell where I was lying. 
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A quick patior spread over her features, and 
with a faint cry of alarm, she knelt beside me. 

* Howard—Howard! What is the matter? 
Are you injured How did it happen? Who 
has shot yout” were her terrified inquiries. 

I gave another groan, more heart-rending 
than the first. 

“ Howard, dear, dear, Howard, speak to me! 
‘What is the matter?” 

The words came thick and broken, as if fear 
choked her utterance. I opened my eyes half 
way, rolled thom wildly in my head, writhed, as 
thongh suffering the most acute pain, and groaned 
a third time. 

She sprang ap with a suddenness that startled 
me; ran“for her gipsey hat, emptied it of its 
flowers, darted toward the brook, scooped it ap 
fall of water, and was back again with the cool 
moisture dripping over her hat-brim, and through 
the coarse braid upon her frock, before I com- 
prehended her movement. Then she knelt and 
dipping her soft hand in the water, bathed my 
forehead and temples. 

“ Howard !” she called again. “ Howard, in 
mercy’s name, speak to me!” 

But I didn’t speak—not I. With that soft, 
cool, caressing hend fluttering so deliciously 
across my face, how could I! What man could 
have been uaselfish enough to put an end toa 
deception that brought such charming results ¢ 
She paused at last, as if her task were a hope- 
less one, and drew my head up tenderly upon 
her shoulder—a shoulder white and plamp, and 
dimpled as a babe’s. She wound her slender 
arms about my neck, laid her velvety cheek to 
mine, pressed her dewy lips over and over again 
to my forehead. 

“0, he will die—he will die! He will never 
speak to me again—never forgive me for getting 
#0 angry—never tell me again that he loves me! 
Howard, Howard, darling! my love, my life! 
In pity speak to me. Look up. Forgive me, 
kies-me, love me! 0, this is dreadfal—dread- 
fal—dreadful 1’ 

Lying there, half-supported in the soft clasp 
of her tremulous arms, with her silken curls 
rippling like a cloud of amber mist about my 
forebead—her lips to mine — her balmy breath 
drifting across my cheek, I could have wished 
the deception carried on forever. But the quick 
heaving of her bosom, the burst of passionate 
sobs, the falling of hot tears, told me how deeply 
and truly she had suffered. I was melted to re- 
pentance in an instant, and opening my eyes 
glanced up full in her face. 

Do you then love me so very much, Nannie?” 

She sfrang up instantly, staring at me with 
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parted lips and dilating eyes. Her wonder- 
ment was not of long duration, however, for the 
triumph that trembled through my voice asI 
spoke, and the merry laughter I found it impos- 
sible to restrain, explained the whole story to her 
in an instant. How bitterly I reproached my- 
self for the cruel jest, when I saw the hot flushes 
of wounded pride dash across her features. 
Tears of mortification struggled to her eyes, her 
lips quivered, her head drooped with bashful 
pain. Shocked, grieved, startled, she stood thus 
for a moment, like e frightened bird, uncertain 
whether to weep or fly, and then I rose up and 
went towaids her. With a single rapid glance 


into my face—a glance which was a strange mix- 


ture of tenderness, reproach, affright and maiden 
modesty, she darted away. Her foot caught, 
she stumbled, and would have fallen; bat with 
abound { hed her in my arms, and held her 
down, struggling, weeping, panting, upon my 
breast. 

Her sobs smote me like so many swords. The 
frightened throbbing of her heart punished me 
as no angry reproaches could have done. 
Ashamed and repentant, I poured a torrent of 
wild words into her ear—a mingling of passion- 
ate love vows, bitter self-upbraidings, caressing 
epithets, tender soothings and vehement plead- 
ings for forgiveness. She made me no answer, 
but lay in my close embrace, passive and unre- 
sisting. T lifted her face from my shoulder, to 
see if I might read an answer there. She hid it 
quickly in her hagds. With a gentle force, I 
unclasped the ti ling fingers. What ao 
April face was revealed to me! Grief, girlish 
shame and mirth contended for. the mastery. 
Smiles dimpled the mouth, blushes suffased the 
cheeks, tears glittored on the drooping lashes—a 
beautiful trinity of emotions—dazzling sunlight, : 
rosy clonds, starry rain. , 

“ Look up, Nannie, darling. Am I forgiven?” 

The lids were lifted from the radiant eyes 
moment, and then suddenly lowered again. I 
was answered. Two pearly drops, startled from 
her lashes by the motion, trembled and fell upon 
her cheek. With true lover like gallantry, I 
stooped to kiss them off. Shades of Cupid! 
My moustache caoght the tears, and my ears— 
such a boxing ! 

Nannie wears ber gold locket yet, but my 
face is inside it now. Whether I have ever 
canght her kissing it since that important addi- 
tion 18 a secret between her and me. She re 
tains to this day all her old spirit of coquetry, 
though I speak from some half-a-dozen years’ 
experience, when I say that she makes jast the 
dearest little wife in all Christendom. 
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‘BY W. W. CALDWELL, 


‘The green leaves rustle far and near, 
The flowerets bloom again, 
And from the nightingale I hear 
‘The old delicious strain. 
© bappy he whose heart may feel 
‘The bilas that spring-time can reveal! 


Through wood and field I'd gladly go, 
And with tue wild birds sing, 
While thus with happiness I know 
The whole wide world doth ring; 
But what for song and floweret care, 
Bince thou art wanting everywhere? 


O friend beloved! and shall I see 
Thy gentle face no more! 

‘Then is the spring-time lost to me, 
Ita Joy, its beauty o'er. 

For ah! what pleasure can there be? 

What is a spring-time without thee? 
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BY MAURICE A. LINGOLN. 


“One flight higher,” said the voice of child- 
hood, as some men were bearing up 4 plain deal 
coffin. A boy ‘of twelve years was guiding 


them to the place, and as they reached the last 


landing, he opened a door and bade them enter. 
On an old: joned high bedstead lay a man, 
evidently still young, stricken down by death 
while he was yet in his summer of life. Around 
the bed sat the widow and children; four young 
girls, each younger than the boy who had showed 
the way hither. 

“ Had you not better retire to some other room, | 
while we perform this duty?” said the kind." 
hearted mechanic, as he prepared the coffin for 
the reception of the dead. 

« We have none other,” answered the widow, 
“and if we had, this will be no harder than to 
see him die.” 

She flung her arms once more around the 
body, and kissed the pale lips passionately, then 
rising, she leaned against the window and wept 
bitterly. The children seemed stunned at the 
sorrow which had fallen upon them, and neither 
spoke nor moved. The widow wept on, antil 
the whole was over, and the lid screwed upon 
the coffin. All at once she fell to thefloor. On 
raising her up, the men foand that she was covered 
with the blood which was flowing fast from her 
purple lips. One of them ran out fora surgeon, 
but before he arrived she had ceased breathing. 
She was a delicate and beautiful woman, and 
had looked ill able to bear the sorrow and poverty 
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that brooded over the desolate looking roonf. 
God had seemed kindly to take her away from 
its burden, and lead her into peace. But these 
poor, lonely children, who would supply the 
place of father and mother to them ? © 

Afcer the double funeral was over, the family 
began to look for some way of suppor’. It is 
fortunate that the climate of Floreace makes 
the means of living so cheap. There is little or 
no fire needed, and a few pauls buy all the food 
that will nourish one person for a week. : 

The boy, Amerigo, soon got employment 
suited to his age. With the girls it-was more 
difficult. Bat Ellena went to tend in a bazaar, 
and Julia began to give lessons in music, and 
Blanche and Leonora became silk-winders; and 
ere many weeks they were all employed upon 
something, though with scanty pay, yet still 
enough to keep them from absolate want. It 
had not been always thus. Amerigo Vespucci 
had once been the friend of princes, the chosen 
companion of high and noble men. But one 
misfortune after another had befallen him, until 
his proud heart sought only to bary itself in re- 
tirement, so that the world might not know how 
sorely he had been brought low. He fied from 
society, and not a person. who knew him was 
permitted to assist him in his poverty. In the 
little garret ia which we found him, he had lived 
and died a martyr to sensibility, and too proud, 
even on his death-bed, to allow any one to be 
called in. Had his wife lived, her trae mother’s 
heart would not have scrupled to ask aid for her 
children, but she, too, was taken away. One 
treasure came down to them, which in one sense 
was a most valuable possession. It was the 
portrait of their ancestor, the far famed navi- 
gator—the discoverer of America. This was 
their inheritance, all, indeed, that was left them. 
No bad inheritance either is the pictured sem- 
blance of one who has earned such high honor 
ashe; but they did not place the high value 
upon it which their father had done. Still, they 
prized it enough to take it into good hands; and 
they placed it with a friend who had a more 
suitable place for it than they possessed. 

Ellena Vespucci, the eldest of these children, 
was a bright, bold, handsome girl, as unlike her 
mother and gentle sisters as possible. Her posi- 
tion was one which exposed her to publicity, and 
the bold and undisguised admiration which was 
paid toher beauty, soon swept away every trace 
of delicacy or refinement in her manners. At 
an early age, she contrived in some way to mix 
herself up with a certain set, which if not exactly 
respectable, was still popelar and extremely gay. 
Every art was tried to enhance her besaty and 
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.to gain new conquests. The mst of the family 
remained in great indigence, while she by some 
means or other was liviog.in luxury. As years 
went on, and the eldest sister became the source 
of shame and mortification to her pure and in- 
nocent sisters, after vainly trying to bring her 
back to a sense of the wrongs she was inflicting 
upon them, they separated from her altogether. 
Amerigo procured a situation under the govern- 
ment of the Grand Duke of Tuscany, but with 
® compensation that would scarcely find our 
American boys in cigars. 

When Ellena left them, she represented that 
she was going to America,‘ to ask government 
-for a grant for her family, on account of their, 
ancestor’s discovering the new world. They en- 
trusted her therefore with the relics in possession 
of the family, which they would never have 
parted with under any other circumstances. 
With these, she went to Paris, where she was 
received at court, and for a while she was tri- 
wmpbant. But she carried her dissipations so 
far that even the French could endure her no 
longer, and she was obliged to leave Paris ab- 
ruptly, where, for a short space, her personel 
charms had blinded maay to her false and mere- 
tricious character. 

From thence, the young adventuress went to 
South America, and besieged the governments 
there to make her an appropriation, either of 
lands or money. Whether her style of manners 
‘was repulsive to the Soath Americans, or that 
they regarded her claims as simply ridiculous, is 
not known. At all events, she met with no very 
flattering ovation for such an accomplished 
actress. 

Her last bold attempt at falsehood seemed 
likely to become successful. Arrived at the 
capital, she made her debut as the only surviving 
descendant of Americns Vespuccins! Not a 
word of the brother and three sisters who were 
too good and unsuspecting to believe that what- 
ever might be her social sins, she could not thus 
wantonly deny their existence, and claim tho 
appropriation which a generous republic might 
make to the last of the Vespucci. But Ellena 
was an accomplished actress; and how well she 
wrought upon the sympathies of the many must 
not be forgotten. They who were most inter- 
ested in the charming beggar must remember 
her with not @ little mortification, and ought not 
to forget that while every nerve was strained to 
sccomplish her ends, the poor descendants of 
our own heroic countrymen were dying for want 
of the aid which should have been extended to 
them from a gratefal nation. 

‘These are the hard, bare facts which underlie 
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the romance thet attaches'to the name of Ves- 
pucci; although enough still remains to excite 
sufficient interest. Not for one dark spot in their 
escutcheon should all be condemned; and the 
worthy brother and sisters, who have not the 
assurance to stand up and ask an American 
Congress for a million acres of land, must not 
forget the respect of our own country that is due 
to their character as well as to their birth. While 
the insolent assamption of the intrigning Ellena 
has been rebuked, let not the pure and innocent 
sisters who have suffered through her matchless 
falsehood and impudence, ‘be heartjessly classed 
with her who is a shame and diagrace to the 
family of Vespucci. 


“ Alas that things #0 fair showld be s0—falso!?? 





THE NERVOUS SYSTEM. 


In one of M. Brown Sequard’s lectures, he 
exhibited guinea pigs which had been exper- 
imented. on some months wee ty cutting certain 
nerves; the hinder limbs e paralyzed, but 
in time the animals recovered the power of vol- 
untary motion, attended, however, with a very 
curious result—the operator could put them into 
8 fit of epilepsy whenever he pleased. It ap- 
pears that by the cutting of the nerves, the anj- 
mals lose sensation except in one check, and if 
thet epot is irritated, a fit is the immediate con- 
sequence. Another noticeable particular js, that 
the lice which infest the animal! 





on other parts of the body, is not Enown; at any 
rate, physiologists are agreed as to the singular 
and suggestive nature of the phenomenon. It 
appears, moreover, that if the sensibility of the 
sensitive spot be destroyed, then the guinea pig 
ceases to be liable to epilepsy. Applying he 
fact to human physiology, M. Brown Sequard 
says ihe there is in the human body a spot, dis- 
coverable, as he believes, by galvanism, which, 
if deprived of its sensibility, would in like man- 
ner completely prevent attacks of epilepsy.— 
Chambers’ Journal. 





A TURKISH BEAUTY. 


It is quite true that a Turkish beauty- 
& beauty—* strikes you all of a heap,” as the 
sailors say. The princess sat, bending slightly 
forward in the carriage, her “ gazelle ”” reat- 
ing thoughtfully on a Turkish fan of snow-white 
feathers, which she held in her hand, the centre 
of which was entirely of emeralds and diamonds, 
—slight as a fairy,—the exquisite tint of her 
skin, seen through the misty white veil, just the 
hue of a shell where it approaches pink. The 
delicate robe of palest sea-green, and the wreath 
of diamonds trembling round her head like splen- 
did drops of water in a charmed crown, instant! 
reminded me of Undine in her softest m 
travelling in the rich but fantastic equipage to 
visit come great River Queen on shore for the 
day.— Mrs. Hornby’s Stamboul. 
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THERE’S LOVE IN THE COLDEST HEART. 





BY BEATRICE. 





fay what you will of the coldmees of man, 
Of his soul deeply trammeiied by art; 

BUill, let me believe through it all, If I can, 
That there’s love in the coldest heart. 


Could we read the secrets of every soul, 
Know the motives which prompted the deed, _ 
Less oftener our tongues would herald the scroll, 
Over which hearts silently bleed. 


I cannot think man éo uttetly lost, 
But what he has moments of shame, ‘ 
Though reckless at times, atill, deep in his eoul , 
‘There is burning a holier flame. 


Some mem’ry is playing with his heart’s silent stzings, 
Some blissful emotion is stirred, 

Scme hope of the blessed, to which his soul clings, 
‘Though his lips may utter no word. : 


Every soul has its griefs, every bosom its cares, 
So "twill be till this life shall depart; 
‘Then let me believe, while life's burden it bears, 
That there's love in the coldest heart! 
Hc 


THE MYSTERIOUS LETTER. 


BY NED ANDERTON. 





Ar precisely five minutes to ten one pleasant 
sammer’s morning, 4 smart servant girl “might 
have been seen” laying breakfast in the dining- 
room of a pretty villa near London. From the 
unusual celerity of said servant-girl’s move- 
ments, as well as the slightly disordered appear- 
ance of the apartment, the chairs being loaded 
down with open carpet-bags, corded boxes, brown 
paper parcels, etc., etc., it might reasonably be 
inferred that a journey of some consequence was 
meditated. Such was actually the case. Mr. 
and Mrs. Felix Summerly, the proprietors of this 
rural retreat, were intending to take a little 
journey. * 

“Jane, Jane,” called a masculine voice out- 
side the French windows that opened to the 
garden in the rear, “ breakfast ready ?” 

“Directly, sir.” 

“Lucinda, my dear.” 

“Yes, Felix,” responded a voice of the femi- 
nine gender. 

“Only five minutes to ten. Remember, we 
must get to the docks; and at eleven exactly we 
start.”” 

Here the window was darkened by the entrance 
of Mr. Summerly, loaded down with cloak, pale- 
tot, umbrella, fishing-rod, and hat case, which he 
deposited on the sofa. 

“Jane,” he inquired, “ has the tailor sent?” 
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“ Not yet, sir.” 

“Man brought a telescope ?” 

“No, sir, he hasn’t.”” 

“Nor a box from the print-sellers ?” 

“No, sir, there’s nothing.” 

“Well, that'll do. Breakfast! breakfast! 
Confound those fellows,” he soliloquized as Jane 
departed, ‘I said ten at farthest—told ’em the 
boat started at half past, but they leave all till 
the last minute, out of spite at seeing other folks 
happy, I do believe. Precious sharp run though, 
to start for the Rhine at half a day’s notice. 
Hadn’t a thought of it until three o’clock yeater- 
day, when Willet came up to me, and said jn his 
free and easy manner, ‘ Summerly, what do you 
say to taking my leave? ‘Yourleave, sir?’ gaid 
I—I always ‘sir’ a senior. .‘ Yes,’ he replied, 
‘T’m off you know, to-morrow, and it’s exquisite 
weather, just the thing for a trip.’ ‘ You're jok- 
ing, sir,’ said I. ‘Not at all,’ said he, ‘I’m per- 
fectly serious, as there’s reason I should be. I’ve 
got some law business to keep me in town, that 
may cost me some hundreds if I’m out of the 
way, so what do you say to taking my leave, and 
letting me take yours? And I don’t mind al- 
lowing you my extra fortnight.’ There’s a noble 
fellow! I said ‘done,’ of course—was off at 
once, ran to my bankers for a letter of credit— 
then home to Lucinda, and told her to pack; 
and packing we were till most daylight.” 

At this moment Mrs. Summerly entered, 
completely loaded down with dresses, boots, and 
a dressing case. 

“Why, Felix,” she said, “have you finished 1” 

“ Yes, all but breakfast ; packed all but my- 
self.” 

“ Well, it’s no use; I never can get ready. 
T’ve a load of things yet and not a cranny to put 
them in” 

And she demonstrated this assertion by sev- 
eral fatile attempts to force a tiny package into 
her valise. 

O, nonsense, my love, nonsense; all you. 
want is a little extra decision.” 

“Not at all; what I want is a litile extra 
portmanteau.” 

“ Well, you keep at work, and I'll pour the 
tea out. Jane, Jane, are you coming ?” 

Mrs. Sommerly continued at the open trank, 
and Jane hurried in with a tray, containing 
breakfast equipage, toast, eggs, etc. 

“?’Pon my word, Jane, you are a spry one! 
Talk of the telegraph when you’re round about! 
Post come yet?” 

“No, sir.” 

“Well, where’s the ham? That’s not come, 
either! Do you call this your generat delivery,?” 
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At sight of the raised empty plate, Jane again 
departed, while her master arranged dimeelf to 
commence the meal. Meanwhile Mrs. Sum- 
merly was muttering to herself in despair: 

“No, it’s not the least use, whatever; I shall 
rain this dress, eh? “Why, there’s his valise, 
nota quarter full yet, its mouth gaping wide 
open, as if asking to be fed. His handkerchief 
at the top,” she continued, examining the con- 
tents, “the very thing for my boots—now they 
Wont be jammed ; and here’s room for my desk 

between his pantaloons and vest.” 

“Come, Lucinda, are you ready?” 

“Yes, in & minute.” 

“There, I said all you wanted was a little 
decision.” 

« “Just so, a little decision,” responded Mrs, 
Summerly, giving the desk a vigorous push. 

“Everything gives way when it comes to a 
push,” complacently remarked the gentleman, 
who was unaware of his wife’s appropriation of 
the portmanteau. 

“Dear me, I hope not in this instance,” said 
the lady, in an undertone. 

“Telescope, sir, and a box of cigars,” an- 
nounced Jane, entering with the articles men- 
tioned. 

“ Cigars! bless me, I quite forgot them, and 
what should I have done without them.” So 
saying he snatched one of the knives, and openbd 
the box. 

“ And now for my breakfast,” said Mrs. Sam- 
merly, sitting down quite exhausted at the table. 

« Ah!” cried the gentleman, jumping up, “the 
old sort, and what an‘odor, to be sure; an ac- 
tual bouquet—no cabbage leaf here, Bht where 
are they to go? Carpet bags fall; O, there’s 
her portmanteau open, just space for these and 
the telescope. Yes,” he continued, crossing 
the room, and stowing them away, “and my 
railway library too, my shilling’s worth of fun 
and horror.” 

“Why, Felix, what are you doing ?” inquired 
Mrs. Summerly, turning round. 

“ Packing my cigars away.” 

“On top of my dresses?” And jumping up, 
she came to the rescue. 

“Why, my love, they wont hurt anything.” 

“ That box will dest oy them.” 

“Then we wont have the box. There, fragrant 
-ehower,” emptying the box into the trunk, and 
then throwing it away. 

«Well, but cigars’ are not eau de cologne, and 
they may make people think that I smoke my- 
eelf; they're a horrible habit, your only bad 

4este; your cigars, you know, are always pro- 
yoking me.” fe 
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“And yet, poor things, they’re the mildest 
Havanas. ButI say, see my telescope, bought 
it last night, and got the man to oil it so it will 
come ont ata sling.” Then suddenly throwing 
it open, Mrs. Sammerly involintarily started 
back, but the enthusiastic hasband continued, 
“ There’s a fine fellow, carrios as far as an eighty- 
four pounder.” 

“ And looks something ¥ Hike one.” 

“No matter how great the distance, makes 
everything plain.” 

“Then I beg you'll use tt when you look at 
the women.” 

“From the tailor, sir, if you please,” said 
dane, putting her head in at the door, “ and from 
arvhep in Cheapside.” 

“More parcels, Felix ; why, where are they to 
go?” 

“To Germany, I hope.” 

Mrs. Summerty went toward him, coffee-cup in 
hand. 

“And there are our best treasuree—I didn’t 
forget them, though my time was so short; look 
here, “Cinda, here—here’s a handbook, my 
darling.” 

“ A handbook!” 

“A handbook to teil us all-we’re to see—roads, 
cities and pictures ; information about everything, 
from the price of a cutlet to the style of a 
Raphael.” 

“Well, that’s a treasure, certainly.” 

“And a pocket vocabulary in German and 
English, with questions on every conceivable 
subject. I’ve learnt already to say, ‘How d’ye 
do? and bring us some dinner ; ‘ Brin gen dass 
mittags mahl,’ bring in the beef.” 

“ Yes, I see.” 

“Not hard a bit, it’s so much like English. 
‘ Wie befinden sie sich,’ that’s how d’ye do ? or, 
how do we find you? We be finding, quite 
English. Don’t know what ‘sich’ is, suppose it 
means such.” 

“Well, Felix, well.” 

“Then here’s an auxiliary—a map of the 
Rhine that would make a stair carpet. There’s 
a spread of knowledge,” throwing it out, ‘‘ with 
the river winding down it like a worm in a 
bottle.” 

“Why, with all these companions we might 
as well stay at home.” 

“ And here’s something more.”” 

“ Good gracious.” 

“My coat for the steamer. It may come ona 
regular blow, you know; then you go below, 
while I stop on deck to havea chat with the cap- 
tain, and a friendly cigar—we pace the deck 
together, puffing away like a couple of funnels. 
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Here’s a suit of armor to make a man weather- 
proof,” he continued, inserting himself into a 
rubber hat and coat. ‘There, who is to be 
frightened in such rigging as this?” 

“Why, who ever looks at you, to be suret 
But come, we must finish breakfast.” 

“ Yes, yes, to breakfast. The fty will be here 
at halftpast.” 

“Yes, to a minute.” 

“ And your father’s going with us?” 

“ He ie, to the docks.” 

“And some friends, you said, are coming in t” 

“The Browns and the Simpsons, just to say 
good-by.” 

“ Very kind of them—excellent people. They 
seem to be as pleased as if they were going too. 
O, Lucinda, ’Cinda, I don’t think I could be 
happier if Woolet had popped off, and I was at 
the head of the office.” 

“ And would that event please you?” 

“ Of coarse, love, officially. Qne’s ineome 
and spirits are like gas and a balicon—as one 
enlarges t’other rises. Bat a trip of the Rhine,” 
he continued, spreading himself upon two or 
three chairs, “the enjoyment of all others I’ve 
panted so long for—have talked amd dreamed 
of, with its fine German wines and its German 
songs. Learned one last year: ‘ 


‘Be blessings on the Rhine, 
The Rhine whereon the grapes are growing!” 


roared Mr. Summerly, out of all time and tune. 

“0, Felix,” cried Mrs. Sammerly. 

“What's the matter?: have I got a bed ear?”, 

“No, bat you'll give me one.” 

“ And then to go with you, love! Every year 
we've been somewhere during the two we've been 
married—first into Wales, then to Boulogne— 
bat this is @ treat above ail to partake with you ; 
to share the inspiration of its scenery, its cli- 
mate; to drink in by your side, love—I’ll take 
ome more tea—to drink in by your side its 
poetical beauty.” 

Here Mrs. Summerly pat a warm, buttered 
roll inte his hand. 

“You, whose affection has made my life such 
en Eden; whose sweetness, whose kindness— 
sugar, my darling—has turned a wild scape- 
grace stoto: a being all quietness, mllinees: 
eand— 

“Milk?” 

“Thank you, love, thank you. Yes, ’Cinda, 
yes, it’s a proud recollection that our happiness 
has been a stream that has flowed on unruffied ; 
all the world to each other, we’d nothing to de- 
sire, confiding as we bave smith he mort Petters 
reliance.” 
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“A letter, if you please, sir,” said Jane, en- 
tering, “‘ but I’ve had such an accident.” 

“An accident?” 

“Yes, sir, in my hurry just now, I upset the 
inkstand, and running to the ham the letter fell 
into it!” 

“ What, into the frying pan 1” 

“No, sir, the ink,” displaying the inundated 
epistle by a solitary corner that had escaped the 
flood. 


“ And now served up with appropriate gravy 
—« nice affair, certainly—international postage ; 
a document from France, with our own kitchen 
stamp.” 

“From Fraace, Felix ?” exclaimed Mrs. Sum- 
merly, in surprise, 

“ Yes, but plague take it, the ink has run over 
both the post mark and name—nothing left but 
“’ammerly, sincerely.’ ” 

* And don’t you know the hand ?” 

“Can’t say I do.” 

“ And you're not expecting a letter ¢” 

“None from abroad. Your father expects one 
he wrote to my friend, Hooker, who lives at 
Bourdeaax, to send him some claret, andhas had 
no reply.” 

“ Well, then, let me look. Why this writing 
is a woman’s.” 

“Certainly, very much like it,” responded 
Mr. Summerly, applying himself toghe ham. 

“ But the postmark is—and yet (blotting it on 
the table) there’s a B, and an O, and a LL— 
Boulogne. Why, Felix, the letter’s for me !”’ 

“For you, love?” 

“ For me, it comes from Jane Morrison. She’s 
at Boulogne—we met her there last year.” 

“Jane Morrison ?” 

“Yes, my old friend and schoolmate, who’s 
there with her brother.” 

“OQ, ah! with her brother,” said Mr. Sum- 
merly, suddenly suspending his attack on the 
meal before him. 

“Yes ; well I'll read it after breakfast, or when 
T’ve done packing, for I’ve 2 world still to do, 
and—” Without finishing her speech Mrs. 
Summerly put the letter in her pocket. 

“You wont read it now, then ?” 

“Why, I can guess what's in it; all sorts of 
nonsense about new comers and old ‘friends— 
there now,” clearing a corner of the table for 
the contents of her pockets, “I’ve finished 
breakfast, and now I’ll finish the portmanteau.” 
So saying, she returned to her valise, while Mr. 
Summerly remained at the table with his knife. 

“Jane Morrison there with her brother,” mut- 
tered the gentleman. 

“Why, Felix,” exclaimed Mrs. Summerly, 
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“ you monster, you’ve not only put in your hor- 
rid cigars, but all these gloves, and this lot of 
books when I wasn’t looking. O, I’m a pattern 
wifo to indulge you this way.” 

“There, and with her brother,” mused Mr. 
Summerly. 

“Why, are you going to sit there all day?” 
inquired his wife, looking round in surprise at 
his continued silence. 

“Why, I’ve not got through breakfast—antic- 
ipation of the sea air has given me an appetite, 
and this ham is so delicious that—I say, my 
love,” he continued, with downcast eyes, shov- 
elling the morsels at a dangerous rate, “you 
haven’t put that letter aside because I’m here?” 

“ Because you're here!” repeated the lady in 
amazement. 

“ Yes, I believe I spoke sufficiently loud.” 

“ And do you imagine I have any secrets ?” 

“ Well, I can’t say you have had.” 

“ And you think I’m going to begin now 1?” 

“ Well, really I don’t know, but—” A great 
clattering of knife and fork supplied the re- 
mainder of the speech. 

“Why Felix,” said Mrs. Summerly, going 
toward him, “what’s entered your head 7” 

“ Some ham, but this moment, and famous it 
is, too.” 

“ Ha, ha, this is really too good.” 

“ What, ge meat, or the question ?”” 

“ Dear me, I’ve no time to laugh, but what on 
earth ails you?’ And the lady resumed her 
occupation. 

“Tt seems she has time enough to compli- 
ment,” muttered Mr. Summerly. 

“If you please, ma’am,” announced Jane, 
“Mrs. Andrews bas brought you what she 
promised.”” 

“©, the mantle. The dear, kind creature 
made it to go abroad in herself this summer; 
but illness preventing, she offers it to me. Now, 
my dear, you shall look at it, and say if it’s not 
& most charming invention.” 

“ Humph, I hope it’s the only one,” was the 
muttered response. 

“And she says, ma’am,” continued Jane, 
‘that you promised her the key of the garden 
while you was gone.” 

“To be sure. Here, I’ve got it in my pocket, 
but everything is so crammed in—letters, pack- 
ages, and all sorts of articles—théere, I must 
empty them all out. Yes, here it is, ]’ll carry it 
myself; but you needn’t stop, Felix, you can 
pack away, and I’ll come right back.” 

Mr. Summerly took up the letter which was 
now lying on the table, and turned it oyer. 

“From Jane Morrison, eh? Well, I suppose 
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it is 80; but it’s very odd thet her brother writes 
exactly such a scrawl, That confounded cap- 
tain~I fancy I can see his very‘ face in this le- 
ter.” Here he spitefully spiked it on his fork, 
and held it up. ‘‘Here’s his wretched white 
look,” turning the white side outward; “sad 
here’s his dirty black mustaches,” surveying the 
inky reverse. ‘“ Of course it can’t be from him 
—that’s nonsense; and yet his impndence was 
so astonishing that I shouldn’t wonder at mest 
anything. I would really like to open it, and 
then, too, it’s not strictly honorable, either, to 
break open a letter; but a wife’e—isn’t all that 
belongs to her mine? I’ve law on my side, bet 
not honor—yet there’s prudence, perhaps, re- 
quires it—let me think.” 

Mr. Summerly ruminated deeply for several 
moments, at the end of which time he exclaimed: 

“ Pradence beats honor all bollow! And that 
being the case, ’'l—” Here he carefully began 
to break the seal, when Mrs. Sammerty entering 
in the mantle, ho hastily thrust the note behind 
him. 

“Well, Felix, it’s on, how does it look?” 

“Look! Why—why—”. 

“Dear, what’s the matter—anything avi- 
ward 9” 

About, one of us, certainly,” thought Mr. 
Summerly. 

“ Well, I see you don’t fancy it, thongh yor 
wont say 80.” 

“0, yes, I’m delighted ; very becoming, I 
assure you.” 

“It’s wonderfally comfortable, at any rate. 
Now to lock up—have you finished what you're 
about ?” 

“ Well, no, not entirely.” 

“ Still wasting yourtime. Everything’s packed, 
I believe, now you've been wanting to oped 
something.” 

“Ciada!” 

“Yes, you have, now, I’m quite sure. Bat 
there’s no time to stand still. Theee things mast 
go back to my pocket—letters, keys, sciseors—” 

“I mast get rid of this somewhere,” thought 
Summerly, clutching the document nervowsly- 

“Eh, why, where’s Jane’s letter? Havre you 
seen it, Felix?” 

“Seen what!” inquired the gentleman, et 
deavoring to pitch it into an open trank ui 
observed. 

“ Jane Morrison’s letter—do you know where 
I pat it?” 

“Why, how pol to ask me such § 
question.” 

“T must have laid it down pomewhere—a0d i 
thought on this table.” 
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“ Then of course you'll find it on the table.” 

“But you see it’s not on the table; perhaps 
it's under it—help me to move it, Felix. Why 
don’t you take both hands?” she asked, as he 
awkwardly commenced moving the table with 
one hand only. 

“Because where’s the need, if one’s enough 1” 

At this crisis Jane entered with a parcel, and 
spied the letter which he was so carefully holding 
behind him. Q 

“No,” said Mrs. Summerly, looking down, 
“there’s not a sign of it. O, Jane, have you 
found it, the letter that came this morning, and 
got dropped into the ink ?” 

“ Yes, Jane,” chimed in Mr. Summerly, “ have 
you found it?” 

“ Why, isn’t that it in your hand, sir?” 

“My hand 9” 

“Yes, sir, which you’re holding behind you.” 

“Behind you!’ ejaculated Mrs. 8. 

“Bless me, so it is!” cried Mr. 8., examining 
it with as much apparent wonder and curiosity 
as if it had dropped from the clouds into his 
hand without his knowledge. 

“ And so, Mr. Felix,” said his wife, as Jane 
left the room, ‘you were hiding it, were you? 
And merely for a joke, when our time is so 
short—but I'll make up for it.” 

“Then you’re not going to read it?” he in- 
quired as she put it in her pocket again. 

“To read it! why my dear, you’re singularly 
interested—I begin to think you’re in love with 
Jane, for you were very attentive at Bonen 
you know, her shadow indeed.” 

“ Because you were eternally snapped A by 
the captain, who had the honor of being an old 
acquaintance,—and who now, perhaps, writes to 
revive tender reminiscences.” 

“Do you think this letter comes from him ?” 

“ Well, if I must confess —” 

“ Ah! now it’s all clear—you are so absurd as 
to be jealous of that person again.” 

“ Madam, I deny it! jealous of him, an effem- 
inate puppy, who was my utter contempt—a dis- 
grace to the army, where we want men, at least.” 

“« And which in his case, sir, possesses a gen- 
tleman—he is an old acquaintance.” 

“And was to have been your husband. I 
can’t say I think it’s much of a compliment to 
be preferred to him.” 

“You're making me doubt if it has proved an 
advantage.” 

“Very likely—pity you didn’t take him; but 
if you have no regard to your own feelings, I 
beg you'll respect mine. Jealous of him, in- 
deed !” 

““ That is the only excuse for your rade con- 
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' 
duct to the captain, which was remarked by eve- 
rybody. 0, if I had behaved 20 to a friend of 
yours, what a fury you'd have been in !” 

“So you did act. Nota year ago, your con- 
duct was infinitely more shameful to Miss Hook- 
er, just because as an old friend of her father’s, 
I went down to Streatham to dine one Stinday.” 

“Miss Hooker is a vulgar, illiterate being,” 
cried Mrs. Summerly, with angry emphasis, 
“she hasn’t one claim to the term of lady.” 

“She’s a generous, amiable, fine girl, who 
could make any man happy.” 

“ Then I’m sorry she didn’t try to make you 
80.” 

- “Perhaps I do too, madam.” 

“If she had, I would have given full acknow- ° 
ledgement of her talents.” 

“ You praise them enough now, for you’re dy- 
ing of jealousy.” 

“ Denial, in such a case, I should consider be- 
neath me; and now, Mr. Sammerly, you actual- 
ly believe this letter was sent by a person whom 
I encourage in a secret attachment ?” 

“T regret to declare it,” sighed the husband. 

“ And in consequence of your absurd whim, 
you expect me to open it?” 

“ T expect you to open it.” 

“Perhaps, then, you had better sit down, sir, 
es I mast inform you that you're very likely to~ 
wait!” 

“Then you refuse ?” 

“Ido. If you can insult me by such a sus- 
picion, you shall have the additional disgrace of 
disproving it.” : 

“ O, excellent! as you prefer, madam ; this is a 
capital way of disguising your own fears—a 
complete admittal that you’re afraid to convince 
me; but it is unnecessary, my dear, as I can 
imagine the contents—would you like to hear 
them ?” 

“ With all my heart!” cried Mrs. Summerly, 
flinging herself into a chair. 

“He commences thus—‘ My idolized Lucin- 
de!” 

“Mr. Summerly!” exclaimed the lady, with an 
assumption of outraged dignity. 

“Shall I proceed ?” 

“Just as you please.” 2 

“My angel of angela—I learn that your hus- 
band has obtained his yearly vacation, and pro- 
poses a journey.” 

“Now how should he learn that, I’d like to 
have you inform me,” cried the young wife, her 
eyes sparkling with triumph. 

“ Well, he imagines it—it’s all the same thing. 
‘Where is your destination? Let me know im- 
inediately, that I may follow yoninstantly. Can 
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you not persuade the good creature to visit Bou- 
logne, as you did last year? My amiable sister 
would of course engage his attention, while ’—” 

But Mrs. Summerly could listen no longer. 

« And you’ve the audacity,” she interrupted, 
“to say he would presume to write me such a 
letter?” 

<“T have, madam.” 

« And that I would receive it ?” 

“You state my belief.” 

“Then, sir,” said Mrs. Summerly, rising, 
‘you must feel I am unworthy to be your wife, 
and that it is our duty to part.” 

“ Very well, we part.” 

“And this instant too—withont a moment's 
delay.” 

“ Without a moment’s delay.” 

“« How fortunate this discussion has occurred 
in season to save you the intended expense of 
my journey.” 

“Fortunate indeed! It saves money and 
character.” 

“The cab’s come, sir,” said Jane, opening the 
door. 

“ Send it away,” ordered her mistress; notic- 
ing the girl’s surprise, “I’m not going.” 

“ButIam,” said Mr. Summerly. “ Tell it 
to stop.” Then as Jane left the room— Do 
you think I will lose a long wished for pleasure 
because you’re not with me? No, madam, I 
shall go to the Rhine, if I have to go alone—you 
can stay behind! My credit is good enough to 
fornish you with all you want, and —” 

“So you fancy I will remain moping all by 
myself, while you’re sporting about like a butter- 
fly! Not a bit of it, sir; if you goto Germany, 
sir, I go to Paris.” 

“ Paris ” 

“Yes, Paris. Aunt Melissa offered to take 
me not a week ago, and J’ll send a note instant- 
ly to say I accept the invitation.” 

“ And would you, madam,” cried Mr. Sum- 
merly, choking with vexation, “with no better 
protector than an invalid old aunt, expose your- 
self to all the temptations of Paris ?” 

“Temptations, sir, are in the heart—not the 
eyes!” : 

“Would you risk your reputation, your price- 
less good name, by a rash step that the most 
thoughtless would disapprove? If you have no 
care for yourself, have you no consideration for 
me—for the title of my wife, madam?” , 

“Then you would have me prize what you 
throw away. But don’t alarm yourself, sir; 
whatever provocation I may receive, don’t fear I 
shall fail in self-respect. And now, as time 
flies, we'll separate our baggage, and you then 
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can take your course—I, mine, You shall sat 
to-day ; I, to-morrow.” 

A vigorous assault upon the contents of the 
plethoric trunk in the corner now ensued. 

“Of course, madam, of course; and as you 
justly observe, it will result in a decided saving. 
All [ want now is my bag and hat case; jus 
look them up, and callin the man. Here ares 
few articles belonging to you, madam,” pitching 
them successively on to the floor, “ your boo, 
and your hair brushes, and your trumpery par 
cels.” 

“ Yes, sir, and a few of yours; your books, 
gloves, and your horrid old cigars! Say rether, 
dead cabbage leaves steeped in a tanpit,” and, 
suiting the action to the word, she tossed the 
bundle, loose fragments and all across the room, 
Mr. 8. intercepting them in their descent. 

“ Havanas! Havanas!” he shouted furiously, 
“ten dollars a pound! That’s the last straw; 
after that would a worm lack spirit to tam! 
No—that has decided me, and now we separait.” 
And by way of preparation he grasped his ca 
pet-bag and hat-box, while the lady franticly 
clatched a band-box and parasol. 

“ We separate, madam.” 

“Yes sir, we part.” 

“ Wide as two continents.” 

“ Distant as the poles.” 

“ As Asia and Africa.” 

“ With a Sahara between us.”” 

“Mr. and Mrs. Johnson, ma’am, and all the 
Simpsons, if you please, sir,” announced Jan, 
opening the door. 

“ Oar neighbors,” said Mr. Summerly; “vay 
well, you'll see them, of course, as you're going 
to stay, and can inform them why you're deserted; 
but as I’m limited for time, I shall be off.” 

“Indeed, you shall not, sir. Jane, leave the 
room. Indeed, you shall not leave me toe: 
plain ; you shall bear your share of that disgrace 
which belongs rather to you than to me. This 
step is of your own seeking, sir, and I demand 
that you explain all yourself; if you wont go 
them, you mast see my father at any rate. He 
will be here in a minute, and he will, of cour, 
desire an explanation.” 

“ Well, that’s true enough !” thonght Mr. S. 

" And one that shall be satisfactory, also.” 

“J don’t know as I care for that, after all, 
she must then confess everything about that hate 
fal letter,” muttered Mr. 8. ‘“ Well, madam, 
well, if I mast publish this shameful affair to oor 
friends, I must have my credentials, and must 
produce my proof to them and yourfather in the 
shape of that letter you hold.” 

“OQ, you think so?” 
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“Yes, unpleasant as it may t be, you will per- 
ceive it must be given up.” 

“Very well; say no more, the letter’s yours,” 
and she handed him the note. 

“That's not it.” 

“0, no, it isn’t; I beg pardon,” and she re- 
newed her search amid the contents of her capa- 
cious pocket. 

“ Please be suze this time,” said Mr. S. tarn- 
ing away, and holding out his hand. 

“Why,” muttered his wife, looking at the su- 
perscription of the right one which she took ont, 
“now that I look at it carefully, I don’t think it’s 
at all like Jane’s hand-writing.” 

“Ah, ha!” thought Mr. Sammerly, noticing 
the delay, “I knew I should catch her. I was 
certain she would not give it up.” 

, “And here’s a B-o-u-r-d—why, this isn’t from 
Boulogne at all, it’s from Bourdeatx.”” 

« Bourdeaux ” a 

“Yes, and I don’t know a soul there—it’s not 
my letter, after all! So just taka it, and 
welcome.” 

Mr. Summerly picked it up as she indignantly 
flung it on the floor, and proceeded to examine it 
closély. 

“And now, ‘sir,” cried the lady, bitterly, “I 
congratalate:you on your valuable proof, without 
which you can enlighten our neighbors immedi- 
ately, though without your credentials—which 
turn out to be merely a billet from Bourdeaux. 
Why—Bourdeaux! Isn’t that where the Hook~ 
ers live?” 

“I—I think 20.” 

“And their eharming, amiable daughter, Miss 
Betsey ? who shows her vaunted good taste and 
propriety in writing to an old lover, married two 
years ago.” 

“ Heaven forbid!” mentally ejaculated Mr. 8. 
“but the girl always was terribly sentimental— 
and may be it is from her.” 

“This pattern of all the virtues!” continued 
Mrs. Summerly, alluding to the afore-mentioned 
young person, “ this matrimonial prize! Perhaps, 
sir, you'll read the letter ?” 

“ By no means.” 

“ should suppose you woul@like to illustrate 
the beauty of confidence—confidence, the main- 
spring of domestic happiness !”” 

“ Of all the fairy coverings that ever adorned 
@ woman’s feet”’—began the discomfited hus- 
band, picking up his wife’s boots with a very 
flushed and crestfallen countenance— . 

“Don’t talk about my feet, sir!” was the an- 
gry retort—“have the goodness to look me 
straight in the face !” 

“ And such tiny treasures as these to be lying 
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, 
in the dust,” continued Mr. S., carefully brushing 


the articles. 

“Which you are trying to throw in my eyes. 
Do you intend to read it, sir?” 

“Now, my darling, what is the use of talking 
any more about this absurd affair?” 

“Absurd, sir! A letter from Miss Hooker!” 

“Who’s a silly girl—a positive fool!” 

“Then you ought to be ashamed of having 
called out her affections.” 

er deny that I did so. Idon’t care a straw 
for her.” 

“ You know very well that you would have 
married her but for a quarrel, which fact you 
were so mean as to keep a secret from me.” 

“Silence, madam, silence!” exclaimed Mr. 
Sammerly, getting angry again. 2 

“Bat it’s now very evident that you are as 
much attached as ever, and this tour up the 
Rhine was only a ruse to get to France, and vis- 
it Bourdeaux.” 

“ Well, well,” he cried, “I can’t stand this! 
I would rather break open the government 
mails!” And seizing the letter he was about to 
unseal it, when Mrs. Summerly’s father entered 
the room. 

“Well, ’Cinda! Well, Felix!” 

“O, here’s my father !” exclaimed the lady. 

“In very good time, then.” 

“ To hear the contents.” 

“No, to read them! My dear sir, here isa 
letter I wish you would read, and which your 
daughter insists is intended for me.” 

“And my husband says is intended for me! 
Therefore have the kindness to be the judge.” 

The old gentleman quietly opened the cause 
of all this domestic distarbance, and an enclosure 
fell out. At sight of this, he calmly said—* It 
happens to be for neither of you!” 

“What!” cried both in one breath. 

“Yes, it is for me! About that claret I order- 
ed. Hooker is ill—has lost my address—so Mra. 
H. has sent his anawer under cover to you.” 

As he turned away to read the letter, the 
young couple stood looking at each other in si- 
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“ Why, Felix !” said Mrs. Sammerly, at length. 

“’Cinda !” was the mortified response. 

“Is it possible that—” 

“All this hurricane has actually risen—” 

“From nothing at all!” 

“Come, my children,” said the old gentleman, 
advancing from the window, “ you have no spare 
time; the boat starts at eleven, and it’s nearly 
that now.” 

“Bo it is,” said Mr. Summerly, consulting his 
watch in surprise. 


- 
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“Very well then, get on your things, and I'll 
see to the trunks being pat on to the carriage. 
Here, Jane, call the hack driver.” 

Under his superintendence the driver and Jane 
seized the trunks, band-boxes, bags, bundles and 
parcels, ranning to and fro from the room to the 
street, until the apartment was cleared. 

“These cunning little boots—I must find a 
place for them,” said .Mr. Summerly, stowing 
them into his coat pocket. 

“And these delicious cigars—there’s plenty of 
space in my reticule!” responded Mrs. Summerly. 

“Very well, ’Cinda dear, come along now. 
But before we drop this subject, and forever, just 
let me say that as people often fall out about the 
mest ridiculous things in the world—” 

“ Yes indeed, the merest trifles in life—” 
- At the very time when they ought to be 
happiest—” 

“If they would take time for inquiry and 
jeflection—” : 

“And use common sense—” 

“They would save themselves great annoy- 
ance, and what is equally ever desirable, the 
comments of amused spectators and officious 
acquaintances.” fs 

“ Say no more, Felix, we have learnt a lesson 
that shall last us all our lives.” 

“We have indeed,” replied her husband, kiss- 
ing her bright face; ‘and now we must hurry, 
indeed.” fs 

Se saying, he tacked her under his arm, and 
they jumped into the hack, radiant with antici- 
pations of future happiness, and were whirled 
away to the landing amid the envious congratu- 
lations of all their neighbors, who believed there 
was never such a happy couple before, and never 
would be again. 





SEA BATHING. 


” A distinguished medical man thus speaks of 
the advantages to be derived from it :—‘‘Sea hath- 
ing, on account of its stimulative and penetrating 


power, may be placed at tho head of those means 
that regard the care of the skin, and which cer- 
tainly supplies one of the first wants of the ris- 
ing generation, by opening the pores, and there- 

invigorating the whole nervous system. Be- 
sides its great healing power in cases of disease, 
it may be employed by those who are perfectly 
well, as the means most agreeable to nature for 
strengthening and preserving health. In this 
respect, it may be compared to bodily exercise, 
which can remove diseases otherwise incurable, 
and may be used by those in health in order to 
preserve themselves in that state.” 





Be courteous to every man, but intimately ac- 


inted only with men; so mayest thoa 
shun the hatred of the one, and cordially enjoy 
the other. 
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SABBATH BELLS, 





BY EDWIN MONTAGUE. 


Return once more ye days! 
In which the @uttering beart 
‘Hath yielded to those asered peals 
That through the Sabbath twilight start— 
That to the son! a spell impart 
Which wins to praire. * 


Sweet evening meloiiies! 

Recalling many a tender thought 
Of chastened joys in boyhood-time ; 

Of friendships gained, affections sought— 
Now vanished, yet thy softened chime 
Stil gently swells, as low—sublime, 

As in those beighter days. 


‘Why does my soul resist? 
‘Thy echoes richly blend in praise, 
Far floating on the summer breese ; 
Why should my heart brood o'er the days 
Whose darkness dims such joys as these, 
‘Withdrawn from heaven's redeeming rays? 
‘To theo I'll list. 





‘THE BAMBOO HARMONICON. 


The bamboo harmonicon, or staccato, is a 
curious exampleof the production of melody b: 
simple and unexpected means. Its use, 
unknown in India, extends throaghout the 
Eastern Archipelago; and something similar is 
sessed, I believe, by the negro slavesin Brazil. 

‘ighteen to twenty-four fiat slips of bamboo, 
about an inch and a half broad, and of gradus- 
ted length, are strung upon a double string, and 
suspended over the mouth of a trough-like 
sounding-box. The roundish outside of the 
bamboo is uppermost, and whilst the extremities 
of the slips aro left to their original thickness, 
the mi part to each is thinned and hollowed 
out below. The tuning is accomplished partly 
by the regulation of this thinning of the middle 
part. The scale so formed is played with one or 
two drumsticks, and the instrument is one of 
very mellow and pleasing tone. Though the 
materials are of no valuo, a good, old harmoni- 
con is prized by the owner like a good old Cre- 
mona, and he can rarely be induced to with 
it. There was one example, at the capital, of a 
similar instrument formed of slips of iron or 
steel. It was said to have been made by the an- 

ast hands of King Tharawadee himself, who, 
Fike Louis Seize, was abler as a smith, than as a 
king. The effectwas not un ing, and strong- 
ly resembled that of a large Geneva musical-box, 
but it was far inferior in sweotness to the bamboo 
instrument.— Atheneum. 





. NOBILITY. 
What is noble? That which places 
© — Truth In ite onfraschised 2 
Leaving steps—like angel traces— 
‘That mankind may follow still! 
E’en though scorn’s mal it 
Prove him 


t of his clan, 
He's the ad 


{vances 
Freedom and the cause of man! 
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JEANIE'LL BE THY BRIDE 





BY LENA LYLE. 





‘They bid me cease to love thee, 
‘To tear thee from my heart; 

To banish every lingering thougist, 
From thee forever part; 

‘They tell me thou art falthless,— 
But let what will betide, - 

have given thée my promis, 
And Jeanie ’ll be thy bride. 


They bid me cease fo love thee! 
‘To seorn thee and to hate; 
They say thou wilt forsake mey 
To find a falrer mate. 

But ah, thy parting whispers 
Around me ever glide, 

And sugef memory murmurs, 
4s Jeanie ll be my bride.” 


‘Y11 eliog to thee forever, 
‘With hope, and joy, aad pride; 
‘Thy home shall be a heaven, 
And Jeante "ti be thy bride. 
I know those noble features 
Deceit could never hide, 
And though the wide world scorn me, 
Jeanle will be thy bride. 


My heart and hand I give thee, 
‘Thy lot I choose for mine; 

Till God is pleased to part us, 
Iam forever thine. 

I bring not wealth or beauty, 
Nor gold and jewels fine; 

But 1 bring one priceless treasure, 
Jeante’s heart ts thine! 


rr 
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ies 
BY MRS. MARY A. DENISON. 





Yes, I wanted to try it—and I did try it to 
my heart’s content. 

“You know there’s no real need of your go- 
ing,” said my mother. She sat in her favorite 
seat by the door, crimping her cap borders as 
fast as Mag ironed them. 

«J don’t know about that,” was my dubious 
reply. “Sid, out there pitching quoits, wants a 
new suit of clothes and a new pair of shoes. 
Where are they coming from, I should like to 
know ?” 

“Why, perhaps his uncle—” 

“ You dear, good, easy mother,” I said, kneel- 
ing down at her feet and smiling in her face, 
« havn't you learned not to place any dependence 
on rich uncles, yet? Why, mother, if Uncle 
Sam sent a suit of clothes to our Sid, Pa—V’d— 
well, I don’t know but I would tear them into 
inch bits.” 

“No, you wouldn’t,” said my mild mother. 
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“Yes, sho would, ma;” said matter-of-fact 
Jessie, whose arms were half way up in dough. 
“You ought to have seen her when Aunt Sue 
asked her what she came there in a calico drese 
for. I didn’t know but the house would catch 
fire from her eyes. How Aunt Sue did look! 
ha! hal! when Liz said, ‘if you don’t like my 
gingham dresses, madam, just please to look the 
other way.’ O, it was fun iv 

Thalf langhed, half cried at the recollection, 
for my pride was terribly wounded. 

« About this school,” said my mother, with a 
sigh, “ I wonder if it’s a rough one?” 

«Tt will make no difference with me,” was my 
reply; “I want some excitement — it’s dull 
here.” 

«She wants to go and get a rich husband,” 
said Jessie. 

“ Nonsense, Jessie—hold your tongue—what 
do I care for a husband, rich or poor?” 

* A good deal, I guess, from what Lheard you 
say last night to Nell,” she replied. 

Twas almost angry, and told her again to 
hold her tongue—but the torment went on—she 
always would. 

" Nelly was saying how much she wished to 
learn to play and sing; and, says my lady here, 
‘never mind, Nelly, I’ll go to Langford, and 
pick up a rich husband, and then you shall come 
and live with me, and learn everything you 
want to.’” 

“ Jessie — you shouldn't,” said my mother, 
shaking her head, while my cheeks were crimson. 

Thad said it, but it was only in fun—and I 
forgot that Jessie was euch an inveterate tell- 
tale. I hurried to my room to write my accept- 
ance of the Langford Academy, and in a week 
Twas in all the glory of packing. Poor me !— 
I had eked out my wardrobe by turning this and 
adding to that, for we were poor. My mother 
had insisted upon my accepting 8 black silk 
skirt that she had worn for six years. It was 
still respectable. Nearly all the linen was 
patched, and all the woolen darned. I hada 
slender outfit, to be sure, but what of that? 


“My face to me a fortune is,” 


sang I, and it was in no spirit of vanity that I 
assured myself that my figure would look better 
in a meagre dress than many I had seen robed 
in padded silk and hooped satin. ‘ 
The leave-taking was very sad. Even Sid 
stopped his play and rubbed his eyes with his 
knuckles till the former were all plastered over 
with quoit-mud. Amidst his sobs I heard the 
words “candy” and “when you come back.” 
My mother was very pale—Nelly sobbed passion- 
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ately, and even Jessie’s lip quivered as I kissed 
her good-hy. 

“Good-by,” I said reverently to myself, as I 
passed the little grave-yard where a certain 
white stone bore my father’s name, “ aged forty- 
seven.” ‘Farewell, sacred ashes—when you 
were animated by the gentlest of souls, you 
taught me the lesson of sturdy independence, 
and now I’m going to practise it.” 

At the depot I met our minister. He was a 
lovely looking old man, with hair bleached to 
silvery whiteness. He came and gave me his 
blessing, saying some words that made me feel 
very childish in spite of my bravery, and sent 
the quick tear-drops to my eyes. But Igotover 
that, and as I am gifted by nature with a cheer- 
ful disposition, I soon forgot the sorrow that had 
set out with me, and began to muse on the in- 
cidents of the journey occurring all around me. 
Not far from me sat a tall man, a hearty, pleas- 
ant featured gentleman, whose quiet manner 
would scarcely have attracted my notice, but 
whom people seemed to make so much fuss over, 
offering him attentions, and whispering appar- 
ently about him and his doings, that I could not 
avoid often glancing that way. He was not 
handsome, but extremely gonial looking, with 
eyes of remarkable depth of expression, and lipa 
that worked with every passing emotion. 
Around his hat a broad band of black crape 
told to me a tale of sorrow, and my imagination; 
always active, was.soon busy portraying to jit- 
self the person and the precious privileges he 
might have lost. 

The train stopped at a crowded station. I was 
looking listlessly out, when suddenly up went 
hat after hat, and the people crowded about 
some one who stood on the platform. It was no 
other than my tall and distinguished looking 
gentleman. Surely he must be somebody, I 
thought. When he entered the car again, I had 
a full view of his face, as he held up his hat in 
one hand, wiping a brow of magnificent pro- 
portiong with the other. A lady dressed in 
great style was walking closely behind him, 
talking with unusual volubility, considering the 
place, and it seemed to me that she was anxious 
to call attention to the fact that she was well ac- 
quainted with the great man, if great man he 
waa. He seemed looking here and there, and 
finally he spied me sitting alone, my eyes fixed 
intently upon him and his movements. 7 

“Is this seat occupied, madam ?” 

Istarted, and he smiled, and biting my lip 
with vexation that I should have been in such a 
drowsy, dreamy state, I answered that it.was not. 

“Mrs. Van Lester, shall I seat you here 1” he 
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asked, turning with a graceful movement ; “ this 
lady says the place is unoccupied.” 

So Mrs. Van Lester, all smiles and bows to- 
wards me, and thinking possibly that the great 
man, if he was great—kaew me, ‘sat down with 
much affability, drawing her silken flounces from 
contact with the floor. The seeming hero of the 
hour left the cars, and appeared to be carried off 
bodily by admirjng crowds. I turned my atten- 
tion towards my travelling companion, who 
appeared to have a hard time of it getting over 
the consequent flurry of having been seen with 
a distinguished stranger. Her countenance 
spoke peaco with herself and all the world—all 
her world. 

“A very pleasant, courteous gentleman,” she 
said, after running her keen eyes up and down 
my face. 

“He seems so,” was my reply. 

“0, you don’t know him!” she exclaimed, 
drawing a long. breath.. 

“Thave not that honor,” I returned quietly. 

“It is an hénor—it really is an honor,” she 
said, keeping her fussy hands in motion, and 
shaking the bugles-in her bonnet. ‘That is 
Hon. Senator Williston, from ——-. He is on 
his way to Langford, where he has the most 
splendid country seat you ever saw. I suppose 
he speaks here to-night. I declare, I quite for- 
got to ask him. Our family and his are on the 
most delightfully intimate terms—indeed, his son 
Hal—a fine young man, visits us very constant- 
ly, so often that people begin to ask my daugh- 
ter Emily quite significant questions. Bat, of 
course, Emily is but a child. 

I eat quite still, an amused listener and ob- 
server. It seemed so odd to hear a stranger 
dive at once into family affairs, and that ins 
voice of such power, that but for the incessant 
“pat, pat, patéle of the cars, everybody conld 
have heard. 

“T see that he isin mourning,” I observed. 

“ Yes—for his wife.” 

I was mentally exclaiming “poor men!” 
when she cut my condolence short, by saying: 

“Tt was avery unhappy match indeed. It 
seems she loved him very much, but he didn’t 
care about her as a man should who takesa 
wife. It happened in this way. Miss H. wasa 
beantiful girl. She was thrown into his sogiety, 
he was kind and attentive, as you might See it 
was natural for him to be—she fell deeply in 
love ; her health, even her mind was threatened. 
The case was represented to him ; he felt deeply 
under obligation, and finally married her. But 
it was dreadful, dreadful, I assure you! Years 
and years she has been always on the verge of 
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insanity. He has been a kind husband, though 
not of course, ahappy man. Every thing was 
done for her that could be done, but she lost all 
her beauty, all her health, and died about eighteen 
months ago. Though he is perfectly polite, he 
doesn’t seem to care abont addressing unmarried 
ladies at all, but confines his attentions exclu- 
sively to the married friends of his acquaintance.” 

“T should think it would create some jealousy,” 
was my thoughtless reply. 

“0, you don’t know him!” said Mrs. Van 
Lester, “‘ or you wouldn’t say that; he is the 
soul of honor.” 

My cheeks were already burhing for my foolish 
speech, but I took refuge under the thought that 
I was a stranger. 

“Do you go to Langford?” The question 
startled me; there had been a long silence, dur- 
ing which my thoughts had travelled back to- 
wards home. I was just deepin a vision of Jessie 
with her hands in the dough—Sid, eating bread 
and butter—mother darning or knitting with a 
sad face, and Nelly singing some mourmfal mel- 
ody connected with thoughts of absence. Quite 
as a matter of course, I replied : 

“Yes, madam — Iam going there to teach 
school.”” 

My travelling friend raised her eyebrows, took 
another deliberate survey of my cheap muslin 
dress, scanned my face again, looked dissatisfied, 
end—did not speak to me again during the re- 
taainder of the journey. 

EPISTOLARY. 
IN MY SCHOOL-ROOM. 

“To Netry,—Yez, I’m fairly in for it, Nell— 
an established country schoolmarm. I’m snatch- 
ing a few moments while the children are at re 
cess to tell you something about it. My young- 
est scholar is two years and a half old,—a boy 
with a big head always covered with blue bruises. 
I have to appoint a special monitor to stand over 
him and keep him from tumbling, for he sleeps 
about all the time. Prepare to langh. My old- 
est scholar is @ green youth of twenty-two, When 
his eyes are not on his book, they are fixed upon 
me, and J am puzzled to know which are opened 
widest, hie eyes or his mouth. He is more than 
five feet high, and sits a dozen inches or so from 
the floor. Iam obliged to exercise all my phi- 
losophy to' keep from laughing whenever I glance 
that way. But Ishall get accustomed to it. 
There are some rose-buds here, beautiful with 
color and fragrance, and considerable dog-weed 
in the shape of gawky, ill-mannered youth—but 
Ishall strive to be impartial, My boarding- 
house is a pleasant one—my landlady in every 
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sense-of the word a Jady, pretty, delicate, agree- 
able, and inconsolable on account of her husband, 
now dead five years. A lawyer, who once knew 
father boards here, a contented old bachelor of 
forty. He says he is determined to make my 
stay pleasant, and has alretdy introduced me to 
several people of note, among them my queer 
travelling companion. I told you about Mra. 
Van Lester, who turns out to be the wife of a 
very rich merchant tailor. I don’t like her 
“ pretty well,” as one of my little rose-buds says, 
but she tries to make herself agreeable. I have 
not yet met with the great man,. Williston the 
honorable, but have seen his son, Hal Williston, 
who was pleased to give me an admiring ‘stare, 
and has since taken the trouble to drag his deli- 
cate frame by the school-house at least once a 
day, managing in some way to get a glance at 
the interior of the school-room. 

“T have the advantage of being benefited by 
the tasteful plans of my predecessor. It peems 
they gave her a mean building, black with age, 
inconvenient, hot in summer, cold in winter, in 
spite of the forest wood piled up hereabonts. 
So she, being one of the best sort of strong- 
minded women, battled for her rights until she 
had this handsome little edifice built in. the 
midst of shady trees, and pltnted about with 
vines and rose bushes. She had been installed 
in the very desk where I am now sitting, just 
six months, when she foolishly gave up her inde- 
pendence and married the minister. So you see 
there is a possibility of making good matches 
here. Nelly, do you sing yet? I hopo so. 
Keep oar poor little piano in tune with the money 
that accompanies this, and practise as eonstantly 
as though I were there to oversee you. Tell 
mother the lace is for her; make her a tasteful 
cap. The sixpence put into Sid’s hands, and 
do for once let him have his fill of candy. Jessie 
and you accept my love till I have something— 
I wont say better, but—in addition to send you. 

Very truly yours, 
“Lizz WeutwortH.” 


NARRATIVE. 


The day had been neither hot nor uncom- 
fortable. The new teacher, as she closed the 
gate leading from the school-yard into the 
road, paused a moment to catch the still beauty 
of the scene, to inhale the raze perfume of the 
sweet brier. Three softly crowned hills were 
reddening to the west with the rays of the set- 
ting sun. Between them intervened a tiny 
yalley—the ground swelled softly to a gentle 
ascent—pretty dwellings with gardens filled with 
varied colors, and fields rich with summer grain, 
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stood at pleasant distances apart. Lizzie Went- 
worth, wearied as she was, felt a freshening 
sense of delight as her glance fell yearningly 
eastward in the direction of herhome. Thesky 
was flooded with gold and parple—the shadows 
were creeping along with lengthened tread—the 
crickets were beginning their soothing song, and 
all sights and sounds contributed balm to the 
tired frame and the sad spirit. Lizzie had Jin- 
gered mach beyond her time in the pretty school- 
house that afternoon, lingered till the little girls 
who always claimed the privilege of a walk 
home with teacher, had strolled onward, grad- 
ually giving her up. She had been sitting with 
bowed head, thinking—thinking dejectedly over 
an open fetter she had received from home. 
They had all been sick, one or two of them dan- 
gerously. How cruel she thought it of them not 
to tell her. If any had died and she had not 
been there, what bitterness of spirit would have 
been her portion. They were, however, all bet- 
ter. But the bills were frightful—they had very 
hard work to get along, and her quarter’s salary 
would not be due fora month. So, to her, be- 
fore she left her desk, the world had seemed very 
dark, and trouble threatening on all sides, but 
the calm beauty of nature led her thoughts up to 
God. As-she walked slowly onward, she saw 
two pereons approaching ;-they seemed in ear 
nest conversation together. “One of them was 
the tall, commanding figure of the senator, who 
had but recently returned ; the other was the 
young clergyman whom she knew very well. 
They paused as they met, and then and there 
with heightened color, was presented to the Hon- 
orable Mr. Williston. With heightened color, I 
say, because she had already suffered from the 
attentions of his son, a handsome and wild young 
man with plenty of undisciplined good in him, 
and perhaps as much undisciplined evil. He 
had taken it into his brain, which was neither 
vain nor empty, but rash and impetuoas, to ad- 
mire her very mach, thereby causing fome scan- 
dal and more. flatter among the marriageable 
young ladies in Langford—in particular Emma 
Van Lester, of whose house the young man had 
become quite an inmate before her advent. 
Lizzie did not really know what an extraordinary 
face she possessed—how winning, how full of in- 
telligence, the soul’s best beauty, itwas! Aseye 
answered eye in her mirror, she saw only the 
quiet reflection of a face—she did not see it when 
it smiled, spoke—sparkled with sudden delight, 
saddened with sympathetic feeling. Sho had 
. Hot long passed the senator before she came in 
sight of his sumptuous house. How white and 
castle-like it was, standing upon an elevation 
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overlooking all the most striking points of that 
region. How every pane turned with a hectic 
crimson, as the sun touched it with his paling 
fire. What noble pillarsin front! What sump- 
tuous hangings at the broad windows! “ He has 
more than heart can wish,” sighed Lizzie, “ while 
at home they have come to their last loaf. Sick, 
and in astrange place—what can I do for them” 

She saw clearly that she must ask for an ad- 
vance, and though her heart failed her, she set 
resolutely about it, succeeded, and sent home 
the fraits of her hard labor. 


EPISTOLARY. 


IN OUR OWN LITTLE ROOM. 
“Dusan Lrzz18,—We were so glad when the 
money came! You should have seen us. Mother 
laughed and cried (she {s not quite well yet), for 
the flour barrel was scraped yesterday till there 
was actually dplinters in the bread. Now wo 
have paid up our few little debts—they made 
mama sick—bought shoes and a cap for Sid, and 
improved ourselves generally. We shall do I 
guesé til you send again. Meanwhile we are 
all at work trying to raise funds. Jessie hes 
taken some sewing privately. I have one scholar, 
(and take my pay in dry goods—O, dear me !— 
we have all got new calicoes) and mama, well, 
she ‘helps with the work when she’s well. Lizzie, 
what do you think? I’ve had anoffer! But— 
not an offer of marriage. A gentleman is spend- 
ing the summer here who is said to be the great 
singer in an opera troupe. He is very hand- 
some, coal black eyes and beautifal features. 
He heard me singing all by myself one night, 
and got an introduction (as he was pleased to 
say) on the strength of my beautiful voice. He 
really does praise it so highty, using all manner 
of scientific terms—and he is eo gentlemanly. 
Well, he wants to teach me so that I may sing 
in public, perhaps in opeta. I almost know what 
you will say—but I am very anxious. And 
then, he is s0 gentlemanly—but I believe I told 
you that before. Mother is pleased with him, 
only Jessie dislikes him. I don’t see the reason, 
but she says she cannot bear him. Your letters 
are very precious. I wish you wouldn’t speak 
so slightingly of that senator’s son. Why cat't 
you like him, marry him, and let me come and 
live with you? Or elee—we've been laughing 
at this—you marry the father, and save tho #00 
for me! There! disliking to correspond T 
do, I’ve written a pretty long letter. Jessi¢, for 
a wonder, is not making bread, or darning stock- 
ings, or doing any work. What do you thiok! 
She issitting at the piano, making all sors of 
noises. I am going to a party to-night; herdly 
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well enough, but I must have some fun. The 
singer will be there I expect. Mr. (it’s a funny 
name) Lebroughth—pronounced Lebro. Why 
couldn’t they spell it so, and done with it? 
Mama is just coming in with the table-cloth in 
her hand, so I must close. You would think us 
all rather pale for us—. Most truly yours, 
“Netty WENTWORTH.” 
NARRATIVE. % 

This letter found Lizzie preparing for a party, 
also. It was in September. The weather was 
delightfal, though somewhat cool. Lizzie was 
Not quite happy now, and the little missive did 
not tend to make her any more comfortable. It 
was the second time the family had been in 
trouble — the second time that she had been 
obliged to ask for an advance, and she was anx- 
ious and worried. This constant drain upon 
her little means, thongh it was cheerfully sub- 
mitted to, yet compelled her to dress almost 
meanly, for she had tarned, and trimmed, and 
managed the old dresses till she had been obliged 
to get a new one, and her purse was entirely 
empty. To-night she looked very sweet in her 
fresh, new silk, and with the one white, hot-house 
rose in her hair, as she sat now smiling, now 
thoughtful, twice reading her sister’s letter. 

“Te wont do!” she exclaimed with energy. 
**O, who will warn her? She, so beautiful— 
with such a glorious gift—thoughtless, clinging, 
sensitive—no father’s hand to guide ; and mother, 
that gentlest of mothers, but taking little care— 
thinking little of such things — and this hand- 
some foreigner—perhaps unprincipled—it wont 
do. Imust say a decided no ;—get her here— 
do anything to draw her from his influence. 
O, if my father had but lived!’ She bowed her 
head upon her hands for a moment, and then 
strove for self-command. 

It was a brillians gathering. Miss Wentworth 
was decidedly a favorite. Would Miss Went- 
worth play? Would Miss Wentworth sing! 
Did not Miss Wentworth look beautifally 1—to 
which none but Emma Van Lester answered a 
spiteful “no. What did she want to intrade 
herself upon good society for? She was only a 
school teacher—no money, no talents, no par- 
ticular beauty that she saw. And as to that pe- 
culiar lighting up of the face that everybody 
spoke of—well, she guessed she had a tem- 
Pio. i ageer, Lizzie Wentworth, usually 
the life’of ‘cle, was sad; her smiles were 
forced, her eyes heavy. 

“It strikes me the face is somewhat familiar,” 
said the Honorable Mr. Williston, to a friend. 
“©, [remember now—I was introduced to her 
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some little time since. 
she not ?”” 

The senator looked at his son as he sai this. 
He marked how eagerly the strained eye followed 
her every movement; he saw the flash come and 
go, the haughty lip tremble. 

“ You are acquainted with her,” he ventured 
to remark. 

“ Yes, sir—to my sorrow,” answered his son, 
his lip trembling worse yet. 

The senator drew him aside, and heard in 
almost fierce words that he loved her, and that 
his suit had becn rejected. 

“ And now, sir,” he said, with a short, wild 
langh, “the coast is clear; she may look with 
more favor upon the father than the son ” 

Mr. Williston frowned. The speech displeased 
him, and he turned proudly away. Hal was 
naturally noble and generous; he laid his hand 
on his father’s arm, and said: 

“ Forgive me, sir; I forgot myself.” 

And yet, indignant as Senator Williston had 
been at the moment, those words followed— 
haunted him. “She may look with more favor 
upon the father.” He turned to where she atood. 
At that moment, strangely enough, no one was 
monopolizing her attention. She stood, perhaps 
listening to a simple song—perhaps not, for her 
dark eyes were fixed upon vacancy; there was 
@ pensiveness about her that appealed irresistibly 
to his heart—the lips locked almost grieved. 
There may have been magnetism in that glance; 
certain it is that as she lifted her eyes, they fell 
fall upon hie, and then, after that peceliar fas- 
cination of sight, which all have experienced 
on some occasion, a real color mounted to her 
face. . t 
“She is very much annoyed to see me watch 
her so steadily—it is vexatious !”” exclaimed the 
senator to himself, turning away. 

EPISTOLARY. 

“Dear Naxvry,—Your letter came day before 
yesterday, and made me both glad and sorry, as 
my money made mama. In the first place, dear 
sister—xo! You know what I mean—the learn- 
ing to bea public singer. Not if I can help it, 
dearest. I do not say by this, that the position 
is not respectable and honorable—almost always 
remunerative—but you are not by nature fitted 
for such a place. You are too sensitive—if I 
must say it—too beautiful. You must be shrined 
in some sweet home, away from the public gaze, 
Again, be careful, be very carefal whom you en- 
courage. You are inexperienced —yet very 
young, and not skilled ‘Ya the worldly judgment 
both men and women need. I know nothing 
about this German singer, but I ask you for my 
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eake to be very careful. I am not afraid that 
you will commit any indiscretion, but how do 
wo really know that it may not be disgracefal 
even to be acquainted with this man? Some- 
thing tells me that you had better not receive his 
attentions. Jessie, with her common-sense no- 
tions, is almost always right. Listen to those 
who love you better than any one else can, little 
sister. I hear that the senator’s son is about 
starting for Europe. There are, of course, va- 
rious rumors, and I have gained the complete 
fil-will of Emily and Mrs. Van Lester. Iam 
sorry, but how can I help it? I see very little 
of Mr. Williston ; he is busied with public affairs. 
Very soon I will try to send you money. Keep 
up # good heart; maybe I shall have money 
enough to help youall yet. I fervently hope so. 
I am trying now fora vacancy in an academy 
forty miles off. Isuppose I must see Mr. Willis- 
ton about it, as Iam referred to him. Under 
the circumstances, I feel rather delicate about 
calling on him, but the only way is to put an un- 
concerned face upon the matter—mask your 
heart and go ahead. Give my love to mama, 
Siddy, and all. Very affectionately, your sister, 
“Lizzie Wextwortu.” 


NARRATIVE. 

A little room, ina little house—the house 
painted red—a little garden in front, a low door- 
way bordered with vines. In the little room 
Jessie, Nelly and Mrs. Wentworth sat, the two 
former reading over Lizzie’s letter, now a week 
old, the latter industriously darning. 

“ What will Lizzie say when she knows that 
Mr. Lebro should have come courting our Nelly, 
and it’ turns out that*he’s got a wife?” cried 
Jessie, closing the letter. 

“ She'll say that he was a bad man,” exclaimed 
Nelly, indignantly, “and I have nothing to blame 
myself for. I rejected him, didn’t It” 

“ Yes, to be sure, and it’s well youdid. There’s 
five—and the biscuit to make.” And up sprang 
Jessio after the bread-pan. Nelly meanwhile 
watched a coming carriage. 

“T almost knew—something told me—yes, it 
is, it is she !” screamed Nelly, wildly, springing 
ons to the little gate. 

Jessie followed, her hands dropping flour. 
Lizzie, with such a glowing face was giving di- 
yections; then there was a kissing ail round, 
and by-and-by they were snugly seated together, 
in their quiet sitting-room. 

* Have you got the academy ?” asked Nelly, 
untieing the strings of Lizzie’s bonnet. 

“No; but stoop down here a moment.” 

“O, Lissio’s going to be married! Mother! 
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Jessie! She says so—going to be married! O, 
Lizzie, who to ?” : 

Lizzie’s cheeks were scarlet and her eyes fall of 
tears, but she looked so happy, as she said : 

“Stoop down again, Nelly.” 

“O, mother, to Senator Williston ! 
can’t believe it! How came it so 1” 

It came so very naturally. Lizzie went to ask 
a favor of Senator Williston, and he, with a 
great deal of politeness and earnest looking 
towards her, said he woald willingly—nay, with 
pleasure, make application. He would call at 
her house, if the answer was favorable. So, he 
called where Lizzie boarded, and the sweet, 
young girl was alone. Her trembling lips and 
grateful smile as ehe thanked him, gave him great 
boldness. He knew he loved her —he knew how 
worthy and how great she was; he wanted just 
such a wife, and he proposed. Lizsie had al- 
ways admired him more than any man she ever 
saw—it doesn’t take long sometimes for admira- 
tion to change to love. In her case, it was quick 
work, and she felt glad, proud and happy, as the 
kiss of betrothal pressed her brow. 

“T told you she was going to geta rich bas- 
band,” said Jessie, going back complacently to 
her dough. 

“ Bat didn’ttry for it,” said Lizzie, laughing. 
“ My conscience is clear on that score. I never 
dreamed of it till he spoke—but, O, you will say 
he is noble when he comes next week ; you will 
all love him. He knows you all, he says, I have 
talked 20 mach about you—and our home shall 
be yours. Ho declares he'll make Sid a gover- 
nor. Where is he 9” 

A pair of arms were thrown about her neck, 
and two lips wet with candy left an impress on 
her face. Sidney was s handsome rogue, and 
looked all of the governor. 

“T told her she might have the father—who 
knows but I shall have the son sometime ?” said 
Nelly, combing her curls out that night. 

«I prophesy you will,” rejoined Jessie. 

The prophecy is fulflled—for Lizzie is to-day 
called grandmother by her own sister’s dear litde 
boy, one year old. 


Why, I 





REPENTANCE AND REMORSE. 


Bad as the results have been in the world of 
making light of sin, those of jing over it 


have been worse. Remorse has, done 1 berm 
than hardihood. It is remorse mem- 
nergies for 


bers: bygone faults as to paral 28 
doing Christ’s work; for when you break a 
Christian’s spirit, it is all over with progress. O, 
we want everything that is hopeful and encour 
aging for our work, for God knows it is not an 
easy one. 
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THE TELEGRAPH FLAG. 





BY RICHARD WRIGHT. 





‘There's a fiag richly studded with brilliant stars beaming, 
Prised as life by the States of America's soil; 

‘There’s a flag, the red cross, in its majesty streaming, 
The proud, noble ensign of Albion's isle; 

Both glorious and splendid, both hailed with devotion 
By two nations— the ony Frus two in the world; 

But greater than these, on the bosom of ocean, 
The Telegraphic Flag at the mast-head unfurled. 

Success to the Telegraph Flag! may it grace 

In unparalleled beauty each terminus place. 


Mighty project! to bind in still closer connexion 
The sands long united by commerce and trade; 
And guided by wisdom’s unerring direction, 
An union of interest with fellowship made. 

Now, the canis, from one shore to the other extending, 
Forming mail-roate direct, with « lightuing power— 
‘The dispatch, submarine, some two thoutend miles send- 

‘And receiving reply to the same, in the hour! —_[ing, 
Buccess to the Telegraph Flag! may it grace 
In unparalleled beauty, each terminus place. 


Hail! the Telegraph Flag! stars and crosses combining; 
God speed it in full, perfect triumph to wave; 
Green and bright civic wreaths round each brow be en- 
twining 
Of the staunch, toiling men, selentific and brave. 
Be Amerioa—Engiand, firm, true friends for ever, 
Dally greeting each other across the great sea; 
Mutual service, their rivalry’s fervent endeavor— 
‘The stars and cross, quartered, the flag of the free! 
Buccess to the Telegraph Flag! may it grace 
In unparalleled beauty, each terminus place. 
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BY H. W. BENNETT. 


Tue princely mansion of the Lindsays ex- 
hibited a picture of quietude and repose, on one 
of the September mornings of 1833, that cor- 
responded but little to its usual character of 
noisy cheerfulness. The reason was apparent in 
the fact that nearly the wholé family had gone 
out hunting, taking with them the guests who 
were then staying there, with a single exception. 
Althongh the grounds at Lindsay House were 
beautiful, and laid out in the very perfection of 
English gardening, the house itself was an ob- 
ject of far more interest, from its antique style, 
ita splendid paintings, and the rich and rare frag- 
ments of a former age, that had been so care- 
fully preserved by the successive owners of the 
mansion. 

To one of the guests, there was an object of 
still greater interest, in the pereon of Mary Lind- 
say, the youngest and most beautifal of the fair 
bevy of maidens, who made the glory of Lindsay 
House, and the joy and hope of its owner, as 
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well as his pride. If Margaret and Isabella 
were more stately and dignified, and the charms 
of Grace and Marion took the heart more by 
storm, with their buoyant spirits and fearless 
participation of outdoor sports, it was Mary who 
stole upon the senses, as comes a sweet south 
wind, laden with fragrance and bringing a soft 
and gentle influence, mild, yet refreshing. 

On this morning, Mary had unaccountably re- 
fused to join in the sport in which she most 
delighted. In vain had her father pressed her 
to accompany him. She gently but decidedly 
refused to go. 

“J fancy the early departure of young Harry 
Cavanagh has something to do with it, papa,” 
exclaimed saucy Grace, “as he has been very 
attentive in this quarter.” 

Mary’s soft eyes entreated her sister’s forbear- 
ance ; but the gay girl went on, in spite of the 
lowering cloud on the brow of Mr. Lindsay. 

“Tt is really shameful, papa, and I think you 
ought to stop it. Here are Marion and my- 
self arrived at the venerable ages of eighteen 
and nineteen, to say nothing of our elders here, 
Margaret and Belle, and none of us, I believe, 
have ever had an offer; at least, there is no 
tradition to that effect, that is at all entitled to 
notice! And then to think that Mary—the baby, 
mother still calls her—should be the first to ex- 
perience that distinction—really, Iam so affected 
that I cannot go on.” 

“What is all this nonsense about, Grace ?” 
asked the father, sternly. ‘“ Do not tell me that 
the son of Edmund Cavanagh has dared address 
one of my daughters! Speak, Mary, are these 
idle words in your sister, or have you been so 
foolish as to think of this young Cavanagh, 
whom Leeds brought so intrusively to my house, 
and who, I am happy to see, has departed 1” 

Mary sat perfectly still—her eyes fixed upon 
her father’s face, where she now beheld anger 
towards herself for the first time. Grace, 
affrighted by the effect of her light and careless 
words, followed her sisters in their pretty hunt- 
ing drosses of Lincoln green to the c@art yard, 
aware that any attempt to make peace would 
only increase trouble for poor Mary. She cast a 
contrite look upon her as she left her, and Mary 
smiled back her pardon. Indeed, Mary could 
not believe that her father could hold anger to- 
wards her; although she knew that Harry Cav- 
anagh was not a pleasant name in his memory. 
She knew that Harry’s fathor, Edmund Cay- 
anagh, had, ina moment of passion, offended 
Mr. Lindsay ; but she could not conceive of such 
@ matter lingering in the mind year after year; 
and she thought with unsuspecting childishness, 
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that she could soon heal the breach. Poor Mary! 
her sixteen years had not yet shown her the 
world and human nature as they are. She 
would have been shocked to find how much of 
rancor existed in her father’s heart, and how 
well he remembered Cavanagh’s offence. 

The Lindsay mansion stood upon a rising 
ground, beneath which z a small river It 
was a large pile of buildfngs, having been added 
to and altered by each successive owner, but 
with the original style of architecture preserved. 
Inside, the spacious apartments presented gran- 
deur combined wth true English comfort. The 
high ceilings, wide fire-places, and immense 
windows, all told how much the inmates prized 
free ventilation. In the grand dining-room, for 
instance, a bay window occupied the entire end of 
the room, and the drawing-rooms were almost 
equally favored. 

In one of the deep embrasures of the last- 
mentioned apartments, an hour or two after the 
hunting party had departed, Mary Lindsay was 
sitting with her lover. He had feigned to go 
away that very morning, but knowing that she 
was to remain at home, he had returned by an- 
other route, and found her as he expected, alone. 
Not until this day, had Mary entertained a doubt 
that Harry would be approved by her father; 
nor, indeed, by the sanguine light of youth, 
could she even now believe that he would persist 
in his refusal. She was telling Harry this, and 
together they were drawing bright pictures of 
the future. An hour passed all too soon, and 
it was scarcely a moment after, that Mr. Lind- 
say’s horse was heard approaching the house. 
Mary knew his step, and nearly fainted with 
terror, lest her father should think that she was 
aware of the visit she was to receive from 
Cavanagh. 

“Do not tremble so, Mary,” said the young 
man; “your father is surely too just to visit any 
punishment upon you for what I have done. I 
will go this moment, and tell him all.” 

Tle rose, and walked out to the court yard, 
just as Ng. Lindsay approached. He met Harry 
with a look of resentment, while the young man 
hastened to explain. 

“ There is no need of explanation, Mr. Cav- 
aungh. I see how much honor I may expect 
from one of yourname. I have only to bid you 
good morning.” 

Mortified and incensed, Harry Cavanagh lin- 
gered only long enough to whisper a single sen- 
tence in Mary’s ear, which she was too insensi- 
ble to comprehend, and then turned down the 
shortest garden path to the road, where his 
horse was awaiting him. Mr Lindsay carried 
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Mary to her chamber, and she was soon able to 
comprehend what had passed. Her father 
soothed her with tender words aad caresses, and 
talked to her as one would to a child; and in- 
deed, Mary was scarce more than thet. Hitherto 
she had been petted and indulged, and no one 
had ever thought of her being sought by a lover. 
It was a manifest injustice to her elder sisters, 
and they resented it like an insult. But young 
as she was, Mr. Lindsay would not havo objected, 
had it not been Harry Cavanagh who sought 
her. In other days Horace Lindsay and Edmund 
Cavanagh were friends. Both loved a fair and 
gentle girl, and for awhite Horace was preferred. 
Iie woke from a long dream of happiness to find 
that his friend had supplanted him in her affec- 
tions. He never forgave him—never even spoke 
to him afterwards. The injury rankled, even 
when he married Mary’s mother, foreven then 
he had but half a heart to offer. And now, 
when he reflected that this was to be brought up 
anew to the memory of all those who knew his 
early mortification ; when he thought how every 
one would speak of his daughter’s lover as the 

son of her who jilted, and of him who outwitted 

him, the proud spirit of Horace Lindsay rose 

against the son as it had against the parents, and 

he inwardly vowed that it should not take place. 

But he found that Mary could not, child as she 

was, be intimidated by threats. She must be 

soothed, caressed into obedience; and he deter- 

mined to appeal to her filial tenderness, rather 

than to her sense of duty. At all events, what- 

ever was the cost, whatever the sacrifice, these 

two hearts must be separated. 

Harry Cavanagh did not know of this feud, 
when he entered Mr. Lindsay's house as a visi- 
tor. Young Falkland Lindsay, a relative, had 
been invited to pass a few days at the mansion, 
and hed declined on the score of having a 
young friend staying with him. Mr. Lindsay, 
with characteristic, hospitality, had written to 
him to bring his friend too; and no name was 
spoken until the two young men arrived. Even 
then, Mr. Lindsay’s, habitual politeness could 
not be laid aside, and he continued to treat his 
unconscious guest with urbanity, until he sus- 
pected from what dropped from some one, that 
he had been sveking the affections of his daughter. 
This then, was the reason of Mary’s staying 
away from the sport. Not a moment would he 
lose in commanding her to dismiss all thoughts 
of a Cavanagh from her heart. And with this 
full in his mind, he galloped home as soon as 
possible, meaning to take her back with him, 
and interest her in something more suited to her 
age than a lover. The sight of Harry's horse 
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at the gate showed him that he wastoolate. He 
did not doubt that the engagement was already 
made that bound his daughter to the son of his 
enemy. His enemy! There was not a drop of 
blood in Edmand Cavanagh’s veins that would 
not have flowed as freely as water to save the 
life of the Horace Lindsay whom he knew in 
youth. 

Harry returned home after leaving Mary Lind- 
say, on the morning of the hunt. Mr. Cavanagh’s 

. estate was about thirty miles from Mr. Lindsay’s, 
and although it could not boast the ancient gran- 
deur of the other, was still very pleasant, com- 
fortable, and in many parts really beautiful. 

Mr. Cavanagh was a fine, ‘pleasant looking, 
elderly man, white-haired and venerable. No 
drop of acid was mixed with his invariable 
sweetness of disposition. He was uniformly 
kind and pleasant to all with whom he was in 
@ny sort connected. Nota feeling had he ever 
experienced towards Horace Lindsay, save that 
of kindness ; and his only sorrow was that his 
friend should have so interpreted his position a8 
to call himan enemy. Harry, whose confidence 
his father had always shared, related all that had 
passed in the few days which he had spent at 
Mr. Lindsay’s. 

“Alas 1” said Mr. Cavanagh, “can it be that 
the old feud has not yet died out of Horace 
Lindsay’s heart ?” 

“So it appears,” answered Harry, and pro- 
ceeded with his relation. 

“He is wrong—always was wrong about this 
matter. Harry, he had been once engaged to 
your mother. He neglected her, and told me 
himself that he had lost his love for her. I 
never interfered, until I knew she was perfectly 
free from her bonds to him. Then he grew 
furious—accused us both of deception, and since 
that time I have never been able to meet his eye. 
He has avoided me as one would a serpent; but 
with all this wrong resting upon my mind, I 
would do anything—meke any sacrifice for him 
I so dearly loved in youth.” 

“Father, will you tell Mr. Lindsay this t” 

“ Why should I not? 1 have ofven longed to 
recover his friendship, and can I doit in a better 
cause than the happiness of his child and mine ?” 

The guests had all departed from Lindsay 
House, and the family restored to its usual quiet 
ways. Mary’s face wasa trifle paler than its 
wonted hue, and her spirits had lost something 

of their tore. Her father had been alarmed at 
this, and had treated her with ail possible kind- 
ness and consideration, not even mentioning 
their late dissension. He was alone with her 
now, in the pleasant, sunny, morning room, en- 
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livened still farther by a bright wood fire. Mr. 
Lindsay was reading at the fireside, with a noble 
hound crouched beneath him on the rug, while 
Mary was vainly striving to busy herself with 
her work. It had fallen from her hand, and her 
father was looking at her over his book, with a 
pitying expression on his face. A stranger was 
announced, and ushered into the room. Mr. 
Lindsay rose and bowed with involuntary respect 
to the dignified, white-haired man who came 
towards him. i 

“I perceive that you do not recognize me, 
Mr. Lindsay,” said the stranger, “and perhaps 
my name will bring no welcome. Iam Edmund 
Cavanagh.” 

Mr. Lindsay started, and his proffered hand 
fell to his side. 

“ May I ask why Mr. Cavanagh thinks proper 
to awake unpleasant memories, by thus calling 
on one who never solicited that honor ?” 

“The reason lies in the unhappiness of my 
son—my only remaining child—and in the hope 
that two gray headed men may bury the remem- 
brance of foolish and unfounded enmity before 
they die.” 

“Foolish and unfounded !” 
Lindsay. 

He motioned to Mary to withdraw ; but she 
first caught an almost paternal look from the 
stranger, from which she augured a pleasant 
ending to this strange interview. What passed, 
between her father and Mr. Cavanagh no one 
ever knew ; but two hours afterward they came 
down the covered walk where she was sitting, 
and by the serene calm upon their faces, she 
knew they were reconciled. Just then, the whole 
bevy of sisters appeared at the gate, returned 
from their morning ride, and as Mary turned on 
hearing their voices, she was electrified by the 
sight of Harry Cavanagh, in the act of lifting 
Belle from her horse. 

“Go, and meet your sisters,” was all that 
Mr. Lindsay said, but he looked still more, and 
when Mary came back, it was with Harry alone. 
He had accompanied his father, but did not ven- 
ture to approach the house, until the length of 
the interview convinced him that it was not a 
hostile one. 

How sweetly looked the bride, as she stood by 
Harry’s side in the grand drawing-room of 
Lindsay House, I cannot describe, although I. 
have looked with delight upon the beautiful rep- 
resentations of the artist, which bring all the 
scenes I have recorded before the eye. 


repeated Mr. 





There are some men, whose enemies are- to be 
pitied much, and their friends more. 
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Curious Matters. 


Remarkable Death. 

The awfal desth of Medame Palesikoff, one of the 
most charming amongst all that bevy of charming Rus- 
sian ladies who sometimes gladdened the winters of 
Paris, has created a terrible shock In the circles she em- 
bellished. The unhappy lady left Paris but a short time 
ago on 8 summer tour to Germany. While stepping 
from the door of the opera-house, at Berlin to gain her 
carriage, she let fall one of her bracelets close to the pave- 
ment. Stooping to pick it up, she noticed at the time 
laughingly, “that one cf the horses belonging tos car- 
riage standing at hand had dropped his head 80 close to 
her tace that he had touched her, and left a moist kiss 
upon her cheek.” In a few days the unfortunate lady 
was taken ill with that most horrible discase, glanders, 
and in a few days more breathed her last, in spite of her 
attendance by the best physicians in Berlin, and every 
resource to be obtained by wealth, or by ceaseless vigi- 
Inuce of friends. 








Humming Birds’ Tongues. 

‘The tongue of a humming bird is very curious. It 
has two tubes alongside of each other, like the two tubes 
of a double barrelled gun. At the tip of the tongue the 
tubes are a little separated, and their ends are shaped 
like spoons. The honey is spooned up,'as we may say, 
and then it is drawn into the mouth through the long 
tubes of thetongue. Bat the bird uses its tongue an- 
other way. It catches insects with it, for it lives on 
these as wellason honey. It catches them in this way: 
the two spoons grasp the Insect like a pair of tongs, and 
the tongue beading, puts it into the bird’s niouth. The 
tongue, then, of the humming bird is not merely one 
instrument, but contains several instruments together— 
two pumps, two spoons, and a pair of tongs. 

A Shower of Flies. 

A recent number of the St. Louis Democrat says: * On 
the down trip of the Steamer Editor, on the Ilinols, the 
other night, st nino o'clock, a shower or stream of the 
Mormon or Bhad-fly poured upon her deck to the depth 
of sixinches, and It was a very difficult matter to shovel 
them overboard. They were so numerous as to put out 
the watchman’s light and envelope everything in mid- 
night darkness. The trees along the shore looked as if 
borne down by these short-lived insects. The visitation 
fe said to prognosticate a sickly season. 

Singular Suicide. 

Edward Cole committed suicide near St. Peter, Minne- 

sota, under singular circumstances. Ile took down his 

-6un, when by someaccident it went offand killed his wife. 
He wrote to his son informing him of the circumstance, 
and telling him what diepoeition to make of his property. 
He said that himself and wife had not lived on good 
terms, and that as the accident on his part might be at- 
tributed to design, he would prevent any further 
trouble by leaving the world. 


Strange Incident. 

Ahusbandman in the little village of St. Omer, in 
France, recently killed hog, in the stomach of which 
was discovered # silver watch and chain, that was lost 
two months befbre, and which belonged to a servant of 
the house. The timeptece—being of hunting pattern, 
‘well encased—was found black as coal. 





CURIOUS MATTERS. 


A Microscopic Wonder. 

We have had the pleasure of seeing recently, says the 
Salem Register, 8 microscopic photograph, which is truly 
4 very remarkable curiosity. Upon the object gisss ep- 
pears a small speck, occupying the space of six by seven 
ande half bundredths of an inch—about the size of the 
equere lead in an ordinary lead pencil before it 
cut—appearing to the unaided vision only ss a stain 
or slight discoloration upon the glass. But the micro 
scope reveals it to be a complete copy of the Declaration 
of Independence, with the names of the signers in full, 
containing no leas than 7850 letters, every one of which 
{ae finished specimen of typography, and the whele, 
under a high magnifying power can be seen with the 
‘utmost distinctness, and read with the utmost eare. The 
letters are only one twenty-four hundredths of an inch in 
size, but are perfectly formed and elegant. This wonder. 
fal achierment of the photographieart was brought from 
Paris, by Mr. D. P. Ives, and is the property of Dr. 
George A. Perkins. 

Action of the Bea, 

In Clew Bay, on the western coast of Ireland, there 
was formerly an island called Minish, the surface of 
which, in the reign of Charles I., was several acres in 
extent, as is proved by several public documents of that 
period. On belog measured in the year 1814, it was 
found to be only 420 feet long, and thirty broad. In 
1816 it entirely disappeared. The island of Clare, in the 
immediate neighborhood, farnishes another example of 
the destructive action of the ees along those coarts. 
Bounded everywhere by cliffs of immense height, it is 
continually corroded by the ocean, which bas worn deep 
caverns, into which, when agitated, it throws immense 
blocks of stone, detached from the cliffs, with a nobe 
that is quite appalling. 


The Shroud of Pisarro. 

‘The Michigan Historical Society has received from Mr. 
C. C. Jackson « relic, which is sald to bea veritable 
purap of the mort cloth or shroud of Pizarro. By good 
fortune {says the donor)I managed one day when in 
Lima, the “city of the kings,” to penetrate into the 
vaulted depths under the great altar of the old cathe 
dral, and finally to stand by the skeleton of the great 
freebooter. The custodian of the remains was accessible, 
and I was enabled to obtain the enclosed bit of the once 
gorgeous cerements in which the remains were wrapped 
on their final burial in the place of honor. 


Outlived her Legatees. 

Mrs. Villette, of La Salle, was buried recently fn the 
Catholic burying-ground at Monroe, Michigan. Sbe was 
112 sears old at the time of her death. She made her 
will in the latter part of the last entury, over sixty years 
ago, and what is most singular, she has outlived all the 
persons to whom she had bequeathed her property, sev- 
eral of whom were infants when the will was made, and 
over fifty years of age when they died. 


High Waterfall. 

The highest waterfall in the world is in the Sandwich 
Islands, and 1s stated to be four or five thousand feet 
high. The stream on which the fall occurs runs among 
the peaks of one of the highest mountalns—so high that 
the water actually newer reaches the bottom—so great is 
the distance that the water is converted into mist, and 
ascends to the clouds again. 


GURIOUS MATTERS. 


A Feathered Malefactor. 

Beveral persons while promenadiog & short time since 
on the borders of the canal, between the bridge of 
Obarlothenbourg and the Zoological Garden of Berlin, 
perceived a ewan, which, visibly exhausted, was swim- 
ming down the channel aud endeavoring to gain the 
brink. But before he had arrived there, one of his com- 
panions, which was pursuing him through the waves, 
caught the fogitive, dragged him to the middle of the 
canal, and pressing his claws against the unlucky swan, 
seized him by the head, and plunged him very foreibly 
under water till death ensued. As there was no boat in 
the vicinity, the spectators of this scene gave chase to 
the murderer by throwing stones at him, but all in 
vain. The feathered malefactor did not shrink for a mo- 
ment from the execution of his design. 





Older than Parr. . 

Old Parr died in 1685, aged 152, having lived in ten 
reigns. Buta greater than Perr was Henry Jenkins, of 
Yorkehire, who died in 1670, aged 169 years. It is re- 
corded of this venerable man of old, that he once sur- 
prised a company who were putting questions about his 
age, by telling them that he had been present at the 
battle of Flodden Field, in 1513, and he distinctly de- 
scribed the circumstances as to how he had been in con- 
tact with the memorable battle. He wasa boy at the 
period, and acted as driver to one of the wagons, which 
was laden with sheaves of arrows for the bowmen. The 
case of Jenkins is classed in the list of remarkable per- 
sonsas authentic. It would be curious to know how 
such a person fared in life. He would certainly hold no 
Ded bank stock, nor frpt amid the consuming eagerness 
of rage for wealth. 





Oan a Man be his own Grandfather P 

The query answered in the affirmative: ‘There was 
a widow and her daughter-in-law, and s man end his 
son. The widow married the son, and the deughter the 
old man; the widow was, therefore mother to her hus- 
band’s father, consequently grandmother to her own 
husbend. They hada son to whom she was great grand- 
mother. Now as the son of a grandmother must be 
either a grandfather or a great uncle, this boy was there- 
fore his own grandfather. N.1. This was actually the 
case with @ boy at schoo! at Norwich. 


Pancake Bell. 

A custom has prevailed in Haden from time immemo- 
rial, on Shrove Tuesday, to ring what is called the pan- 
oako-bell. All the apprentices in the town whose inden- 
tures terminate before the return of the above day, as- 
semble in the belfry of the church at eleven o’clock, and 
in turn toll the tenor bell for an hour, at the sound of 
which all the housewives in the parish commence frying 
pancakes. The sexton, who is present, receives a small 
fee from each lad. . 


A Prodigy. 

Another mathematical phenomenon has appeared. Tis 
name is Meredith Holland, and he iss native of Monroe 
county, Ky. It is said that he ean answer any mathe- 
matical question withoute moment's delay. He declares 
that he is conscious of no mental effort, but the avswer 
is presented to his mind almost instantaneously with the 
question. Aside from this wonderful faculty he has a 
very ordinary and uncultivated mind. 
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Singular Historical Facts. 

Thomas Jefferson and John Adams both died on the 
4th of July, 1826. John Adams died in his Olst year 
and was eight years older than Thomas Jefferson; Thom- 
as Jefferson was eight years older than James Madison; 
James Madison was eight years older than James Mon- 
roe; James Monroe was eight years older than John 
Quincy Adams. The first five of our Presidente—all 
Revolutionary men—ended their terms of services in the 
6th year of their age. Washington, born Feb. 22d, 1782; 
inaugurated 1789, term of service expired in the 66th 
year of his age; John Adams, born October 80th, 1785; 
inaugurated, 1707; term of service expired in the 66th year 
of his age; Thomas Jefferson, born April 2d, 1748; inau- 
gurated 1804; term of service expired in the 66th year of 
his age; James Madison, born March 4th, 1751; inaugu- 
rated 1809; term of service expired in the 66th year of 
his age; James Monroe, born April 2d, 1768; inangura- 
ted 1817; term of service expired in the 66th year of his 
age. 


Curious Epitaph. 
The following epitaph is upon a gravestone in Crayford ° 
churchyard, Kent: 


“« Here lies the body of Peter Isnell, thirty years Clerk 
of this parish: he lived respected, ® pious and worthy 
man, and died on his way to Chareh toassist ata wedding, 
on the 3st August, 1811, aged 70 years. The inhabitants 
of Crayford raised this stone to his cheerful memory, and 
asa tribute to his faithful service. 


“The life of this clerk was just threescore and ten, 
Nearly heif of which time he had sung out amen. 
In his youth he was married like other young men, 
But his wife died one day: so he chanted amen. 
A second he took—she departed: what then? 

Ile courted aud married a third, with amen; 

His joys and his sorrows were doubled: but then 
lls voice was deep bass as he sung out amen. 
On the horn was exalted in blowing amen, 

He lost all his wind ot threescore and ten; 

And here, with three wives, he waits tii again 
The trumpet shall raise him to sing out Amen.” 


Sir Philip Crampton’s Coffin, 

By the singular directions of Sir Philip Crampton, 
made just prior to his death, the body was placed in q 
solid Irish oak coffin without any ld; around this was 
placed a thick concrete of Roman cement, which was 
made to fill up all the spaces in the interior of the coffin 
not occupied by the body, which was covered over, and 
entirely imbedded in the cement, of which nearly five hun- 
dred weight was used. The heavy mass was placed within 
another Irish oak coffin of great strength, which was cov- 
ered with fine black cloth, on the lid of which was a shield = 
bearing the following inscription: “ Sir Philip Crampton, * 
Bart, died June 10th, 1858, aged eighty-one years.” 


“*Big Tree Bulletin.” 

‘This is the odd-sounding and somewhat remarkable 
title of paper issued at Mammoth Tree Grove, Calaveras 
county, California. Itis published every Tuesday and 
Friday by John Heckendern—office on the stump of the 
Big Tree. In the Calaveras section of California trees 
are found of a size surpassing those of any other country 
in the world. Qne of these giants has been felled, and 
upon its stump the editor has erected » printing office, 
from which issues, twice a-week, the Big Tree Bulletin. 


ge 
. fen. 


888 
The Florist. 


Now comes the beauteous summer time, 


‘And grass n Once more, 
‘And sparkling brooks the meadows lave 
With fertillsing power.—Doxrs pz Tzor's. 


Destroying Insects, 

Sowing a garden with salt, st the rate of six or eight 
bushels to the acre, will cause many insects to disappear. 
It should be done in the autumn... Digging the soil in 
winter, and thus exposing it to the frost, will destroy 
many grubs, eto. Wine-mouthed bottles, partly filled 
with molasses and water, and hung up in the garden, 
make excellent traps for the moths, which are the pa- 
rents of many destructive insects. The remedy is an old 
fashioned but good one. A bright fire of resinous pine, 
too, shavings, or any other combustible, kindled in the 
garden at night, will attract and destroy millions of bugs. 
Birds are among the best friends of the garden, and 
should by no means be destroyed, although some of them 
may est raspberries and cherries. Toads live entirely 
‘upon insects, and do no harm in the garden, Induce as 
many as possible to make it their home. 


Boses, 

Now is the season in which to train roses. Those plants 
which have done flowering now put forth vigorous shoots, 
and great care should be taken to train the young wood 
fn the proper directions. Too many shoots should not 
be allowed to grow—pinch off as many as you please, the 
plants will grow the better for it. Every fifth or sixth 
year the roses should be taken up, their roots shortened, 
and replanted in fresh soll, the old soll being removed; 
and every year in March, about halfs barrel of well rot- 
ted manure should be laid on the surfsce of the ground 
round the stem of the tree, and spread out #0 as to cover 
the roots. 


Grafting Wax. 

To make grafting wax of an excellent quality, take four 
parts of resin, two of beeswax, and one of tallow; melt 
the whole together, pour the composition into cold water, 
and work it over thoroughly, pulling {t as you would 
molasses condy. The hardness of the wax may be in- 
@reased or lessened by adding more or less tallow. In 
cold weather keep the the composition in warm water. 
In using it the hands should be slightly greased. 





Pinks. 

If you have any choice kind of pinks watch them care- 
fally, and do not allow two buds to grow on the same 
stem; pinch off the smallest; by so doing the plants 
flower more vigorously, and the blossoms will be more 
perfect. 


Bvergreens. 

All evergreens of a hard-wooded nature may be in- 
ereased rapidly by layers in Juneor July. Lay down the 
young shoots and cover them five or six inches deep with 
earth, leaving the tops out three or four inches, accord- 
ing to their different lengthe. 


Hedycarum, 

The French Honeysuckle. The species are mostly 
hardy blenolals and perennials, which require only the 
usual treatment of their respective kinds. They will 
grow in any light rich soil, and are increased by division 
of their roots and by seed. 
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Flowers from Seed. 

Among the fiowers most interesting to raise from the 
seed we may mention the pansy, or heartsease. A pinch 
of seed sown now, and occasionally watered in dry wreath 
er till {t 1s up, yould be ready to plant out by the endef 
August, It will produce » great variety, from which the 
best may be saved. These, like many other Gower-cesls, 
may be sown in April or May, but we sow them in all 
three of the months we mention; this flower im partica- 
lar, becsuse = very small garden will do for them, her 
they need not be planted out more than six inches apart. 
Hot-House Climbers. 

All the most beautifal hot-house climbers, gach as the 
Allamanda Cathartica, the Ipomes Horafallice, Petros 
Volubilis, ote., may be grown in the open air, by keeping 
their roots in hest; that ls to say, if the rocés are grown 
in 8 stove, or pit heated with hot water or flues of stove 
heat; the stems may be brought through some opening 
purposely contrived, and twined overa trellis in the open 
garden. | 


Young Trees, | 

Young trees, two or three years from the seed, er cos | 
year from the graft, are not infrequently headed down te 
two or three buds on purpose to strengthen their growth. 

A single bud is then trained vertically, and the rest 
pruned away in the course of the summer. Im such 
cases, the growth of the top being attended with « cor 
responding increase of fibrous roots, the tree at ome be- 
comes vigorous and healthy. 

Petunias. 

No class of summer flowers better repay the small care 
they require, than petunias; they are # mass of bright 
fragrant blossoms from Jane to November, and area 
great addition to any flower garden, whether planted im 
Patches, vases or pots. There are many varieties of pete- 
niag, all beautifal and very hardy. A bed of choles 
plants in fall bloom is a beautiful sight. 





The Vegetable Garden. 

‘We must not, in our love of flowers, forget the vegetabis 
garden, although little is required besides frequent hoe- 
ing between the different crops; rain closes the surfece 
of the soll, and it ts of the greatest benefit to the roots of 
everything to loosen this and let In alr; another great 
advantage attending it ts that It keeps the weeds frean 
growing, and leaves the surface clean. 


Plants in the House. 

Those who grow plants in dwelling-houres frequentiy 
have a neat wire stand inside, instesd of confining them- 
selves to the windows. In this case it must be placed so 
that it shall get all the light; if not, the plants will draw 
up weakly, and the leaves get pale; and if the roca be 
confined they will suffer still more rapidly. 

Asperula. 

Woodroof or Woodruff. A hardy herbaceous plant, 
which deserves culture for its beautiful, sweet-ecemted 
white flowers. It is very suitable for rock-work on 
large scale, though it increases so rapidly by ahoots from: 
the roots as to overrun a small rockery. 





Apples. 
Certain kinds of apples bear moderately every year. 
The Belle-feur and Holland Pippin are the choicest. 
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Baving Seeds. 

Choose the best plants for seeds—the most true to thcir 
ind, and the most perfectly developed; allow the seeds 
to become entirely ripe before gathering them; gather 
when dry, and especially take care that they are perfectly 
dry when pat up; store them in peper bags carefully 
Iabelied, and keep them in a dry cool place. Great care 
{s necessary in raising seeds to procure the sorts unmixed, 
as varieties of the same species or similar species are al- 
moet sure to mix if planted near each other. If you 
raise more than one kind of pumpkin, melon, squash or 
corn in the same garden, you cannot be sure of pure seed. 





Grafting. 

Grafting may be performed at almost any season of the 
year with scons properly kept; but by far the best time 
in our climate is from the middle of February, in mild 
weather, all along until the middle of May at the North, 
and till the end of March at the South—stone fruits first, 
and other fruits somewhat later. To produce dwarf 
trees, apple is grafted upon paradise (or donein) stocks; 
the pear upon the quinee, thorn, shad-bush or mountain 
ash; the peach upon the plum; the cherry upon the 
cerasus mahaleb, and in general, any tree upon any other 
kindred tree of slower or smaller growth. 





Mulching. 

Mulching {s placing mulch or moist Utter of various 
kinds upon the surface of the soll over the roots of trees, 
shrubs and herbaceous plants, and is very beneficial. Its 
uses are the retention of molature, the prevention of in- 
Jury by frost, and the promotion of an equable tempers- 
ture. Strawberries thinly mulched, the crown being 
uncovered, are rendered more productive and continue 
longer in beauty, especially in hot, dry climates. Newly 
planted frult troes are often greatly benefited by 
mulching. 


Ants. 

Ants are very great enemies to flowers and flower seeds; 
Dut there is no way to attack them save in thelr own 
strongholds, which must be done ruthlessly. The best 
method is to pour boiling soap suds upon the ant hills 
which destroys both the insects and the eggs within the 
nest. In come places the ants are large and abundant, 
and they quickly destroy the beauty of a flower by at- 
tacking the root and heart. 








Frankenia. 

Sea-Heath. Dwarf perennlals, which should be grown 
in pots, or on rock-work, in a mixture of loam and peat, 
and which are increased by seeds or cuttings. The foll- 
age is light and gracefal, having some resemblance to the 
most delicate species of ferns. 

Gooseberry Bushes. 

To prevent the gooseberry from being attacked by mil- 
dew, cover the ground around the roots with a stratum 
of salt hay, two or three inches thick, and allow it to re- 
main through the season. Irrigation once a week with 

soap suds, taking care to sprinkle all the foliage with the 
liquid, will also be beneficial. 





Muscari. 

‘The Grape Hyacinth. Bulbous-rooted plants that re- 
quire only planting in common garden soil, where they 
may remain several years, flowering every year in suc- 
ecssion, without any oare being necessary in taking 
them up. 
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Layering. 

To increase flowering shrubs, rose-bushes, or any 
plant by layering, dig the ground around it tos good 
depth; then, with a sharp knife cut between the two 
joints, half through the stalk or brauch, on the under 
part; turn the edge of the knife upward, and make a 
slit, carrying it past the first joint, half way to the next 
one; make hollow in the ground, and insert the cut 
part from one to two inches deep, keeping the branch 
perpendicular, and the slit open. Each layer should be 
pegged down with « hooked stick made from a twig. 


Watering Plants. 

Never water flowers or plants when the sun {s on 
them ; as it causes them to pine. Always let the water 
stand in the sun if drawn from a well, until the chill is 
taken off. There isa very nice flower-pot, recently in- 
vented. with a sloping shelf half way down the outelde, 
80 that it will hold water; but holes are perforated at 
the bottom of this gutter through the sides of the pot, 
80 that the soil can be wetted halfway down et the 
same time that it is watered at the top. 





Slips and Cuttings. 

To raise hardy flowering shrubs by slips or cuttings, 
let a border be preparedin shaded and sheltered situ- 
ation, by mining and deep digging. Provide cuttings 
about a foot long, Insert them in the ground full one 
third their length, press the ground around the stems, 
and rake it smooth. If this is done in the spring, with 
watering in hot weather, and hoeing occasionally, they 
will be rooted by autumn. If made in autumn, they 
should be protected by leaves, straw or litter. 





Pink culture. 
If you water pinks too much their roots become rotten, 


and if you suffer them to become too dry, they become 
diseased. Beware of extremes. The best way is to keep 
them just moist. The tendency of piuks is to spread out 
fiat, but if allowed to do 60 the plants droop and dwin- 
dle; better keep them tied up to ttle sticks. The leaves 
of fine pinks should be rounded, not pointed. 


Scions. 
Scions are of two sorts; those properly eo called, and 


buds. A scion is a cutting or portion of a plant caused 
to grow upon another plant, from which it extracts fluid 
for its leaf buds, and thus becomes gradually united 
to it. 

Cuttings. 

Cuttings should be made from shoots or stalks of & 
prior year's growth. Those that are well ripened should 
be selected, having joints not far apart, cut #0 as to have 
three or four joints in each. 





Suckers. 
Suckers are in reality young plants connected with 


the parent a¢ the root, which should be carefully sep- 
arated and transplanted. 


Layers. 
Layers differ from cuttings in nothing except that they 


strike root in the soll while yet adhering to the parent 
pleat. 
Budding Roses. 

Budding is best performed on rose-trees in August, as 
the buds are generally matured, #0 that the bark parts 
freely from the wood. 


s 
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Wild Fowl. 

‘The flavor of wild fow! is best preserved by not stuffing 
them; put into each, pepperssalt, and « bit of butter. 
Wild fowl do not require so much dressing as tame; they 
should be done of a fine color, and nicely frothed. A 
tich brown gravy should be served in the dish, and when 
the breast is cut into slices, before it is taken from the 
bone, it will be much improved by « squeese of lemon, 
some salt and pepper. Ifyou wish to take off the fishy 
smell which these birds frequently have, put an onion, 
salt, and hot water into the dripping pan, and for the 
first ten minutes baste them with this; then remove the 
pan, and keep constantly basting with butter. 








Lemon Marmalade. 

Allow to 8 pound of lemons eighteen ounces of fine loaf 
sugar; grate the rind of a few; cut them into half; 
Squeeze and strain the juice; boll the skins in two 
quarts of water slowly, till reduced to one pint; scoop 
out the pulp and white part; cut half into thin chips or 
parings, and pound the other half in « mortar; pound 
the sugar, and pour over it the juice; stir, and let it boil 
for five minutes; skim {t; take it off the fire; put in the 
partoge and the pounded skins; boll it for five minutes, 
then add the grated peel, and let it boil for five minutes 
more; take it off, and atir {t till half cold, before putting 
it into Jars. 

Bolles. 

Rub into a pound of sifted flour, two ounces of butter; 
‘beat the whites of three eggs tos froth, and add a table- 
spoonful of good yeast, a little salt, and sufficient warm 
milk to make a stiff dough. Cover and put it where it 
will be kept warm, and {t will rise in an hour. Then 
make it Into rolls, or round cakes; put themon a floured 
tin, and bake in s quick oven or stove. They will be 
done in ten or fifteen minutes. 





Effervescing Lemonade. 

Tartaric acid, 60 parts; bloarbonate of sods, 80 parts; 
powdered lamp-sugar, 200 parts; essence of lemon to 
flavor. Mix in fine powder and keep it dry, if for pow- 
ders; but if for bottling, put it into » soda-water bottle, 
and fill it up with water; cork down as quick as possible. 
This may also be made In the same way as soda. water. 
only adding the extra articles. 





To procure Green Peas in Winter. 

Take the peas when they are plenty, shell them, wash 
and scald in hot water, then drain, put them into bot- 
tles, and pour strong brine on them until they are per- 
fectly covered; over this pour a thin layer of good salad 
oll, and cork tight, then dip the corks into melted pitch. 
‘The bottles should be quite fall and kept upright. 





Candles. 

Prepare your wicks about half the usual size, wet with 
spirits of turpentine, put them into the sun until dry, 
then mould or dip your candles. Candles thus made 
last longer, and give a much clearer light. In fact they 
are nearly or quite equal to sperm, in clearness of light. 
Ink Stains. 

To remove stains of ink from the hands, rub them im- 
mediately with asit and lemon juice mixed together. 
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Orange Marmalade. ‘ 

‘The juice of two dosen sweet oranges, and one down 
bitter oranges; the peels (rinds) of twolve sweet, and six 
Ditter oranges; and five pounds and a half of suger. Boll 
the rinds in two quarts of water slowly, till reduced te 
one pint. This will take an hour and a half, and in this 
time the rinds will be soft. Mix the pint of rind-water 
with the orange-juice and sugar, and put it on the fire. 
Cut the rinds into chips; and when the syrup boils, sdd 
them, and boil slowly twenty minutes. Put the marm» 
lade in small jars, tie dry paper over, and keep in a dry 
place. In paring the oranges leave # little white on the 
rinds. The syrup of this marmalade is quite clear snd 
thick, and the receipt is much liked. 





Pigeons. 

Pigeons are better for being freshly cooked ; their favor 
passes off ins day or two. When cleaned and ready for 
roasting, prepare some stuffing of bread crumbs and 
about three oysters to each bird, a spoonful of butter, s 
little salt and nutmeg. Mix these well together, and fll 
the belly of the bird. They must be well bested with 
melted butter, and require thirty minutes carefal cook- 
ing. When full grown, and in the autumn, they are 
best. For a sauce, take the gravy which runs from them, 
thicken with « very little floar and some chopped par 
ley. Serve hot. This bird is in perfection when it bas 
just done growing. 


An Irish Stew. 

Take a loin of matton, cut it Into chops, season it with 
a very little pepper and salt, put it into a saucepan, just 
cover it with water and let it cook halfan hour. Boll 
two dozen of potatoes, peel and mash them, and stir ins 
cup of cream while they are hot; then line » deep dish 
with the potatoes, and lay in the cooked mutton chops, 
‘and cover them over with the rest of the potatoes; then 
set it in the oven to bake. Make some gravy of the broth 
in which the chops were cooked. This is a very nice dish. 
Macoaroni Cordial. 

This favorite French lqueur is very little known 
abroad. Put into half a pint of spirits of wine half 12 
ounce of the oll of bitter almonds; shake it up two or 
three times a day for three days; infuse the abore for ten 
days, with one ounce of Spanish angelica root, in three 
gallons of brandy, one drachm of the essence of lemon, 
three quarts of clarified sugar, two quarts of mille-flear- 
water and five quarts of soft water, then filter the whole 
through bag. 


Cream of Roses. 

Oil of almonds, 1 pound; rosewater, 1 pint; white wax 
and spermaceti, each, lounce. Mix in a pipkin with 
little heat, then add essence of nerolf, 20 drops; ottar ef 
roses, 15 drops. Pat it into potsand tle it over with akin 
or oiled leather. 4 


Nutmeg Pudding. 
Pound, fine, two large or three small nutmegs; melt 


three pounds of butter, and stir into it balf = pound of * 


loaf-eugar, a little wine, the yolks of five eggs, well best- 
en, and the nutmegs. Bake on « puff paste. 





Camphorated Vinegar. 

To make camphorated vinegar, reduce half an ounce 
of camphor to a very fine powder, mix it with a little rec- 
tiled spirit, and dissolve it in six ounces of acetic acid. 


Safa 
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To Bake a Ham. 

Pat the ham in soak previous to dressing it; if an old 
‘one, two hours will be required, but if not very old, an 
hour vill suffice. Wipe it very dry, and cover it with a 
paste about an inch in thickness. The edges being frat 
moistened must be drawn together. and made to adhere, 
or the gravy will escape. Bake it in « regular, well- 
heated oven; it will take from three to six hours, sccord- 
ing to its weight; when done remove the paste, and then 
the skin. This must be done while the ham is hot. If 
well baked and not too salt, it will prove of finer flavor 
than If boiled. 


A cheap Filter, 

Put a piece of sponge at the bottom of « large flower 
pot, and fill the pot three-quarters full with clean, sharp 
sand and small pieces of charooal, mixed in equal parts. 
Lay upon this mixture piece of linen or woolen cloth, 
60 a8 to bang over the sides. The water poured through 
this will come out at the bottom clean and pure. The 
cloth must be kept clean, and the sand and charcoal, as 
‘well as the sponge, washed and cocasionally changed, 





French Mustard. 

French mustard is frequently made as follows: one 
ounce of mustard, two pinches of salt, and « large wine- 
glass fall of boliing water are mixed, and allowed to stand 
for twenty-four hours. Then pound in a mortar one 
clove of garlic, a small handful of terragon, snother of 
garden-crees, and add these ingredients to the mustard, 
putting vinegar according to taste. 





Buckwheat Cakes. 

To one quart of buckwheat flour add halfa cup of 
yeast, ® cup of cream, a table-spoonful of salt, and make 
‘® thin batter with warm water. After beating them well 
together, set the mixtare to rise for about eight hours; 
heat the griddle and rub it with @ dry cloth well satura- 
ted with salt. Bake In small cakes. 





Unbolted Wheat Bread. 

To five pounds of flour well mixed with nearly a table- 
spoonfal of salt, add a cup and ® half of yeast, a cup of 
molasses, and about ® pint of warm water. Unbolted 
wheat bread is more wholesome than bolted wheat. It 
should be upon every table, and eaten at least « part of 
the time. 


Carrant Jelly. 

Take of red or black currant juice one pound, sugar 
six ounces. Boll them down to a jelly; it will want two 
hours’ boiling with the above quantity of sugar. The 
liquor poured off when making jam will settle intos jelly. 
To try it, put a drop on a cold plate, and see it congeal. 





To remove Stains from Books. 

To remove ink spots, apply a eolation of oxalic, citric, 
or tartaric acta. To remove spots of grease, wax, oil, or 
fat, wash the injured part with ether, and place it be- 
tween white blotting-paper. Then, with a hot iron, 
press above the part stained. 





Gooseberry Jam. 

To every quart of ripe red gooseberries use two pounds 
of sugar, bruise the fruit, and boll it with the sugar, un- 
til upon taking a little up and letting {t cool, it will be 
found to set into a stiff jam. Half an hour's boiling is 
sufficient. 
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Batter Pudding. 

Take six ounces of fine flour, a little salt, and three 
eggs; beat it up well with a little milk, added by degrees 
till the batter is quite smooth; make it the thickness of 
cream; put it into m buttered ple-dish, and bake three 
quarters of an hour; or, ina buttered and floured besin, 
thed over tight with a cloth; boll one hour and a half or 
two hours. Any kind of ripe fruit that you like may be 
added to the batter—only you must make the batter a 
Uttle stiffer. Blueberries, or finely-chopped apple, are 
most usually liked. 


Lobster Sauce. 

Put the spawn of 8 lobster into a mortar, with a bit of 
butter and well pound it; then rub it through a fine 
sieve; put some butter sauce into a slewpan, and the 
spawn of the lobster; set it on the fire till it is very hot, 
and looks quite smooth and red; if not smooth, pass it 
through a sieve; then putin the meat of the lobster, cut 
into small slices; make it very hot; squeeze ina little 
lemon juice, and serve. 





Oyster Sauce. 

Save the liquor in opening the oysters, and boil it with 
& bit of mace and lemon peel. In the meantime, throw 
the oysters into cold water, and drain it off. Strain the 
liquor, and put it Into s saucepan with them, and as 
much butter, mixed with a little milk, as will make sauce 
enough; but firstrub a little flour with it. 





Dyspepsia Bread. 

The following recelpt for making bread, bas proved 
highly salutary to personsafilicted with dyspepsia, vis:— 
‘Three quarts unbolted wheat meal; one quart soft water, 
warm, but not hot; one gill of fresh yeast; one gill of 
molasses, or not, as may suit the taste; one teaspoonful 
of saleratus. 


Cauliflower. 

Choose one that is white; take off the outaide leaves, 
put ft in boiling water with some salt. Skim and boil 
it slowly; when done, take {t up in a colander, and press 
out the water. Put it in a vegetable dish, cover with 
drawn butter, and serve while hot. 


Pickled Eggs. 

Boil one dozen eggs until hard; put them in cold wa- 
ter, take off the shells, put them in « jar with halfan 
ounce of mace, the same of cloves, allspice and whole 
pepper. Season your vinegar with malt to taste; heat it, 
and pour it over when cold. 


Tomatoes dressed as Cucumbers, 

Pour boiling water over and let them stand a few min- 
utes. Take them out, remove the skins, and when they 
become cold, slice them and season with salt and red 
pepper. A little vinegar may be added for those who 
like it. 


Lemon Cake. 

Beat toa foam three cups of sugar, and two of rich 
cream; add the yolks of three well-beaten eggs, the juice 
and grated peel of a lemon, and the whites of five eggs. 
Add to these four cups of flour as lightly as possible. 
Bake half an hour. 


Corn Pie. 

To twelve cars of green corn grated, add half a pint of 
rich cream, two eggs, salt to the taste, a little mace, and 
a picked lobster. Stir all together, and bake it with or 
without thin paste. 


Gditor's Gable. 
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A YOUNG HERO. 

A little boy in Holland was returning one 
night from a village to which he had been sent 
by his father on an errand, when he noticed the 
water trickling through a narrow opening in the 
dike. He stopped and thought what the conse- 
quences would be if the hole was not closed. He 
knew, for he had often heard his father tell the 
sad disasters which happened from such small 
beginnings; how, in a few hours, the opening 
would become bigger and bigger, and Ict in the 
mighty mass of waters pressing on the dike, until 
the whole defence being washed away, the rolling, 
dashing, angry waters would sweep on to the 
next village, destroying life and property, and 
everything in its way. Should he ran homeand 
alarm the villagers, it would be dark before they 
could arrive, and the hole might even then be so 
large as to defy all attempts to close it. Prompt- 
ed by these thoughts, he seated himself on the 
bank of the canal, stopped the opening with his 
hand, and patiently awaited the approach of some 
villager. But no one came. Hour after hour 
rolled by, yet there sat the heroic boy, in cold 
and darkness, shivering, wet, and tired, but 
stoutly pressing his hand against the dangerous 
breach. All night he stayed at his post. At last 
the morning broke. A clergyman walking up 
the canal heard a groan, and looked round to 
see where it came from. “ Why are you there, 
my child ?” he asked, seeing the boy, and sur- 
prised at his strange position. “I am keeping 
back the water, sir, and saving the village from 
being drowned,” answered the child, with lips so 
benumbed with cold that he could scarcely speak. 
The astonished minister relieved the boy. The 
dike was closed, and the danger which threaten- 


ed hundreds of lives was prevented. 
+ -  +____ 


A Truru.—The present evil is often the husk 
in which Providence has enclosed the germ of 
fature prosperity. 

+ + —____ 

Sruariry.—In the United States there are 
said to be six thousand brokers and six thousand 
barbers. 


$2202 + 

Resoturion.—There is no magic, no miracle, 
no secret to him who is brave in heart and 
determined in spirit. 





LIEBIG. 

The following account of the eminent chem- 
ist, Liebig, is from a European correspondent of 
Moore’s Rural New Yorker :—“‘ On the last day 
which I passed in Munich, I went to hear the 
world-renowned chemist, Liebig, lecture. His 
laboratory and lecture-room are in the same 
house in which he resides. When he entered 
the lecture-room the students all rose to receive 
him, and he acknowledged their attention with a 
polite bow. He wore a black dress coat and 
white pantaloons. Liebig is a fine, intellectoal- 
looking man, tall though not broad ; has iron- 
gray hair, which has fallen off from his broad 
and projecting forehead; he wears no beard. 
He lectures in a very conversational manuer, 
part of the time sitting; makes many gestures, 
and good ones too. His face is expressive. Ho 
is indeed a good deal of an orator, and perhaps 
the best popular lecturer in Germany. Liebig 
was 56 years old on the 12th of May, 1857. He 
was born in Darmstadt, and at the age of 21 was 
made professor at Giessen. In 1852 he came to 
Munich. Between the years 1832 and 1856 he 
published one hundred and seventy-seven papers, 
many of which were very elaborate. He is said 
to be proud and overbearing ; he is, however, on 
the side of progress, and heads the reform party 
in the University.” 





Inpxc1s10n.—The most remarkable instance 
of indecision we ever heard of, was that of the 
man who sat up all night, because he could not 
decide which to take off first, his coat or his 
boots. 

Tus Bosysopy.—He labors without thanks, 
talks without credit, lives without love, dies with- 
out tears, without pity—save that some say, “It 
was a pity he died no sooner.” 

tere 


Harriness.—If you cannot be happy in one 
way you can in another. This is not an affair 
of philosophy, but of health and good humor. 


tor 


PersonaL Vanity.—We all unconscious of 
our own defects. The hunchback does not see 
the protuberance on his own shoulders. 


EDITOR’S TABLE. 


THE OCEAN TELEGRAPH. 

The most wonderful triamph of human genius 
that the present age has witnessed, has lately been 
accomplished, in the laying of the Electric Tel- 
egraph Cable from Europe to America, beneath 
the deep waters of the Atlantic. This triumph 
is not simply the submerging a continuous line 
of cable beneath the ocean waves,—an exploit 
difficult enough in itself; but it relates back to 
the sublime discovery which appropriated the 
mysterious and noble agent called electricity, to 
the instantaneous transmission of human lan- 
guage to distant points, along a conducting wire. 
The application of this wonderful power to a 
wire cable stretching for thousands of miles 
along the bed of the ocean, and buried for miles 
beneath its boisterous surface, is the triumph of 
human skill and industry, which has just been 
heralded to the world. The triamph is complete. 
Time and distanee have been overcome, and 
man speaks to man across the raging ocean, as 
though standing faco to face and grasping him 
by the hand. 

To the indomitable energy of Cyrus W. Field, 
is the world indebted for the accomplishment of 
this stapendous achievement. He it was that 
took up the suggestion of electric communication 
between Europe and America, and gave to it a 
practical realization. Amidst coldness and in- 
credulity he persevered, until at length he enlist- 
ed the capitalists of Great Britain and of this 
country in the undertaking, and procured the es- 
sential aid of the national vessels of the two 
countries in making the attempt. Yet, hard as 
was his task, to bring about this combination of 
private capital and government assistance upon 
an enterprise of such unsurpassed magnitude, 
and so entirely novel, it was as nothing com- 
pared to the ordeal of mental anxiety and toil 
which awaited him, after the means were placed 
within his reach. The work was now before 
him, and the experiment was to be tried, whether 
he was equal to the task of organizing the forces 
placed at his disposal, and directing them toa 
successfal result. Trial after trial was made 
with the apparatus which was provided for the 
work, and failure after failure took place. In 
addition to the mechanical obstacles which from 
time to time revealed themselves, and caused 
these failures; in addition to the unanticipated 
raging of the elements, to such a degree as al- 
most to swamp the vessels in mid-ocean, were 
arrayed against him the solemn doubts and sage 
misgivings of men of science, who prognostica- 
ted that the electric laws would forbid the oper- 
ation of the ocean cable, even if successfally 
laid. He had the faith tostand up against all 





such disasters and forebodings, the courage to 
hold his mind steadily to the end in view, in 
spite of every obstacle ; and the manly fortitude 
to call for a sixth attempt after five had failed. 
The sixth has been made ; and peeling bells and 
thundering cannon, all over both continents, 
have announced and celebrated its successful 
result. 

The British Frigate Agamemnon, and the 
United States Frigate Niagara, joined their 
respective ends of the telegraphic cable in mid- 
ocean, on Thursday afternoon, July 29th, and in 
seven days, viz.,on Thursday, August 5th, they 
landed the opposite ends on the European and 
American coasts. Tho total amount of cable 
paid out by the Agamemnon, between the point 
of junction in mid-ocean and the Irish coast, 
was 1010 miles, and the length paid out by the 
Niagara, between the same point and the Amer- 
ican coast, was 1016 miles. During the momen- 
tous seven days while the work was going on, 
Mr. Field, who was on board the Niagara, kept 
a daily journal of its progress. Our readers can 
imagine the intense anxiety with which he 
watched the slow movement of the cable over the 
vessel’s stern day and night, during that period, 
and listened to the frequent reports of the elec- 
triclans as to the state of the communication be- 
tween the two ends of the twenty-two hundred 
miles of cable that lay coiled upon the decks of 
two vessels, or submerged at the bottom of the 
sea. On the evening of the first day, there was 
a complete failure of electric communication ; 
the depth of the sea being nearly ten thousand 
feet, and the vessels twenty-five miles apart. But 
he was not disheartened even at this appalling 
indication, and “kept paying ont very slowly, 
and constantly applying all kinds of electrical 
tests.” In two hours the light of hope again 
dawned upon him. The cheering certainty that 
the connection was restored, was indicated by 
the renewal of electric signals from the Agamem- 
non, and the joyful order was given to renew the 
usual speed. Again, at midnight on the fifth 
day, when the ships were over twelve hundred 
miles apart, imperfect electrical action was a 
second time discovered, indicating that some 
part of the wire was not properly insulated. 
Here was another sad foreboding of ultimate 
failure ; for where might not the imperfection be? 
Why not at the bottom of the ocean, and caused 
by some injury to the cable? Fortunately, the 
imperfect portion was discovered to be on board 
the ship, and within sixty miles of the lower 
end, which was at once cut out from the coil, 
and removed from the circuit. Perfect insulation 
again appeared, and the current run through the 
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whole length, from vessel to vessel, with undi- 
minished force. Nothing farther of an adverse 
nature occurred on board the Niagara. She pur- 
sued her course, and on the morning of the sixth 
day, Mr. Field discovered the headlands of 
Trinity Bay. Whata load of anxiety was lifted 
from his mind when:the welcome sight of land 
appeared! How was that sense of relief height- 
ened to gratitude and joy, when, as he feasted 
his eyesight on the shores of America, he receiv- 
ed a signal from the Agamemnon that they too 
had made the land! The deed was accomplish- 
ed; the electric spark traversed from continent ; 
science had proved a true guide; nature had 
been propitious; and He who holds in his hand 
the destinies of nations, had looked with favor 
on the enterprise! Well might the prayer of 
gratitude ascend from the deck of the Niagara, 
as her company kneeled around the commander, 
and heart and voice united in the service. 





A SUSPICIOUS RABBIT. 

A gentleman, relating the incidents of his 
travels while in Paris, says: ‘I entered a restau- 
rant on the other side of the Seine, and ordered 
arabbit. I was green, verdant as the first cu- 
cumber, even as early peas, or I should not have 
done thus. The rabbit came, and I.offered the 
Moniteur to an old Frenchman opposite, whose 
eyes were fixed upon my plate, but he bowed a 
negative. The bow puzzled me; it was too 
much. ‘Monsieur has not been long in Paris? 
‘No; Ihave just arrived.’ ‘Monsieur is going 
to eat that?’ ‘Yes; may I offer you a slice?’ 
‘Monsieur will you allow me to make a small 
suggestion?’ inquired the Frenchman, with a 
frightful grimace. ‘Certainly,’ I replied, becom- 
ing alarmed. “ Monsieur that rabbit once mewed,’ 
he replied, with the utmost gravity.” 

$1 ee + 

Quzstion and ANsweR.—What weapon 
does a young lady resemble whose acquaintances 
pass her in silence and without notice. A cut- 
lass. 

Srraxcs Nicxnames.—It is odd that we 
should nickname a foolish fellow a Solomon! a 
blustering, bullying fellow a Hector! and a Jew 
Moses! as in contempt. 





Tue Eco Cror.—The value of the eggs laid 
in this country annually, at eight cents a dozen, 
is $121,666,666. “Tell Chapman to crow!” 





A Worn TO THE Wrex.—Never contradict 
a woman. It is not only ungentlemanly, but al- 
together useless. 





EDITOR’S TABLE. 


A NEW SLEEPING CAR. 

The Michigan Central Railroad Company are 
now engaged in placing upon their track those 
most desirable of all railroad appendages, sleep- 
ing cars. Rejecting the devices of foreign in- 
ventors, they have adopted the conception of one 
of their own mechanics, Mr. 8. C. Case, Super- 
intendent of Car Works, which is one of the 
most simple and convenient arrangements of the 
kind that has yet been perfected. By a very 
quick and easy method the two seats occupied 
during the day are at once converted into soft 
cushioned beds for the use of three persons. A 
curtain then falls over the whole compartment, 
forming a family room, which with the windows 
raised for the admission of air, is all that can be 
desired. The great advantage of this invention 
is, that it can be adapted to the common cars 
now in use upon the road, which was not the 
case with the Woodruff patent. Cars which re- 
quire refitting are thus made available by en- 
tirely changing their internal arrangements, at a 
cost probably not exceeding that required in the 
common mode of fitting. Those who travel 
much by railroad will fully appreciate the efforts 
of this model road in thus placing within their 
reach all the comforts of life. Four of these cars 
will be placed upon the track in a short time. 
They will be farnished with a regular attendant, 
to provide for the wants of travellers. Water- 
closets, wash-rooms, etc., are also attached. 





Pogricat Jusrice.—A cow which attacked 
women and children picking berries in a pasture 
at Templeton made a misstep while chasing 
them down a steep hill, and broke two of her legs. 
Perhaps it wouldn’t have happened if the cow 
hadn’t had a couple of horns when she started. 





Actions axp Woxrps.—Actions speak more 
forcibly than words ; they are the test of charac 
ter. Like fruit upon the tree, they show the na- 
ture of the man; while motives, like the sap, are 
hidden from our view. 





Dexicatz ALLusion.—An exchange, com- 
menting on the fact that a number of Cincionati 
young ladies have lately been married away to 
other places, says no city has a better claim to 
supply spare ribs for the universe. 





Anrstocracr.—In Providence there is a lady 
80 aristocratic that she refases to take a newsps- 
per because it is made of raga. 


+--+ 

An agep Lapr.—Isabel Gomez died in Ha- 
vana on the eleventh of July, aged 102 years, and 
in the fall possession of her faculties. 


EDITOR’S TABLE. 


THE THERMOMETER. 

This useful little instrument for measuring 
heat, is getting to be a very common article of 
daily use. We see it suspended in the dwelling- 
house, the office, the shop, and the church; and 
few are willing to pass the faithful little monitor 
by, without asking the question which it stands 
ready at all times to answer. The glass tube of 
quicksilver, with its enlarged balb at one end, 
forms the most important part of the machine. 
It has to be prepared with much care and skill, 
in order that it may be useful. Every particle 
of air must be exhausted, and kept out, or the 
instrument will not tell the truth. The simple 
principle which lays at the foundation of the 
theory of its construction, is, that quicksilver, or 
mercury, will freely expand by heat and contract 
by cold, in & definite ratio. But air expands 
and contracts by heat and cold, in a much great- 
er ratio than mer-ury, and therefore it must be 
shat out entirely from the tube—otherwise its 
action would utterly derange the regularity of 
the mercury’s expansion. Mercury is selected 
for the liquid for thermometers for two reasons : 
In the first place, it does not freeze except in an 
intense cold, nor boil until exposed toe white 
heat; and thos has the greatest range between 
the freezing and boiling points of any liquid that 
is known. In the second place, the relations be- 
tween mercury and glass are such, that the rate 
of increase of expansion, caused by increase of 
temperature, is the same in both; thus causing 
the increased capacity of the glass bulb to ab- 
sorb the surplus expansion of the mercury, and 
make the portion in the tube move through ex- 
actly equal spaces at all changes of temperature. 

For a perfect thermometer, it is necessary that 
the bore of the tube should be perfectly uniform ; 
for if it were smaller in some places than in 
others, the same quantity of mercury would 
measure unequal lengths in different parts of the 
tabe. The tube is prepared by closing one end 
and blowing a bulbthereon. The bulb and tube 
are then completely filled with boiled mercury, 
by atmospheric pressure from without, and ex- 
pelling the air from within by heat. When this 
filling is completed, the tube is set aside to cool, 
with the bulb down. When it has completely 
cooled, it is then heated to the degree which it is 
designed to measure—usually that of boiling 
water; and while thus heated, the open end of 
the tube is closed by melting it with a blow-pipe, 
and in that way made air-tight. When the in- 
strument then cools to the ordinary temperature 
of the atmosphere, the mercury of course con- 
tracts and sinks, and there remains a space in 
the upper part of the stem which is entirely 
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empty—in fact, a perfect vacuum. This is the 
ordinary state of the tube, when in use. The 
next step is to graduate it for use by exposing 
the bulb to the contact of melting ice. The mer- 
cury in the tube falls to a certain point, owing to 
the contraction caused by the cold. This is 
carefully marked, as the freezing point of water. 
The tube is then immersed in boiling water, and 
the heat thereof causes the mercury to expand 
and rise in the stem. The point to which it 
rises is carefully marked, as the point at which 
water boils. We have now a standard interval 
upon the tube, designating the range of the mer- 
cury between freezing and boiling water; and this 
interval may be divided into any number of 
equal parts, called degrees, which will measure 
any temperature between the two extremes of 
freezing and boiling water. To measure greater 
degrees of cold, it is only necessary to lay off 
the portion of the tube which is below the freezing 
point into like equal parts; and for greater de- 
grees of heat than boiling water, the portion of 
the tube above the boiling point is laid off in the 
same manner. The degrees of a thermometer 
are usually marked on a metallic scale, to which 
the tube is attached—the freezing point on the 
scale corresponding to the mark on the tube. 
The thermometer in common use in this coun- 
try, is called the Fahrenheit thermometer, after 
its inventor. In this instrument, the standard 
interval between freezing and boiling water, as 
ascertained by the experiment above described, 
is divided into one hundred and eighty equal 
parts, each of which is called a degree. The 
freezing point of water is marked on the scale 
82°, and the boiling point, being one hundred 
and eighty higher, is consequently marked 212°. 
The zero point, on this scale, is the point to 
which the mercury sinks when exposed to a 
freezing mixture of salt and snow, which Fab- 
renheit erroneously supposed to be a state of ab- 
solute cold, in which bodies had no heat at all. 
He consequently called that 0, and started from 
it in making his scale. Subsequent observations 
and experiments have shown that a much greater 
degree of cold is possible, than that produced by 
the salt mixtare; and therefore there is no good 
reason for placing the zero point where Fahren- 
heit has done. In practice, however, it works 
just as well ; and as people in England and in this 
country have long been accustomed to this acale, 
the relative proportions of heat and cold are very 
readily ascertained by it. The ranges of tem- 
perature, which are observable by a Fahrenheit 
mercurial thermometer, are from 39° below 0 to 
630° above. Mercury freezes at 40° below, and 
boils at 660° above; but the vapor thrown off 
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makes its indications unexact above 680°. The 
thermometers in common use do not usually 
range above “ water boils,” or 212°, or below 
“mercury freezes,” or 40° below zero. 

The most convenient thermometer, and the 
one usually employed by scientific persons, is 
that which is common in France, Germany, and 
the north of Europe. It is called the centigrade 
thermometer, from the circumstance of the stand- 
ard interval ofthe mercury column being divided 
into one hundred equal parte, instead of one 
hundred and eighty. as in the case of Fahren- 
heit’s. Each degree of the centigrade {s there- 
fore equal to one and eight-tenths of the latter. 
But there is another, and a more important dif- 
ference between the two, which makes the chief 
merit of the former; and that is, that the zero 
point of the centigrade thermometer starts at 
freezing water, instead of thirty-two degrees be- 
low, as in Fahrenheit’s. The point of boiling 
wateris consequently 100°, on this scale. Thus 
our ideas of heat and cold are by this instrament 
rendered more definite, by adopting for a start- 
ing point a common and entirely constant cir- 
cumstance, like that of the congelation of water. 
The wish has often been expressed by scientific 
men, both in this country and in England, that 
the Fahrenheit scale might be laid aside, and the 
centigrade adopted in its stead, for the sake of 
Greater simplicity and uniformity in observations. 

The greatest cold that has ever been produced, 
artificially, ia 135 degrees below zero of Fabren- 
heit—and this by the sudden conversion of a 
liquid into a vapor at ordinary temperature. The 
question arises, how this intense cold could be 
accurately measured, since mercury freezes at a 
temperature ninety-five degrees above that point ? 
The answer to this question introduces another 
kind of thermometer, vis., the alcohol, by which 
alone could such an extreme degree of cold be 
measured. Pure alcohol is the only liquid which 
has never been frozen; and for this reason, it is 
employed in the thermometer, where great de- 
grees of cold are to be measured. But though 
useful for indicating low temperatures, it is com- 
peratively useless for measuring higher, as it 
boils at 174 degrees of Fahrenheit, and vaporizes 
at a fow degrees higher. For higher degrees of 
heat than thet at which mercury boils, still 
another instrament is used, which is called a 
pyrometer. The principle of its action is the 
expansion of iron in heating, and by it the tem- 
perature at which the various metals and other 
hard substances melt, has been ascertained. 
Thus, silver has been found to melt at 1873 
degrees of Fahrenheit, and cast iron at 2786 
degrees. 








A THOUGHT FOR PARENTS. 

A New York daily inquires and replies: 
“ Who are our aristocrats? Twenty years ago, 
this one made candles, that one sold cheese and 
butter, another butchered, a fourth thrived on a 
distillery, another was contractor on canals, 
others were merchants and mechanics. They 
are acquainted with both ends of society, as 
their children will be after them—though it will 
not do to say so out loud. For often you shall 
find that these toiling worms hatch butterfliee— 
and they live abouta year. Death brings a di- 
vision of property, and it brings new financiers ; 
the old gent is discharged, the young gent takes 
his revenues, and begins to travel—towards por- 
erty, which he reaches before death, or his chil- 
dren do, if he does not. So that, in fact, though 
there is a sort of moneyed race, it is not hered- 
itary ; it is accessible to all; three good seasons 
of cotton will send a generation of men up—s 
score of years will bring them all down, and 
send their children to labor. The father grubs 
and grows rich, the children strut and spend the 
money ; they inherit the price, and go to shiftless 
poverty; next, their children, reinvigorated by 
fresh plebeian blood, come up again.” 





Tue Use or a Macnet.—A smith, in 
Brighton, England, while forging a piece of 
iron, felt something strike his eye, and subse- 
quently feeling great pain, he went to Dr. King, 
in Palace Street, who discovered that a piece of 
iron had embedded itself in the ball of the eye. 
After vainly endeavoring to extract it in the 
usual way, Dr. King thought of a powerful 
magnet which he had. He applied it to the eye, 
and was rejoiced to find the piece of iron in- 
stantly removed. It was as large as a grain 


weight. 
a 


Errxcts or THE FLoop.—Some wag, writ 
ing from Cairo, Ill., since the subsiding of the 
flood, says there are now in that city four hundred 
and fifty-two distinct and different smells, and 
several wards yet to hear from. 





A orgatT Question.—Trelawney says Byron 
never'smoked. Byron speaks in one of his let- 
ters of “twirling his moustache and smoking.” 
It is therefore a question of veracity. 





Crinotine and Matrimony.—As flounces 
increase in number and become greater in size, 
wives diminish and lessen. 





Aw Iupossrpitrty—For the Kentucky giant- 
ess, eight feet high, to marry above her. 


~~ 
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A BENGAL PRINCE. 

A correspondent of the New York Commer- 
cial Advertiser says he has just returned from a 
visit to the palaces and grounds of the Rajah of 
Bushwan. The estate of this petty prince, a 
fine-looking fellow, thirty-eight years old, gives 
an annual income of about four millions of dol- 
lars, over $450 an hour. His residenco is on an 
estate of seventy-five acres of gardens and parka, 
which is interspersed with s number of large 
tanks one of them being a full mile around its 
four sides, with many stone stairways leading 
down to the water. The stud of the Rajah 
contains eight hundred of the best horses that 
can be procured in India, and he has besides 

. about thirty fine elephants in his stables. He 
owns, in addition to his immense country estate, 
bazaars and considerable property in Calcutta. 
Twelve thousand men are employed on all his 
lands, four thousand in the immodiate vicinity 
of his palaces. The monthly expenditure for 
the support of all this is only about $4000, and 
the native labor is the cheapest part of it. 


ae 


FATAL FUN. 

In Princeton, Ohio, Daniel Elliott, a-respect- 
able butcher, after dinner went to his slaughter 
house to clean it out. While there he was 
plaguing the children, and placing the rope with 
which he hoisted beeves around his neck, told a 
boy to turn the windlass and hoist him up a short 
distance, at the same time telling his daughter to 
go and tell her mother that he was going to hang 
himself. When the child told her mother what 
he had said, she paid no attention to it, as he 
was in the habit of plaguing her and the chil- 
dren, being a very lively person and fond of 
sport. But it appears that the little boy turned 
the windlass too far, and the rope suddenly 
slipping, caused a large iron hook which was 
fastened to the rope, to sink into the back part of 
his neck, and he was suddenly strangled. He 
carried his fan too far and dost his life. 

orn 

SrrritvaLism.—Accoréing to the Spiritual 
Register, the number of persons professing 
spiritualism, or kindred doctrines, on the Amer- 
can continent, is upwards of a million. 





Fartunes im Lrre.—Half the failures in 
life arise from pulling in one’s horse as he is 
leaping. 





Tus Coorest ret.—Telling a friend, who 
is melting with heat in the dog-days, to keep 
cool, 





897 


A LUCKY ESCAPE. 

One fine day during the reign of his gracious 
majesty George LI., a tar-ry breeched British 
man-o’-wars-man essayed, by dint of an unseem-" 
ly missile in the shape of a paving stone, to crush 
the cranium, or, in the culprit’s phrase, to “ crack 
the cocoanut,” of a certain nobleman or other 
distinguished dignitary of the realm, whose name 
is not distinctly remembered. But it occurred 
in London, near Eastcheap, on Easterday, and 
either Lord North, Sir Benjamin West or Doctor 
South was the proposed victim. At any rate, 
from all points of the compass, the usual con- 
gratulatory cataracts and avalanches were show- 
ered upon the fortunate pate which the villanous 
pebble did not happen to hit. Some envious 
epigramist of the time—possibly the assailant 
himself—adding ineult to injury, perpetrated this 
cruel additional fling upon the occasion : 


“Talk no more of the ‘lucky escape’ of the head 
From a filnt so unlackily thrown; 
I thiok very different from thousands indeed, — 
*Dwas a lucky escape for the stone.” 


$+ 202 + 

Worrts THIxKkine oFr.—Many of our readers 
and subscribers have quite a collection of maga- 
zines, sheet music, pamphlets, and the like, lying 
about their rooms in the most unavailable form. 
Now to double their value, to preserve them, and 
to make them convenient for use and ornamental 
to your apartments, you have only to place them 
together, send to our office by express, or hand 
them in personally, end they will be hound up in 
any desired style, at the lowest rates, and re- 
tarned to yon in one week. A valuable collection 
of books is accumulated in a little while by this 
means at an extremely trifling cost. 


<0 + —___—_— 

JoventLe Simpriciry.—A little girl was told 
to spell ferment, and give its meaning, with a 
sentence in which it was used. The following 
was literally her answer, “ F-e-r-m-e-n-t, a verb, 
signifying to work; I love to ferment in the 
garden.” 


ore 


SwaxsPeaRE on Hoors.— Prospero tells 
Caliban that his mother, “the foul witch Syco- 
rax,” with age and envy, “was grown into 4 
hoop.” It is to be hoped that no such accident 
as this will occur to the present generation. 

+3 

East Inpian Atrocitrss.—The Nanas Sa- 
hib has been blowing prisoners from cannons 
lately, showing the British that two can play at 


that game. 
————+ 20 + 


Tux Question.—If a fender costs six dol- 
lars, what will a ton of coal come to? 
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Foreign Miscellany. 


The cost of building the railways in Great 
Britain nearly ‘equalled half the national debt. 

Ttaly, the land of poetry and song, is the most 
extensive dealer in pork. 

There are 13,000 blind women in Great Britain 
without :emunerative work. 

A lawyer in Sweden has been condemned to a 
month’s imprisonment for undertaking an an- 
just cause. : 

At Paris, just now, they are all mad about 
Russian baths, which are said to cure gout, rheu- 
matism and debility. 

A work by Martin Luther, never before trans- 
lated into English, hasjust appeared in London. 
It is called “ The Creation: A Commentary on 
the First Five Chapters of the Book of Genesis.” 

The ordinary expenses of the French govern- 
ment have increased as follows: They were in 
1847, 1,431,774,014f. ; in 1848, 1,597,000,000F. ; 
in 1857, 1,645,000,000F. ; in 1858, 1,736,000,000f. 

A large number of blood horses have recent} 
been imported into Australia and sold at hig! 
prices. One horse, called Bolardo, half-brother 
to Imperieuse, brought $6750. 

A grand banquet has been given in Galway to 
the Lord Lieutenant of Ireland, in celebration of 
the establishment of a transatlantic line of steam- 
ers from the port of Galway. 

Awealthy Venetian has just left £24,000 in 
trust to Count Cavour for public instruction in 
Piedmont. He was one of the many Italians 
who look upon Piedmont as the main instrument 
in the future liberation of Italy. 


The Judges of the English Court of Common 
Pleas have decided that railway travellers are 
not bound to take care of any portion of their 
baggage, the company being legally responsible 
for its safety. 

The French government has authorized the 
purchase for France of all the Spanish school 
paintings still composing the Soult gallery, and 
though many first-class works were sold By the 
old marshal during his life, the remnant is now 
bought for 500,000 francs. 

A manufacturer in the south of France ad- 
vertises a aration which he calls “Eau de 
Noblesse,” and declares that it makes the hair 
always preserve an “honorable” direction, and 
gives to the person who uses it an “air of dis- 
tinction and supremacy.” 

The amount contributed to all the missionary 
and benevolent societies in Great Britain last 
ion: was about one million pounds, or five mil- 

ions of dollars. The amount expended in the 
same time in intoxicating drinks was sevent; 
million pounds, or three hundred and fifty mil- 
lions of dollars! 


The Isle of Wight papers mention that a robin 
has built her nest inside the organ uf Arreton 
Church, in the island, and is rearing this year’s 
second brood there. It appears that after rearing 
the first brood, she built her nest in a pew in the 
church, but it was torn down just as it was com- 
pleted, and then the poor bird returned to the 
organ, 





FOREIGN MISCELLANY. 








The cholera has broken out at St. Petersburg, 
and Paris just now is very unhealthy. 

The waters of the Seine, at Paris, are in nearly 
as bad a state as those of the Thames. 

London is to be encircled with telegraph wires 
from the house-tops, in the style of Paris. 


Madame Champagneaux, only daughter ot 
the celebrated Madame Roland, recently died in 
Paris. 

The number of churches in Great Britain is 
14,000, while the number of dissenting chapels 
is 20,000. 

The Emperor of France has proposed that 
the debts of M. de Lamartine should be paid by 
the nation. 

A Paris letter says there is scarcely a French 
lady, even of very moderate fortune, who does 
Not possess one or more India shawls. 


A monument to Madame Sontag has been 
erected at Marienthal, near Dresden, by the Duke 
of Mecklenburg Strelitz. 

Miss Louisa Pyne has been appointed to the 
office of soprano singer of the Foundling Chapel, 
London. 

John Gordon, the richest commoner in Scot- 
land, died on the 16th ult. He was worth about 
$15,000,000. 

Two firework manufactories in London ex- 
ploded on the 12th ult., injuring about two hun- 
dred persons, some fatally. 

Small satirical journals are rapidly on the in- 
crease at St. Petersburg, twenty-one of them 
being at present published there. 

An accomplished, beautifal, and wealthy 
panes, Englishwoman—Miss E. Southall—has 

fallen in love with, and recently married Juan 
Fernandez, a celebrated bull-fighter at Madrid. 


Napoleon IIT. has presented to the Church of 
St. Thomas, Canada, through the Rev. Mr. 
Trachon, a valuable dessert service of silver, in- 
closed in a splendid case with the Imperial arms, 
accompanied by a letter. 

A subscription has been opened in Piedmont 
to raise a statue to Silvio Pellico, the well-known 
victim of the Austrian carcere duro at Spitzberg, 
in his native town, Saluzzo. It is headed by 
Count Cavour. 

The new rifles for the French infantry carry 
the shot a distance of six hundred metres, while 
the old rifles only reached four hundred metres. 
The bullets are oval, and hollow inside, and oped 
on the base, which is tilled with gunpowder. 


According to the Italian papers, the people 
are returning to their ancient love for Rossini’s 
music. At Rome the Sieve of Corinth is now 
the operatic rage, whilst at Florence and Genos 
Guillaume Tell and Moise are being performed 
with the utmost enthusiasm. 

The crew of a French ship, Marie Caroline, 
were lately murdered, and the ship burnt, on the 
coast of Madagascar. It appears that she came 
to the island to take free laborers for the French 
colonies, which one of the Madagascar chiefs 
Promised to supply. When the captain came on 
shore. to receive them, he was treacherously mur 

ered. 


oa 


RECORD OF THE TIMES, 


Record of the Times. 


The Massachusetts Arms Company, of Chico- 
pee Falls, make about $100,000 worth yearly. 

Before the 8th of Nov., 127 members of the 
U. S. House of Representatives are to be elected. 

A log has been found in New Jersey composed 
of three kinds of wood—oak, mapleand hickory. 

There are 100 artesian wells in Iroquois Co., 
Ill. The average depth is about 120 feet. 

Among the marriages reported in Cincinnati 
lately was a Mr. Moon to Miss Shine. 

100,000 barrels of lager beer, of 82 gallons 
each, are manufactured in Philadelphia yearly. 

The poetess, Mrs. Estella Ann Lewis, has ob- 
tained a decree of divorce from her husband. 

- _ Fitz Greene Halleck says Campbell is his 
favorite among all the English poets. 

In Illinois, two years’ absence causes divorce. 

Among out-door exercises for ladies we are 
pleased to see the old sport of archery revived. 

A man is in no danger, so long as he talks his 
love; writing it, impales him on his own pot- 
hooks. 

Judge Yerger, of Vicksburg, Mississippi, has 
decided that a policy of life insurance is not 
subject to attachment, either in law or equity, to 
satisfy the claims of creditors. 

The Minnesota Assembly have passed a law 
fixing the rate of interest at fifteen per cent. per 
annum on money. Itis thought the Senate will 
stick for eighteen per cent. 

Cincinnati is now the largest horse market in 
the United States, and during one week, lately, 
forty thousand dollars worth of horses were sold 
at the various stables. 

The Masonic fraternity of Louisville have 
erected a building that has cost from $130,000 to 
$150,000. It has been built almcst entirely at 
the expense of the members of the fraternity. 

The Indianapolis Journal says a young woman 
in that city committed suicide by taking strych- 
nine, giving as @ reason that she had been in bet- 
ter circumstances and could not bear to be work- 
ing inthe kitchen for a living. 

The number of distinct species of insects al- 
ready known and described cannot be estimated 
at less than two hundred thousand—there being 
nearly twenty thousand beetles alone, now known, 
and every day is adding to the catalogue. 

In the city of New York, since the first of 
June, no less than 4489 dogs have been received 
atthe dog-pound, and destroyed by drowning, 
except a few that were reclaimed by their own- 
ers. Fifty cents is allowed for each dog. 

An island, about five rods square, covered with 
a luxuriant vegetation, floated down Lake On- 
tario a few days since. The soil was sufficiently 
firm to bear up a man, and was inhabited by 
small birds. 

California is one of the most extraordinary in- 
stances of rapid growth, probably, ever known. 
Emigration commenced in May, 1848. At that 
time, it contained hardly 15,000 inhabitants. 
‘There are now 600,000, showing that in ten years 
it has increased forty fold. 
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A boy in Watertown, N. Y., smothered an in- 
fant he had charge of, because it cried. 

The Utah mail party lately encountered in 
their journey millions of buffaloes. 

A young lady of 17 married a man of 75 in 
Kansas, because she liked his speeches. 

Property in San Francisco has declined twen- 
ty-five per cent. within a short time. 

While a detective officer was asleep in the 
Chicago cars a light fingered rogue stole his boots. 

A letter from New Brunswick, Texas, says 
that the government camels are increasing in 
numbers, and that the young camels are thrifty. 


Dover, the capital of Delaware, contains 1140 
inhabitants, and increases at the rate of about 
100 souls annually. 

J. W. Davis, of Holyoke, Mass., caught an 
eel, a few days since, in which was found a gold 
ring worth four or five dollars. 

Two hundred thousand pounds of women’s 
hair is annually soid in France. The price paid 
for it is usually six cents an ounce. 

One hundred thousand roses are required to 
give a yield of one hundred and eighty-eight 
grains of attar or oil of roses. 

The present valuation of Bangor, Maine, is: 
resident real estnte $3,606,061; personal estate 
$1,966,058 ; non-resident real estate $441,590; 
total, $6,013,709. 2 

In order tq prevent extravagance in dress, the 
Trustees of the Newberry (S. C.) College have 
instituted a system requiring all the students to 
wear a uniform dress. 

‘When Mr. Stevenson was asked by a railway 
committee whether he could make a railway un- 
der the Alps, he replied, ‘‘ Under the Halps, 
mon! Why, yes, I conld make a tunnel under 
the world, if ye liked—it’s merely a question of 
pounds, shillings and pence.” 

The annual receipts of Yale College are stated 
ts be $55,704 21 ; expenditures $55,351 86. The 
average amount spent in New Haven by those 
connected with the College, can hardly be less 
than $400, so that the College yearly disburses 
some $300,000 among the citizens of that town. 

The Bombay Geographical Society announce 
in their proceedings that they have received a 
specimen of the walking leaf from Java, with 
eggs and youn, ; and, what seems more curious 
still,a walking flower, described asa creature 
with a white body, pink spots and crimson 
border. 

‘The other day aclerk in a store at Wheeling, 
Va, discovered, in a coffee sack, a note of the 
denomination of $1000 on the Royal Bank of 
Brazil, a piece of silver coin, and twelve gold 
pieces of Brazilian coinage. The treasure had 
evidently been placed in the coffee sack for safe 
keeping. The lucky clerk fobs the plunder. 

It is not more than twenty years ago since the 
tinder-box was in universal use. It is abolished 
now. The invention of the friction match spread 
slowly, but who, at this day, would venture to 
say they could do without it. Insignificant as 
matches appear to be, single factories, with ex- 
tensive machinery, cut up large rafts of timber 
annually for them. 


400 
Merry- Making. 


It’s the last ostrich feather that breaks the 
husband's back. 

Rats and conquerors must expect no mercy in 
misfortune. 

The man who was filled with emotion, hadn’t 
room for his dinner. 

Beware of the gaming table—you can’t always 
se: nick.” 

‘What fishes have their eyes nearest together ? 
The smallest. 

When is the weather favorable to hay-makers t 
‘When it ‘rains pitchforks.” 

“Can you return my love, dearest Julia?” 
“Certainly, sir. I don’t want it, I'm sare.” 

When you go to drown yourself, put off your 
clothes; they may fit your wife’s second husband. 

If petticoat government is not more oppressive 
now than formerly, it is certainly double in 
extent. 

A man can no more believe with another man’s 
faith, than he can satisfy his hunger by seeing 


another man eat. 

Washing shirts, says an exchange paper, 
wears them out. When they get dine rab 
them over with chalk. ‘‘ Economy is wealth.” 

When you hear the phrase, ‘‘ I may say with- 
out vanity,” you may be sure some character- 
istic vanity will follow in the same ‘breath. 

It can hardly be said of a man when he is 
hang that he pays the debt of nature; it is 
altogether likely that he goes into a state of 
‘suspension. 

Every rose has its thorn. We never helped 








to shaw! the flower of a ball-room without being 
convinced, by painful evidence, that she had a 
pin about her. 

“Come, Bob, how much have you cleared by 
your speculations?” said a friend to his com- 


anion. “Cleared?” answered Bob. ‘ Why, 
’ve cleared my pockets !” 
“Jack, Ithink your father is going to flay you 


and make leather of your skin.” ‘Why 60?” 
“ Because I heard him say that he would tan 
your hide well for you.” 

‘When is a door more than a door? When it 
is to (two). Why isthe medical profession the 
most tedious? Because it requires more patience 
(patients) than any other. 

Julius Cesar Hannibal, giving an account of 
his sea-voyage, says: “All de passengers was 
now heavin’, and as if dat wasn’t enough, de 
captain give orders for de ship to heave too, and 
she hove too.” 

“TT would do anything to gratify you ; I would 
go to the end of the world to please you,” said a 
fervent lover to the object of his affections. 
“ Well, sir, go there, and stay, and I shall be 
Pleased.” 


A lawyer in one ‘of the Western courts lately 
threw a cane at the head of another. The court 
required him to apologize for it. He did so, 
and added: “ While Iam about it, I may as 
well apologize beforehand for throwing another 
cane at him the first chance I get.” 


MERRY MAKING. 


When is a boat like a knife? When it iss 
cutter. 

What is that which is invisible, but never out of 
sight? Letter I. 

Why is a dandy like a haunch of venison? 
He is a bit of a buck. 

What kin is that child to its father who is not 
its father’s own son? His daughter. 

When is the letter a like one of the United 
States? When it is in Diana (Indiana). 

Why is a nail, fast in the wall, like an old 
man? Because it is in firm. 

What word is that to which if you add a syl- 
lable, it will make it shorter? Short. 

How can five persons divide five eggs, so that 
each man shall receive one, and still one remain 
in the dish? One takes the dish with the egg. 


“What did you give for that horse, neigh. 
bor?” ‘My note.” “Well, that was cheap 
enough.” 

The Woburn Budget thinks there has been 
considerable “ wire-pulling ” lately between Eng- 
land and the United States. 

A man ceases to bea “good fellow” the mo- 
ment he refuses to do precisely what other peo- 
ple wish him to do. 

Here is a piquant extract: “He kissed her, 
and promised. Such beautiful lips! Man’s 
usual fate—he was lost upon the coral reefs.” 

To a friend who had married a lady who was 


on the point of taking the veil, Jerrold said: 
“Ah, she evidently thought you better than 
nun |” 


“It is a curious fact,” says some entomologist, 
“that it is only the female musquito that tor- 
ments us.” A bachelor says it is not at all 
curious. 

A young man stepped into a bookstore and 
said he wanted to get a “ Young Man’s Com- 
panion.” ‘Well, sir,” said the bookseller, 
“here’s my daughter.” 

A few days since, a Missouri sheriff, after 
making a legal return to a writ, added: “I 
think it right for me to mention that there is no 
such person 28 John Doe in the State.” 

A man hearing of another who was a hundred 
years old, said contemptuously : “‘ Pahaw! what 
a fuss about nothing! Why, if my grandfather 
was alive, he would now be a hundred and fifty 
years old.” 

A soldier found an inscription on a tomb in 
antique letters of bronze. He detached the let- 
ters one by one, and, carrying them ina bag to 
an antiquary, threw them down before him, ask- 
ing the meaning of the inscription. 

An aurist was so remarkably clever that, hav- 
ing exercised his skill on a very deaf lady, who 
had been hitherto insensible to the nearest and 
loudest noises, she had the happiness, next day, 
of bearing from her husband in California. 
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THE MACKEREL CRUISE, 
WITH A CURSORY GLANCE AT THE COD FISHERY. 


To the accompanying illustrations, drawn ex- 
pressly for us, we add an explanatory text, the 
materials for which, as well as the sketches, were 
the result of s trip undertaken the past summer 
for health and recreation. Every summer the 
mackerel fishermen of Gloucester and fishing 
ports of lesser note, send out their tidy, trim 
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built vessels to the Galf of St. Lawrence and 
Bay de Chaleur. The fleet is mostly composed 
of fore-and-aft schooners, varying from 60 to 120 
tons. They are fitted out by their owners, and 
provisioned for a ten or twelve weeks’ cruise. 
The small craft carry from six to ten hands ; the 
larger ones from ten to twenty. The men are 
shipped on shares with the owners—consequently 
each individual is interested in the well doing of 
his vessel. The captain, or skipper, as he is 
called, is usually part owner, and spares no pains 
to make the voyage not only profitable but also 
pleasant. 

We left New-York July 4th, and started for 
Gloucester, the largest fishing mart in the United 
States, where we were so fortunate as to procure 
8 passage in ove of the fastest sailers of the fleet, 
the “Republic, owned by parties in Gloucester, 
and commanded by Capt. George Friend, of the 
same place. 

After 2 mackerel season, many of these little 
vessels outride the winter on the Western and 
George’s Banks, returning into port occasionally 
to discharge their of cod and halibut. 
Subject to much violence from the heavy north- 
east storms, they become badly damaged in both 
hull and rigging, making it necessary to overhaul 
and completely repair previous to the departure 
for the fishing grounds in the spring. 

The “ Republic” was in this dilapidated con- 
dition when we stepped on board of her; there- 
fore, we will begin at the beginning, and open 
the record of the adventure with the first impor- 
tant business—washing decks and discharging 
ballast, in order that the schooner may be beached 
for painting. The schooner is represented in 
this condition in tho engraving on page 415, 
She is floated broadside to the shore, and is left 
at low water high and dry upon her beam ends, 
A coat of thin verdigris is then applied to the 
sides and bottom below the water line, to prevent 
any injury to timber by the destructive sea-worm ; 
after, which, the hull, masts, decks, etc., are 
painted to suit the fancy of the skipper. 

It was a glorious summer morning, wind and 
tide favorable, when our saucy little schooner, 
with her crew of sixteen hands, left the harbor 
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of Gloucester for the town of Liverpool, Nova 
Scotia, our first stopping-place, where we dropped 
anchor early on the afternoon of Saturday, after 
an extrao! passage of fifty-one hours. 
The picture of the schooner under way gives a 
correct idea of her appearance. Onur object of 
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the visit accomplished, the following day, with a 
spanking breeze, we were in on our course, 
making Cape Canso—the easternmost land of 
Nova tia, distant about fonr hundred miles 
from Cape Ann—on the afternoon of the follow- 
ing Tuesday. Leaving this point, our way was 
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changed, and the vessel headed for Pirate’s Cove, 
aromantic harbor midway in the Gut of Canso, 
where we arrived in good time, and remained a 
few hours to obtain wood and water. On Thors- 
day the wind, which had been favorable, radden- 
ly left us becalmed in the Bay of St. Geurge 


DEAD CALM IN THE BAY OF 87. GEORGK. 


(this interesting incident is depicted in our second 


engraving) when active preparations were at once 
made for moulding jigs, setting knives, reeling 
lines, etc., each man striving to excel®his ship- 
mate in mechanical ingenuity. Jig-moulding, 
especially, is one of fisherman's delig' te, 
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THE SCHOONER UNDER WAY. 


and is entered into with zest by all hands. 
They are formed of the best quality of hooks of 
different sizes cast into sinkers of block tin and 
pewter. Oar firet sketch delineates correctly the 
mackerel jig.” After all necessary appurte- 
nances for catching the fish are completed, the 
right rail of the schooner is divided, according to 
the number of men, into what are called berths, 
or stands for fishing. The best of them are then 
sold by the skipper to the highest bidder. One 
of our ongravings shows the amusing scene of 
the auction. This proceeding is always produc- 
tive of the greatest excitement. Fun and frolic 
are now the order of the day; and rare jokes 
are perpetrated, and original sel/s are conceived 
for the benefit of each impatient bidder, making 
the sceno one of uncommon interest. Thirty, 
fifty, and even sixty dollars premium is often 

aid for the “high line position.” Barrels of 
ait are now drawn from the hold and ground by 
a machine for the purpose into requisite portions 
for feeding. This is done from troughs securely 
fastened to the fore and main rigging. Bait is 
constantly thrown to entice the mackerel to the 
surface of the water. They rise in vast schools, 
and are fed continually while about the vessel. 
Satarday morning, with a light breeze came the 
order to set sail, the island of Bonaventure, in 
the Gulf of St. Lawrence, our destination, where 
we “hove to” fur our first chance among the na- 
merous schools of fish surrounding us. When 
the vessel is well off her course, jibs down, and 
sails motionless, each individual takes his place 
at the rail, and with a line in either hand, waite 





patiently for the mackerel to rise. Soon a tinker 
1s seen to dart swiftly up the schooner’s side, and 
over the shoulder of the “high-line man.” An- 
other, and another follows it, the sight of which 
makes the little pale lad at the bait-box half fran- 
tic with joy. And now they come! Harrah ! 
how fast from the babbling, water !—all hands, 
from the weather-beaten ip to the green 
hand aft, joining with wild delight in this most 
exciting sport. One of our illustrations depicts 
this exciting scene. The fisherman holds a line 
in each hand, but uses both to draw the fish, 
which is thrown over the right shoulder, and 
dropped into the barrel behind. A crack fisher- 
man never moves from his position, only using 
his arms; and can endure three days’ fishing 
without fatigue, though they sometimes drop 
asleep. Fishermen when busy stand the entire 
day at the rail, and salt nights. 

(in active times, it is not unusual to fish and 
salt three or four successive days. Success, how- 
ever, does not always follow the mackerel catch- 
er. A lucky man may return home with his ves- 
sel in a fortnight, and discharge a capital load of 
three or four hundred barrels ; while his neigh- 
bor skipper that sailed out with him, may dodge 
about from place to place, till he is forced back 
by wintry storms, with only fifty. Nevertheless, 
among the unlucky ones there's a deal of con- 
tentment; for ’tis all play with Jack when tink- 
ers are scarce. You will find him, on such occa- 
sions, either spinning out the toughest yarns, or 
dancing till he is black in the face, some good 
old-fashioned reel. Then there’s the lark ashore, 
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and the breakdown with the village girls; the 

litical discussion with the Britishers; and last, 

ut not least, the “red-eye frolic,” ending in 
broken heads and aching limbs. 

One of our illustrations exhibits the crew of 
the mackerel schooner dancing for dear life, and 
enjoying themselves as men only can with whom 
recreation is an infrequent episode of a laborious 
life. We have also shown an incident in the 
cruise in the sketch of a squall, by way of con- 
trast to the “ dead calm” previously delineated. 


No vessel can outride a storm better than these | 


fishermen. They haul down flying jib only, and 
“let her slide” into ten and twelve knots. These 
squalls are very common in the Galf of St. Law- 
rence, blowing almost every day when the wind 
is off shore. 

Another of our views represents Arch Island. 
This extraordinary rock rives abruptly from the 
sea to the height of 288 feet, and is a third of a 
mile in length. It is uninhabited by man, but 
myriads of wild birds build their nests, covering 
the entire surfare, which is as white as if capped 
with snow. The singular arch at the southwest- 
ern extremity was formed by the action of the 
tides, and can only be approached in calm weath- 
er. Six miles distant, Mont Perce, or Table 
Roulante, is seen towering 1250 feet ahove the 
town of Perce at its base, and visible distinctly 
foriy miles from the ocean, a prominent and con- 
spicunus Jandmark. 

ja another sketch we have depicted the opera- 
tion of splitting mackerel. The splitter takes the 
fish in his left hand, and draws the knife down 
through the back from head to tail. An expert 
hand can split sixty fish ina minute. Another 
hand immediately cleans the fish, and a third 
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salts and packs them in the barrel. Each haad 
marks and sorts his own catch. 

This series of views will give our readers 1 
correct idea of the details of a business which 
employs a vast amount of capital and 
and involves the labor of a perfect army of mes. 
The mackerel belongs to the family of Scombeni- 
des. That found upon our coast is the Scomber 
vernalis (spring Mackerel of Mutchell). Dr. 
Storer says that Mitchell describes under the 
name of “grex”’ and “vernalis’’ the commons 
mackerel of our coast. Cuvier, alchough he ad- 
mits both in his great work, considers them a 
the same; and Richardson remarks, the “ 
difference between scomber grer and vernals 
seems to be in their size and color, and they are 
very probably differeat ages of the same species.” 
In the specimens brought to Boston market, Dr. 
Storer found the difference between the two two 
slight to constitate distinct species. 

Perhaps no branch of human labor is subjec 
to greater hardship and peril than the fisheries. 
The men engaged are schooled by their avocaticn 
to habits of endurance and privation which bring 
out in full development every internal source of 
strength und nerve; and it is a wonder, that 
when their remuneration is often so slight, asd 
their returns 80 precarious, there can be found so 
many willing to undergo the toils aud dangers of 
alife which has so few of the elements of romance 
about it. 

From six to eight thousand barrels of fresh 
mackerel are sold annually in Boston marke 
alone; but ‘their great value to this people 
arises from the means of employment afforded 
to an immense number, by the process of salting 
and packing.” We believe the fishery of a sin 
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" gle year in Massachusetts alone, has amounted 
in value to a million and a half of dollars. The 
number of barrels of mackerel inspected during 
a period of five years, in this State, was 1,079,116. 

~ As wo have remarked before, the luck of the fish- 
ermen is very variable. “In some years,” says 
Storer, “immense shoals of these fishes are read- 
ily met with, and the vessels return in a few 
weeks with full cargoes ; while the same locali- 
ties may be visited in other seasons, and the ef- 
forts of the fishermen prove fruitless and his fare 
meagre. So peculiar are the habits of this genus, 
that oftentimes weeks may pass, and the fishing 
smacks be surrounded hy millions sporting upon 
the surface of the ocean, and scarce one allow 
itself to be taken; while again, the success of a 
few days will retrieve the disappointments of 
nearly a season. Thas, a fisherman informs us, 
that last season, having been in the Buy of Cha- 
leur, and taken but few fish, the vessel to which 
he belonged was returning home, when, off Cape 
Cod, the fish were so numerous and voracious 
that the crew, consisting of ten men, captured in 
two hours nearly thirty barrels. At this time 
about two hundred smacks were together, and 
they were all equally successful, some of them 
taking even forty barrels of fish. * * Several 
of the most intelligent fishermen inform me that 
the difficulty of taking mackerel is yearly in- 
creasing, from the barbarous custom of paffing 
them, of collecting them around vessels by means 
of throwing out bait, and then suddenly drawing 
ap an iostrument armed with numerous sharp 
iron points, by which many are captured, and 
grester numbers are cruelly maimed without be- 
ing taken.” 
‘The European mackerel was early known as 
an article of foud, and was held in high esteem 
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by the ancient Romans, as forming the celebrated 
sarum—a pickle or sauce—of which they made 
great use. his was prepared from several dif- 
ferent kinds of fishes, Pat that from the mackerel, 


was deemed by far the best. The generi« char- ° 


acter of the scomber are “scales on the hody 
small and smooth; vertical fins not bearing 
scales ; two dorsal fins widely separated ; some 
of the posterior rays of the second dorsal and the 
anal fin free, forminy tinlets; sides of the mil 
slightly carinated ; one row of smull cories! 
teeth in each juw, the parts of the gill cover v.ith- 
out denticulativns or spines ; seven branchic-ie- 
gous rays.” 

The delicate colors of this fish, shading from 
black on the head, and dark green on the baci. to 
silvery white with reflections on the sides, make 
it a perfect picture. It is certainly one of the 
nicest table fishes we have, and when broile:! by 
a skilful band, fresh from the water, forms a :!ish 
thata hangry man can. relish without much coax- 
ing of the appetite. The mackerel, salted and 
curéd, forms a staple of export and consumption 

erhaps second to uo other tish—e brancli of bus- 
Iness too well known to be discussed in this von- 
nection. A mackerel cruise, as an episode in 
one’s life, is a pleasant thing to look t upon: 
while a life devoted to the business is one of se- 
vere toil, and not unfrequently attended with 
yreat danger. : 

While engaged on our mackerel cruise, we 
picked up some interestiny facts in relation to the 
cod-fisheries of the French, which, we trust, wi!l 
prove an acceptable appendix to the foregoing 
sketches, 

The fisheries aro the schools which have far- 
nished the best sailurs to the respective nations 
enguged iu them. In the midst of tempests, and 
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on stormy seas, the young mariner receives his 
first professional baptism ; in this school of dan- 
ger and privation his stength and intelligence 
are exercised. In all times the maritime powers 
have found the elements of their prosperity in the 
fisheries. Venice and Holland, the two repub- 
lics which, in times past, threw so great a weight 
in the balance of nations, started with nets on 
their shoulders and begun their career in fishing- 
smacks. 

These nations of mariners soon became rich 
and strong, and their preponderance on the sea 
ensured them the commerce of the world. The 
maritime power of France was also swelled by 
the fisheries : her squadrons were formed ‘only at 
the period when the fishermen could unite in 
large fleets ; this was in the commencement of 
the 16th century, when the Portuguese Corte 
Real, which had observed the extraordinary afflu- 
ence of cod upon the great bank of Newfound- 
land, pointed out this inexhaustible mine to the 
European fishermen ; and Francis I. caused theso 
resorts to be explored by Jacques Cartier, of St. 
Malo, the best sailor of his time. Still, at first, 
no great profit was derived from the resources 
which chance had discovered in these latitudes. 
John Cabot, the Venetian, sent by Henry VII. 
of England in search of a supposed northwest 
passage to China, recognized, in 1497, an island 
which he called Prima-Vista, and which mari- 
time nations, envying by turns the possession of 
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this new country, translated each into ms own 
language. 

In 1501, Juan Ayamonte, a Catalan sailor, 
received a license from the queen of Spain to 
make explorations in the Tierra Nueva (para 7 
@ saber el secreto de la Tierra Nueva), and be was 
recommended to take with him two Breton pilow. 
The English named it Newfoundland, and they 
did not think of colonizing it till a hundred years 
afterwards. The charters granted by Henry 
VIII. for founding fisheries there, at tirst pro- 
duced no result, and the English marine only 
acquired sure preponderance in those seas after 
the celebrated Drake had driven out the Span- 
iards. Their taking possession of Newfound- 
land only dates really from 1585 ; the island only 
reckoned sixty-two colonists in 1612, and the 
number of fishing vessels hardly reached fifcy. 
The French only commenced the fishing busi- 
ness seriously in 1540. The permanent estab- 
lishments they fuunded on the shore did not meet 
with the success anticipated at first; and it was 
only under the reign of Henry IV. that the min- 
ister Sully favored the cod-fishery to the exsent 
of his power by placing it under the protection of 
the government. Hence this business, which the 
French now follow on the high sea at more than 
six hundred leagues’ distance from their country, 
which for more than three hundred years has em- 
ployed so many hands and supported so maay 
people, at first only moved very slowly. It re- 
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quired State bounties and aid to raise it to com- 
mercial rank. Then the fishing-stations on the 
shores and banks of Newfuundland attracted the 
Gshermen of different nations. France and Eng- 
jand, who for a long time dispated the possession 
of the island and adjacent waters, ended by fix- 
ing the different limits in which fishermen might 
pursue their business under the sanction of treaties. 

Before 1713, the French fisheries supplied the 
wants of almost all Europe, and sufficed for the 
supply of the French vessels; bat the treaty of 
Us t, that of Versailles (1783), and the ces- 
sion of Canada, chan; their situation. They 
lost saccessively all the rich establishments they 
had formed at a distance, and which had raised 
the fisheries to the highest d of prosperity. 
‘The colonies of Acadia and Canada, Isle Royale, 
Isle Saint John, and Newfoundland, passed from 
the hands of the French. Reduced now to con- 
fined limits, without the: power of establishing 
any dwelling, but only folds and huts, to dry 
feh j. possessing only, for shelter, the islands of 
St. Pierre and Miquelon—bare and wretched 
rocks, which they are obliged to supply with the 
neceasaries of life—the French veseels are obliged 
to sail annually from the ports of France. Yet, 
notwithstanding this state of things, and thanks 
to the encouragement of the government, the 
French fishermen have s! led bravely to com- 
pete with those of England, established and dom- 
iciled on the southern part of Newfoundland, and, 
with those of this country, enjoying all the ad- 
vantages of proximity. 

The cod-fisl occupies annually more than 

400 French v » Which, with those employed 
in accessory labors, make a fleet of 600 sail, 
manned by 13,000 seamen, or about a quarter of 
the effective personnel of the maritime enrolment 
—a valuable reserve, always disposable, and 
hardened by the roughest labor on a stormy sea 
and in a rigorous climate; a reserve usefal for 
commercial navigation in time of peace, and in- 
dispensable, though inadequate to the manning 
of the fleets, in time of war. The produce of 
the French eod-fisheries is estimated at about 
370,000 quintals of fish, of which about 135,000 
are exported to the colonies, Italy, and Spain, 
and the remaiader absorbed in home consump- 
tion. : 
The fishery on the coast of Newfoundland has 
always been placed in the first rank ; it is that 
which occupies the greatest number of seamen. 
Vessels of all sizes are employed in it, from 30 
to 350 tons. When the vessel arrives on the 
coast, about the first part of June, it is disman- 
ted, and the crew goes ashore into one of the 
wooden huts, which always need repair after the 
winter. Thence boats, manned by two seamen 
and a green hand, are sent every morning to ‘ish 
with the line, rewrning at evening. Independ- 
ently of these “‘ dories,” every French vessel fits 
out one or more “seine batteaux,” manned by 
ten men each, who fish when the cod become 
more abundant. On the return of the boats the 
fish are split, salted, and piled. After remaining 
@ few days, the green hands and boys dry them 
on piles of stones until hey reacl a degree of 
dessication to permit their being housed. The 
fishermen leave the coast at the end of Septem- 
ber to return to Frauce—some of them to carry 
a@ cargo of fish to the Antilles. 
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The fishing at St. Pierre and Miquelon is sim- 
ilar to that on the coast of Newfoundland ; it is 
carried on by means of flat-bottomed boats, like 
our John Dorys, which they call warys, or in 
pirognes. These craft, to the number of 200 or 
300, are propelled by sail and oar. They carry 
two men each, leave in the morning and retura 
atevening. Tite different classes of people de- 
voted to the taking or preparation of fish on the 
shores of these two little islands are divided into 
three categories—1. The stationary fishermen or 
colonists, numbering 1000 or 1100; 2. The hi- 
bernating fishermen, who pass the bad season, or 
establish themselves on shore for several years : 
their number, subject to variations, rarely exceeds 
500 individuals ; 3. The transient fishermen, who 
come from France and return at the end of the 
fishing season : there are about three or four hun- 
dred of them annually. The fishing and the prepa- . 
ration of cod, being the only business of the islands 
of St. Pierre and Miquelon, occupy the whole of 
the hibernating fishermen, and almost all the 
stationary inhabitants, men and women, young 
and old, even from the tenderest age. The fish- 
ing begins in the month of April, and is contin- 
ued to the middle of October ; it is generally 
abundant enough, and yields small fish, like the 
coast of Newfoundland. 

The fishing on tho Grand Bank is effected by 
vessels of 120 and 130 tons, provided with two 
large boats each Sixteen or twenty men are re- 
quired to man a vessel and its boats. Their de- 
parture from France takes place from the first to 
the fifteenth of March. The vessels repair direct- 
ly to St. Pierre, and there land the fishermen, 
boys, and green hands, who form the legal com- 
plement of their crews, and who are designed to 
do the work of drying on shore. Thence they 
set sail for the Bank, where they anchor. The 
two boats are set afloat; and every evening, 
manned with five men each, they throw out their 
lines with 4000 or 5000 hooks. The lines are 
hauled in every morning, and the fish, split, 
washed, and salted, are placed in the hold. The 
part of the crew who remain on board busy them- 
selves with hand-line fishing. The first fishing 
finished, which takes place from the 15th to the 
20th of June, the yield is taken to St. Pierre, to 
be dried there; while the vessel, furnished anew 
with salt and bait, returns to the Bank for a sec- 
ond fishing. Sometimes a third is made, the 
produce of which, only salted, is carried direct 
to France in a green state. The fishing on the 
Grand Bank is harder and more perilous than 
that of the coast; it requires thorough sailors and 
intrepid men ; it is carried on upon @ constantly 
agitated sea; and losses of men and boats are 
frequent in squalls and fogs. The shore fishing 
makes sailors—the Bank fishing hardens them. 

. As for the Iceland fisheries, they are carried on 
in a latitude of 64 or 66 degrees north, in the 
midst of floating icebergs, where there is no an- 
chorage, and the sea is always rough. On the 
coast the fishing-vessel is stripped ; in the Baoks 
she rides at anchor; but in the high latitudes she 
is necessarily kept under sail. The fishing is by 
lines a hundred or more fathoms deep, and the 
fish is prepared and salted in tuns brought from 
France. The vessels range from 60 to 80 tons, 
manned by 12 or 15 men each. They sail in 
April and return in September. Some favored 
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ed to form bold seamen, and 
none is marked by severer loss- 
es of men ard vessels. 

The French are paying, like 
ourselves, particular attention 
to the sustenance of their fish- 
eries. With them it is a pro- 
ductive business, is already the 
most important branch of their 
commercial navigation, and fur- 
nishes a fifth of its force to 
their mercantile and naval ma- 
rine. 

Regarded as a supply of food, 
a source of national ind 
and commercial wealth, or as & 
wonder of nature in its contin- 
uance and multiplication, the 
codfish may justly challenge 
the admiration of every intelli- 
gent observer. ‘Though found 
in considerable numbers on the 
coasts of other northern regions, 
an extent of about 450 miles of 
ocean, laying the chill and rug- 
ged shores of Newfoundland, is, 
as we have already stated, the 
favorite resort of this fish. 

Few members of the animal 
creation contribute a greater 
mass of subsistence to the hu- 
man race, still fewer are more 
universally serviceable, than 
the codfish, of which e part 
is applied to some useful pur- 
pose. When fresh, its beauti- 
fully white, firm, and flaky 
muscles furnish our table with 
one of the most delicious dain- 
ties ; salted, dried, or otherwise 
conserved for future use, it af-, 
fords a substantial and whole- 
some article of diet, for which a 
substitute could not readily be 
found. The tongue, which is 
always separated from the bead 
when the fish is first caught, 
even epicures consider a deli- 
cacy; and tongues, salted or 
pickled along with the swim- 
ming-bladders, which are high- 
ly nutritious, being almost en- 
tirely pure gelatine, are held in 
much estimation by house-keep- 
ers, under the title of tongues 
and sounds. The sound or 
swimming-bladder of codfish, if 
rightly prepared, supplies an 
isinglass equal to the best Rus- 
sian, and applicable to all the 
uses for which the imported is 
employed. The liver of the 
cod, when fresh, is eaten by 
many with satisfaction, but it 
is more generally reserved, by 
fishermen, for bia - Bi via 
large quantity of fine lim 
oil which it tatsine; This is 


extracted by heat and pressure, and forms the 
well-known cod-liver 
many respects, and for most uses, is su 


oi! of commerce, which, in, 
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the commonly used fish-oil. The heads of cod- 
fish, after the tongues are cat out and the gills 
are saved for bait, are thrown overboard, on ac- 
count of want of room, and because salling 
would not preserve them to any advan: Yet 
the head, being almost entirely compo: f gol- 
atine, is, when fresh, the richest, and perhaps the 
most nutritive, part of the fish. The fishermen, 
it is true, make use of it for their own nourish- 
ment, but the great mass is thrown into the sea— 
@ circumstance we cannot reflect upon without re- 
gret, when we remember how many poor, in va- 
rious charitable institutions, and through the 
country generally, might be luxuriously fed with 
this waste. If vessels were provided with the 
requisite implements and fuel, these heads would 
furni~h a Jarge amount of strong and valuable 
fish-glue or isinglass, that would well repay the 
troable and expense of its preparation. The in- 
testines of the codfish also yield a tribute to the 
table; the French fishermen, especially, prepare 
from them a dish somewhat similar, and not far 
inferior, to the sounds. Finally, the ovaries or 
roes of the females are separated from their mem- 
branes, and the eggs, nicely pickled, afford an 
agreeable and gustful relish, far more delicate 
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and inviting to the palate than the celebrated 
Russian caviare. In addition to these usual 
modes of employing the different parts of our 
fish, the Norwegians, [celanders, and Kamtscha- 
dales pound up the backbones and other refuse 
parts, for the purpose of feeding their dogs and 
other domestic animals during the winter. 
Strange as such diet may appear, it is stated as 
a well-established fact, that cows, fed upon these 
pounded bones, mingled with a small quantity of , 
vegetable matter, pe a larger supply aud a bet- 
ter quality of milk than those supported upon 
more ordinary provender. 

Returning from our cursory view of the cod- 
fishery as a branch of industry engaged in by the 
French, to the subject-matter of our article, the 
mackerel, we premise that our readers are prob- 
ably aware that the mackerel is as abundant on 
the French and English coast as on our own. 
And, as with us, it is held as one of the most de- 
licious table-fish. The mackerel fishery affords 
employment to numbers of French and English. 
The mackerel approaches the coast of England 
in large shoals, and it was formerly considered 
that its annual movements were from northern to 
southern, and from southern to northern, lati- 
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tudes; but this fish is found in the British seas at 
all seasons of the , though in winter they are 
not numerous. n the fishermen commence 
fishing early, they are obliged to proceed a con- 
siderable distance out to sea, epprosehing: the 
coast as the season advances. The first catch of 
the season commands a very high price. There 
are three modes of fishing pursued in Europe— 
with drift-nets, with seines, and with the line. By 
the latter, a couple of men will take from five 
hundred to one thousand a day, if it be favorable. 
The fishermen prefer a smart breeze, which they 
call a “ mackerel gale.” The French boats go 
out frequently with six or eight people on board, 
all of whom fish with the line, some bands tend- 
ing two lines. The fish bite voraciously ; fre- 
quently a rag attached to the hook is sufficient 
bait. The seine fishing requires two boats. The 
drift-net fishing is thus described by Mr. Yarrell : 
“The drif-net is twenty feet deep by one han 
dred and twenty feet long, well corked at the top, 
but without lead at the bottom. They are made 
of small fino twine, which is tanned of a reddish- 
brown color, to preserve it from the action of the 
sea-water, and it is thereby rendered much more 
durable. The size of the mesh is about two 
inches and a half, or rather larger. Twelve, fif- 
teen, and sometimes eighteen of these nets are 
attached lengthwise, by tying along a thick rope, 
called a drift-rope, and, at the ends of each net, 
to each other. hen arranged for depositing in 
the sea, a large buoy attached to the end of the 
drift-rope is thrown overboard, the vessel is put 
before the wind, and, as she sails along, the ro; 

with the nets thas attached is over the 
stern into the water till the whole of the nets are 





ran out. The net thus deposited hangs suspend- 
ed in the water perpendicularly twenty feet from 
the drift-rope, and extending from three-quarters 
of a mile to a mile, or even a mile and a half, de- 
pending on the number of nets belonging to the 
arty or company engaged in fishing . 
n the whole of the nets are thus handed out, 


the drift-rope is shifted from the stern to the bow 


of the vessel, and she rides by it as if at anchor. 
The benefit gained by tho boats hanging at the 
end of the drift-rope is, that the net is kept 
strained in a straight line, which, without this 
pull upon it, would not be the case.” The nets 
are set in the evening, and sometimes hauled 
once during the night ; at others, allowed to re- 
main in the water all night. The drift-rope is 


hauled in by means of a capstan. The boats 
employed are generally about thirty feet long, 
built of oak or ash, copper-fastened, with great 


depth of waist and breadth of beam, and are con- 
sidered both fast and safe. The seasons of the 
mackerel fishery fluctuate greatly, an abundaot 
being succeeded by an unproductive one; or, 
several plentiful seasons may occur together, and 
be followed by as many of scarcity. On some 
nights two or three thousand fish will be caught 
by one boat, and another, not more than a mile 
distant, may not take one hundred ‘This uaver- 
tainty contributes to render the fishery a precari- 
ous suurce of subsistence to those who can only 
embark capital in it on a small scale, and cannot 
stand against the unforeseen reverses which may 
occar in a short period, but are counterbalanced 
on an average of years. 

The study of fishes or ichthyology (from the 
Greek ikthus, a fish, and lagos, a discourse of 


treatise) is not only very interesting but very im- 
portant. Of all classes of vertebrate animals, 
there is ndt one which affords so great a number 
of species useful as food to man. Nor is the 
supply scanty: they are drawn by millions from 
the deep; the work of fisheries gives employ- 
ment to thousands, and the amount of ital 
employed is enormous. The fisheries, we have 
observed, are an excellent school for seamen, 
and the best sailors and commanders in the mer- 
cantile and naval marine of this country have 
served an apprenticeship at the fishing business. 
Tenants of the waters of our lone, the organiza- 
tion of these animals expressly fits them for their 
liquid element. They are clothed neither with 


hair nor feathers, but with smooth scales, often 
beautifully bright and delicate, giving uniformity 
of service to a compact contour, admirably adapt- 
ed for progress through the waters. Some, it is 
true, have a hard osseous envelope, like the Os- 
traceans ; and others are arran; in a panoply 
of spi es, as the Tetraodons and Diodons, which 
remind us of the hedgehog. There are some, 
also, as the eel, the codfish, shark, etc., which 
have the skin naked, smooth, and slippery. As 
is the case with terrestrial animals, they vary in 
their habits and powers of locomotion. . Sume 
move slowly along, others cleave the waves with 
the velocity of an arrow, bear up the rapids and 
clear the falls with wonderful energy. Many per. 
sous regard the fins as the principal organs of lo- 
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comotion in fishes, but these, in fact, are princi- 
cipally used as balancers of the body, as agents 
in turning the direction of the animal's course, or 
of guiding it as it ewims along. It is the tail, or 
elongated muscular extremity of the fish, tipped 
with a broad extended web or fin, which consti- 
tutes the efficient organ of locomotion. The fish 
sculls itself along by rapid strokes from side to 
side, as may be seen by distarbing one of these 
animals while at rest and watching its motions. 
It is by the movements of the same organ, only 
more violently exerted, that the fish leaps out of 
the water, springs at insects, or clears the water- 
fall; and we may farther observe that it is only 
in such fishes as have the tail muscular and pow- 










he body compactly shaped, that this 
aping exists. The large-headed, 
codfish cannot leap, but the salmon 
t Will spring several feet above the sur- 
face of the water. The use of the fins as balan- 
cers was proved by the experiments of Boulli, 
who observed that when both the ventral and 
pectoral fins of fishes were cut off, all their mo- 
tions were unsteady, and they reeled from right 
to left, and down, in a very irregular manner. 
An internal sac, usually termed the swimming- 
bladder, a reservoir of air placed beneath the 
spine, and varying in form and size in different 
species, by the inhalation or expulsion of its con- 
tents, enables it to sink or rise. The sight of 
fishes is ordinarily very acute. 
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THE WITOH GLASS: 


—or, — 


THE THREE SISTERS OF WOODAWAY. 


BY MRS. M. A. DENISON, 


Woopaway was an old chateau, built in the 
reign of some old king—I forget who. It was 
romantically situated, as most chateanx are, in 
the midst of a charming grove. It had been 
purchased by a man who had grown aweary of 
the world and its hollow hearts. He had found 
a wife who was willing to court the charms of 
solitude, and both being rich they determined to 
forsake the enticements of society and, finding 
congenial companions, a few of them, live in a 
world of their own, independent of the wretches 
who often exist under the name of fashionable 
people. So they prevailed upon two very small 
and very charming families to take up their 
abode with them, and entered their new home 
one beautiful spring morning, while the birds 
were singing and tho buds bursting into blooms. 

The new old residence had been transformed 
into a charming place with the aid of uphol- 
sterers and all sorts of work-peuple. It was 
like all such antiques, full of elaborate passages, 
winding staircases, suites of charming little 
rooms, inany large and oak panelled apartments, 
blue parlors and green parlors, and purple par- 
lors, and voted by-Monsieur Herman and his 
wife, and the two monsieurs and their wives who 
accompanied them to be in every particular “ just 
the thing.” 

Nor was it wanting in beautiful gardens, 
fountains, whose white spray fell over groups of 
marble forms—hot-houses, conservatories and all 
the appliances of ease and elegance. 

Years passed on, and three fresh, lovely young 
faces gathered around Monsieur Herman’s 
knees. The families who entered the chateau 

* with monsieur grew tired with the solitude and 
were gone. 

“Tam glad of it,” said he, “they talked too 
much of the world outside and would have cor- 
rupted our little ones.” 

“They were not fitted for such a life,” said 
the madame, “ unless like us, they aad had ciii- 
dren to enliven their time.” 

“That is so; and here they come from the 
bath, little angels !” 

Jt was true, they looked dike little angels, that 
is they were extremely beautiful. Judicious 
aaining had developed them gloriously. They 
were accompanied by their Sonue, a shrivelled, 
mahogany-culored, but good little Frenchwoman 
who had been in the family for seventy-five years. 


And yet one could hardly tell which were the 
eprightliest, the children or she. . 

Louise was the golden haired. A true blonde 
beauty, her locks hung in rich ringlets below her 
waist. Her chest was round and as white ss 
marble—her whole form harmoniously developed. 
There were dimples from her cheeks to her fingers. 
Her color was as the bloom of the brightest rose, 
her brow and her teeth, milk white ; her lips pink 
and prettily pouting. 

Lillias was brighter and darker than Louise. 
Her hair rippled in browner waves, there was a 
more decided contrast between her eyes and her 
complexion. Bat the dimples, the color, the 
animation and the sweet, quick smile were the 
same. Her stature was of the same height, 
though she was less in years by two. 

But the darling of all was Jeannie, the san- 
beam. She looked like both sisters, both parents. 
She was suggestive of langhing waters, red rose- 
buds, and dancing rays of light. They all 
idolized Jeannie, and there was a sweet competi- 
tion which should do her the most favors. | 

This then was the honsehold of Monsieur 
Herman. No pains were spared in the educa- 
tion of his lovely daughters. They had masters 
of the first eminence, all old, grave men, who 
were not slow to carry news of the extreme beauty 
of their young pupils, so that though they lived 
in strict seclusion, their fame rang through the 
land. Many a nobleman would have given half 
his fortune for a sight of the three lovely sisters 
of Woodaway. ° 

At length when they were of the respective 
ages of thirteen, fifteen and seventeen, Herman 
took a pleasant journey to Paris, to call upon his 
old friends and note how time had fared with 
them. Previous to this, he caused Louise, who 
painted superbly to execute the miniatures of 
her sister and herself on ivory, and enclosing 
them in cases of gold and pearls, he set out upoa 
his tour, smiling and talking to himself. The 
truth is, he had taken so much pains with the 
fair sisters, that he did not relish the remotest 
possibility that bad hasbande could or might 
undo all he had done ;. so the chief object in this 
journey that he contemplated was to choose hus- 
bands for them. He was welcomed as one from 
the grave by the friends who had thought never 
to see him again. Most of them were more 
changed than he, and all of them had families 
who seemed to be a trouble and perplexity to 
them. 

The young men in these families perhaps sur- 
mising the cause of his unusual presence, put 
themselves on their best behaviour that they might 


be invited te the chateau 60 ne Y 
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Monsieur Herman had not lived and thought and 
studied in solitude for nothing. His mind had 
been so long freed from the gross control of. con- 
ventional living, that it seemed to have grown 
purer, and intuitively able to detect the presence 
of gross vices, or deforming errors in all whom 
he met. Fine faces and manly forms there were 
iu abundance. Young men of means—of titles 
and of family, were solicitous for an invitation to 
Woodaway. They little knew how easily he de- 
tected their selfish thoughts. How he learned 
that some were fonder of the gaming table than 
of their honor, others indulged in strong pota- 
tions till they were senseless—others were vain, 
others quarrelsome, and many of them vapid, 
silly selflovers. However, he invited them cor- 
dially, after a certain time, and trusted to the in- 
genuity of his daughters to find out their several 
traits of character. 

He was one day dining with the Count Mour- 
ney. His son, a young man of twenty-two, sat 
opposite, in an enormous neck-tie. He was pro- 
fuse in compliments to the guest; he had been 
favored with a sight of the miniatures. 

“ By-the-by,” said Monsieur Herman, “I have 

,heard nothing of my old friend, Sebastian 
Spiers.” 

“‘Q, he is entirely ignored in polite society,” 
said the young nobleman. 

“So am I,” returned Herman, with a grace- 
ful bow. 

The young scion bit his lip. “It is you who 
have ignored society,” he said, quickly. 

“‘ And what has my friend done, that he should 
‘be cut?” asked monsieur, politely. 

“Bought him some acres out of the town,” 
replied young Moarney, “and ’tis said that he 
and his three sons work the ground with their 
laborers.” 

“Ah! But Spiers was a very superior man.” 

“Yes, so considered, and his sons had nothing 
more to learn in the universities. They had the 
path of fortune opened to them, why should they 
be ham drums?” 

“True,” said monsieur, quietly, “true. Have 
they much fortune?” 

“O, nothing ; although they fancy they are 
rich men because they have health, strength, 
willing hands and active brains. Paugh! what 
notions !”” 

If the young scion had taken the trouble to 
look over his neck-tie, he could have seen an ex- 
pression of contempt on the features of his host. 
But he was busy with his salad, which he boast- 
ed it took him always forty minutes to prepare. 

“So! I must go and see friend Spiers ;” so- 
liloquized Monsieur Herman. “It seems he was 
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nearly of the same mind with myself; preferred 
the contempt of popinjays to the company of 
fools. He was my good friend; an honest, up- 
right man. He had also a beautiful wife, a su- 
perior woman. I admired her much before I 
saw my own wife.” 

, So he had a fine horse saddled, and away he 
rode to S., a great old town, very ancient and of 
very few inhabitants. Jt was in the autamn of 
the year. As he passed by a thriving ficld of 
corn, he called to a poor man who was repairing 
the fence, and asked whose field it was. 

“M. Spiers, your honor,” replied the man, 
with Freuch politeness, stopping to uncover his 
head. f 

“And that noble orchard yonder—the trees 
ran as straight ay the lines of parallel, and the 
apples look like drops of gold.” 

“ M. Spiers, your honor,” again reiterated the 
man. 

“This M. Spiers has great possessions, I 
should think,” said Monsieur Herman. 

“He’s a great man, your honor,” replied the 
laborer, and resumed his work. 

Half a mile further on, monsienr’s path was 
intercepted by gaily painted wagons that were 
being driven’ into an overloaded orchard, from 
the trees of which men were taking bushels of 
bright red apples. Never were more thrifty 
limbs, richer, raddier looking fruit. 

A young man seeing Pim pause, gathered some 
of the best of the fruit and brought it to him in 
a small basket. He was a eplendid specimen of 
afarmer. His garb, though suited to his occu- 
pation, was not coarse—his linen was whito— 
there was an air of superiority about him. 

“ Young man,” said Herman, “ you look like 
M. Spiers.” 

“tis not remarkable,” suid the young man, 
smiling, “since I am his son.” 

“ His son, indeed? Your father was my old- 
est and best friend. He married three years be- 
fore I was at his wedding. My name is 
He: 3 you have heard him mention 


me 
« 39 








said the son, his handsome 
face “Will you-ride to the farm- 
house, my mother will be proud to wel- 
come you, or shall I call my father, who is in 
yonder group of apple-sorters ?” 

“Call my friend to me by all means, if he can 
be spared,” said Herman. 

M. Spiers was soon by the side of his old ac- 
quaintance. He did not look much older than 
his eldest son of three-and-twenty, as he stood 
there. Joyful congratulations over, M. Herman 
was conducted to the farm house, which was lo- 
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cated in a situation combining afl the beauties of 
«rural landscape. It fronted on a fiver ; it was 
surrounded by gardens. It seemed to Herman 
as if he had returned again to his beloved cha- 
teau: The mother also astonished bim; she 
iooked still so blooming, so beautifal ! 

“Tt is our charming country air and occupa, 
tion,” she replied, when he expressed his aston- 
ishment. 

The guest was taken all over the noble farm. 
Every where it gave token of the taste and in- 
dustry of its possessor. ‘‘I have nearly cleared 
it,” said be, with an honest pride; ‘I am almost 
e@rich man. On these three pleasant sites I shall 
build houses for my sons. Then when they 
marry they shall bring their wives here, and we 
will together make a happy family.” 

“Your sons have wives in prospect, I sup- 
pose,” said Monsieur Herman, with a shade of 
anxiety im his tone. 

“0, no; they have been too busy building 
nests for them. That is my only trouble. Sup- 
pose they should bring hither worldly, fashion- 
able women. I should no longer be contented.” 

“« My dear friend! I make no propositions— 
but lock at my treasures ;” and out came the 
three miniatures. 

“ Charming ! heavenly ! what trath and puri- 
ty of oxpression !” exclaimed M. Spiers. 

“Yes, my friend, I have endeavored to keep 
“them pure, and my only anxiety is respecting 
their fature partners. Money is no object to me; 
it is their happiness I seek—the happiness of 
their children.” 

M. Spiers smiled thoughtfully. ‘You and I 
always adopted odd notions,” he said, seizing 
the hand of his friend. ‘How strange that we 
should be in’ circumstances so similar. I have 
three children, so have you; they have been 
brought up for each other. Let us go in to din- 
ner.” 

At dinner there was much of the etiquetts of 
city life. They had not abolished the refinement 
of certain customs and habits. Whe father and 
his sons appeared costumed like gentlemen; the 
mother in acourtly dress, presided. Servants 
in abundance waited. The meal was excellent, 
and the silver massive. 

The three sons were all nobly handsome; the 
youngest only nineteen. They saw the minia- 
tures and were enraptured. ‘‘ Leave them,” said 
M. Spiers, “and take those of my sons instead. 
Then we shall have mutual remembrances of 
each other.” 

This was agreed upon. Aneminent artist was 
called in, and the work well and delicately done. 
The three handsome heads on ivory went to 


‘ 





Woodaway, snugly ensconced in Monsteur Het- 
man’s pockets. 

His family was delighted to see him ugain, and 
listened with rapt attention to his description of 
the places and persons he had seen. He told the 
blushing girls to prepare for visitors, et the same 
time handing them a list of names of young 
men, with some queer items of his own attached. 
The next morning they each found the miniature 
of a handsome young man upon her table. They 
compared faces, but each liked her own the best, 
and wondered why they should receive so strange, 
yet so acceptabloa gift. Preparations, meantime, 
went bravely on. Dressmakers had feasted their 
curious eyes and hungry ears, and gone home to 
empty out budgets full of wonder. 

One day, Louise said gravely to her sisters, 
“Thave thought of a plan for dismissing our 
admirers without words, and also to punish them 
for their sins.” 

“What is it?” cried both sisters, eagetly. 

“ Come with me,” replied Louise. 

She Jed them to the centre of the house where 
was an oval room, very dim, because lighted but 
by a few windows from the hall, and which was 
used only of evenings. 

In the centre stood en immense mirror, placed 
in a highly elaborated frame, and from the ceil- 
ing hung a canopy of laces, thus making a re- 
flection somewhat obscure. 

“ Do what you see me do,” said Louise, and 
forthwith she began removing the quicksilver 
with a little scraper. 

“QO, Louise!” cried Lillias, in consternation, 
“you are raining the glass ” 

“The ginss is mine,” returned Louise, grave- 
ly, “papa gave it me, and approves my plan; 
so scrape away.” 

But cannot some of the servants do this?” 
queried little Jeannie, shaking her amber-colored 
locks from her brow. ‘I can see no earthly use 
in such work.” 

* You will see,” replied Louise, with dignity. 
“Twould not have the servants know for the 
world. This plan must be a secret between us 
and our dear parents. There! it fs finished. 
Now Lillias, get your tambour frame, and work 
a coiled serpent with its head protruding. Make 
the body full, cover it with gold thread, and pat 
in two emeralds for eyes. Jt must be so nataral 
as to hiss, almost.” 

Liltias was open-eyed with wonder, but noth- 
ing suited her better. And she went to work. 

“You, Jeannie,” said Louise, ‘ where is our 
poor old pet, Minnette, that papa had staffed.” 

“In one of the rooms up stairs,” said the lit- 
tle Jeannie, looking with all her eyes. 
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* Well, you are ingenious. Go measure him 
and make him a Parisian suit, with a frilled 
shirt, a high collar, and I will see that his boots 
are ordered.” 

“ Louise, are you beside yourself?” and Jean- 
nie threw back her head, while a musical peal of 
laughter rang from her pretty throat. 

“Tam not in the habit of being beside my- 
self,” said Louise. ‘‘ You should do as I wish, 
when I have both papa and mama’s sanction 
Besides, you will have much fan in robing poor 
old Minnette.” 

“Truly so I shall,” laughed the young girl. 
“T'll give him a scarlet coat and plam.colored 
breeches. He shall have a chapeau equal to De 
Lise’s best. I’ll put a feather in it. And his 
ruffle! O, his ruffle!” repeated the little beauty, 
clapping her hands, “I'll make it stand out so 
far. He shall have a superb collar, reaching to 
his ears like those of papa’s valet. I will goand 
find materials immediately.” And away ran the 
pet, skipping, dancing, full of glee, to drag down 
the poor old stuffed ape. 

Meanwhile, Louise was busy in her studio, 
mixing colors, laying them on, and painting on 
huge sheets of Bristol board. Only now and 
then she allowed her parents to judge of her 
work ; they invariably came oat from the studio 
smiling. 

At length there arrived three young men at the 
chateau, ostensibly to hunt, fish and enjoy the 
season. Really to make good their claims to the 
possession of the three fair daughters. When 
they spoke of this object at the close of their 
visit, Monsieur Harman made reply: “I like 
your personal appearance well enough—my 
daughters must decide for themselves. But be- 
fore you ask them, I must tell you of an ordeal 
which all claim%nts for their love must pass. In 
this, as in most old houses, there is a peculiar, I 
will not say a haunted chamber. In that cham- 
ber is a mirror which has the strange power of 
reflecting the most prominent moral trait of the 
individual who looks therein. If this mirror 
shows you your own faces clearly and fairly, you, 

_ Sir Bertrand, may sue for the love of Louise, 
*whom you confess you admire—you, and you, 
may do the same to each of my other daughters. 
But if you see aught else but your faces, you 
must never speak to them of love.” 

Bertrand, the son of Count Mourney, smiled 
between his neck-tie.and his eye-brows. ‘I am 
willing to try the test,” said he. 

“Very well,” said Monsieur Herman. 

On the first announcement of their visit, the 
girls had consulted their list. 

“We must give them a lesson, sisters,” said 
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Louise, “for see what my father says of them.” 
And she read : 

Bertrand Mourney—son of a count—insuffer- 
ably vain—a brainless exquisite. 

Eugene De Lasne—wedded to cards. Already 
& gamester of repute, though of a great family, 
and rich. 

Edmund Lascelle—stinging in speech, subtle 
in motive, and sarcastic in manner. 

“Now,” she exclaimed, “ you shall see what 
Iam going to do.” With their help she com- 
pleted a background of a brilliant tint, and plac- 
ing the stuffed monkey, arrayed in his gaudy 
habiliments, behind the glass, she arranged the 
curtains to an appropriate focus, and bade them 
look within. 

It was a laughable sight to see master Jocko . 
sitting up in all the pomp of scarlet and gold, 
grinning horribly at the spectators, and the girls 
enjoyed it thoroughly, laughing to their heart’s 
content and half pitying the poor victim of their 
sport. 

But ho anticipated unmixed triumph. The 
fair Louise, had she not smiled upon him? Was 
not his father a count? Did he not inherit vast 
wealth? Would any girl spurn a home in a 
castle—a coronet—a fortune? And all these, 
with his incomparable self, he was willing to lay 
at her feet. Trae, he felt a little uneasy at the 
first—but monsieur was an odd man—he always 
had been an odd man, and had perhaps arraign- 
ed in that peculiar chamber his daughters wed- 
ding gifts—or some unlooked-for surprise. 

Therefore, with his valet following to see that 
no accident befell him, he strutted to the cham- 
ber. A very quiet, subdued light fell within. 
He marched boldly towards the mirror—paused 
—drew the curtain, and stood transfixed with 
surprise, mortification, indignation. Worse than 
all—his valet had seen. There was a suppressed 
smile on that worthy’s face as he turned around. 
The young noble saw it, and—kicked him for it; 
then sith blazing cheeks and stately tread, with- 
out once waiting to smooth his neck-tie or pull 
up his collar, away he trod—down the stairs— 
out of the house, and calling for his horse, he 
rode from Woodaway forever. 

The next victim, as he drew the cartain, saw 
a purpled, fiendish face, with cards in both hands 
—a sneering, leering countenance that displayed 
all the bad passions of the gamester. Furious 
at the vision, he flew down the stairs and made 
an assault upon the monsieur. He was quietly 
helped out of the chateau, and putting spurs to 
his horse, and venting curses, he harried from 
the place. 

The third was the most quiet and catlike of 
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the whole. He stole up by stealth, and seeing 
the fangs of the serpent, the cold glitter of its 
green eyes, he crept away as quietly as he enter- 
ed, and making as if he bad seen nothing, po- 
litely trformed his host thet he would save him- 
self the fatigae of mounting to the oval roum ; 
he would mount his horse instead, and bid him a 
very good morning. : 

Monsiear, however, knew what he had seen, 
and so did his daughters. 

Again and again these symbols, with many 
others, were brought into requisition. Some of 
these visitors weut uway furions, others thougbt- 
fal. Every vice for which they were distinguish- 
ed, Louise, who was a genias, had placed apon 
canvass in a delicate way, and, strange as it may 

- seem, it had the effect to reform several young 
blades, who had never betore been placed where 
they could “see themsel’s as others see ’em.”” 

Meanwhile, the young girls had not been idle 
over their miniatures. Jeannie, child as she 
was, put hers under her pillow every night, that 
she might see that beautiful smile the first thing 
when she awoke, she said. The other sisters 
valaed theirs in the same ratio. 

So with the young M. Spiers, They had eve- 
ry day grown more charmed with the lovely 
counterfeits of the beautifal sisters. 

“J am sure I love her, she is so innocent, 
said the youngest, pressing the delicate ivory to 
his lips. 

“She is an angel of beauty!” remarked the 
eldest, gazing with rapture upon the pictured 

, lineaments of Louise. 

“ And mine is not a whit less lovely,” ejacu- 
lated the second brother, placing it carefully 
next his heart. 

But the tidings of the oval room had somve- 
way leaked out. “The Hermans had a witch- 
mirror that would cause their daughters to die 
old maids,” they said; “for who is perfect ?” 

The three brothers felt perhaps a little nervous 
at this news, but being willing to risk something 
for the sight of these beauties, they concluded to 
go, especially as M. Spiers, their father, encour- 
aged: them, saying: “‘ Doubtless they have been 
waiting for you, and have kept other dovere at 
bay.” 

News of their coming set the sisters in a flut- 
ter of delight. 

“T hope mine will be the handsomest,” said 
the wild little Jeannie. 

“They are all handsome,” said Louise, look- 
ing at her roiniatare as if she thought one at 
least excelled the others. 

“Bat sister,” said Lillias, “what shall be 
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done to the mirror? Remember there is no back 
to it. They cannot see themselves.” 

“True,” replied Louise, ‘“ but we will arrange 
that when they come.” 

The next day the brothers arrived. In their 
hearts the sisters said that none of all the rich 
and noble young men appeared as handsome or 
as distinguished as these. ‘There was an sir of 
superiority about them which possibly they had 
acquired by a thorough intimacy with natare. 
And then their pure habits and lofty morality 
combined to render them remarkable. Madame 
Herman was in extacies with them. “If her 
children might be so happy as to get such bus- 
bands,” she said, ‘‘she could leave the world 
with less regret when her time came.’’ 

Bat the trial of the oval chamber remained to 
be repeated. 

“Perhaps,” suggested Monsieur Herman, 
“they had better all go together, and station 
themselves before the glass. It was wide enough 
—a stately old mirror.” _ So they entered the 
room, supported by each other, smiling, yet 
fearing. ‘The curtain wasdrawn. The brothers 
stood, startled, delighted, and silent. There, 
opposite the eldest, was Louise, blushingly beau- 
tifal, holding up to view, as in a mirror, his own 
likeness. Next stood Lillias in the same pos- 
ture, opposite the second brother, and the third 
beheld tete-a-tete the mirthful, dimpled Jeannie, 
half ready to explode with laughter, whose litde 
hand was exhibiting the same sigu of recognition 
and acceptance. 

It was very Fronch—that i is, very tastefal and 
beautiful. A mutual pleasure was the result, 
and the fine old chateau resounded with their 
twain voices for many a day after. The old folks 
were satistied that the refined simplicity of their 
children would not be outraged, and the children 
themselves—QO, they were charmingly suited— 
of course! 

According to their ages they were married, 
Jeannie waiting two years. If anybody travel- 
ling in that part of France, will take the pains 
to find Woodaway, somebudy will tell him of 
the witch-gluss in the oval chamber. Or, if be 
will go in a different direction, to the monster- 
furm of the rich M. Spiers, he will see the differ- 
ent families, old and young, living together in 
the most perfect harmony. 


——_—_+ += 





WOMAN. 
Yet was there light agound her brow, 
‘A holiness in thood durk eyes, 


Which showed - though wandering earthward now— 
Her spirit s home was in the skies. 

Yes—for a spirit, pure as hers, 

Ie always pure, even whlie it errs; 

As suoshine, broken in the rill, 

Though turned astray, is eunshine still.—Mooas. 
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‘They were through their young lives 
To difference won; 

‘Their souls blent no sweet ties— 
Sorrow hath made them one! 


Nourished by the same care, 
Sheltered by the same vine,— 

O mournfal thought! that there 
No soul-rays shine! 


Ye missed the spring-time mirth, 
‘The gush of song, 

Borne by the dewy airs 
And scents along! 


Childhood all sunless passed, 
Youth with a deepened frown, 

Years, as they gathered fast, 
Sank with more coldness down. 


‘Till grief with a mighty stroke 
Btrack a slumbering thrill, 

And a kindred feeling woke, 
Time might not still. 


‘With the bowed head and heart 
Came burning thought, 

And playing the penitent’s part, 
Ita union lasting wrought. 


Sing the triumphal strain 
To hearts once lone, 

‘They are gathering joy from pain— 
Sorrow hath made them one! 





GUILFORD EIGHTY YEARS SINCE. 
A TALE OF THE GREEN MOUNTAINS. 


BY GIDDIXGS H. BALLOU. 


“Tr will not do to let things go on in this 
way ; now mark my words. What it is best to 
do with these meddlesome, factious fellows, I will 
leave others to say. I don’t like to have all the 
talk to myself.” 

The speaker straightened himself up, as with 
fi feeling of intense self-denial. An old, wiry 
looking farmer, with a bilious face, made a step 
forward, eagerly raising his forefinger to seize 
more vividly the attention of the listeners. 

“ The squire has said jest right, only he hasn’t 
said enough. Now as far as I see, the only way 
to stop the trouble with these cantankerous sort 
of people, is jest to root ’em right out, stem and 
branch. That's the way. There isn’t more 
than one or two at the bottom of all this mis- 
chief, and we must send them packing right off. 
Give ’em orders to start by to-morrow arternoon, 
and if they don’t do it, jest turn out and help 
’em. That’s what Z say. Get old Burrill and 
one or two others out of the way, and we shall 
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be able to get along. That plaguy Burrill—” 

The farmer stopped suddenly, as he noticed 
the approach of a young man, apparently from 
twenty to twenty-five years of age, well made, 
and rather quiet in demeanor and expression. 
The party under the tavern windows eyed him 
with no very inviting glances, and one of them 
accosted him with an ironical air. 

“ Look here, now, Barrill, we’ve heard that 
Allen has given either you or the old mana 
governor’s commission. Now, let’s know how 
’tis, can’t you? Hope you wont be hard on us.” 

“have not heard anything of the kind,” re- 
plied young Burrill, calmly. 

“What a beautiful young man! Sucha nice, 
harmless temper,” said another, cheered on by 
the approving grins of his friends. “I dare say 
now, if any one were to kick him, he would be 
willing to overlook it — wouldn’t even think of 
resenting it.” 

Burrill did not appear to notice these jibes, 
but passed on into the house. His retreat was 
watched by his ill wishers with unmitigated con- 
tempt ahd scorn. 

“Would any one suppose,” exclaimed one, 
“that any Green Mountain lad could have so 
little spirit as that fellow has got? You can’t 
quarrel with him anyhow. Whatever you area 
mind to say or do, he'll put up with it. I could 
bear him, and the old man too, better, if it wasn’t 
for their sneaking way. Confound all white 
livered chaps, I say!” 

“You musta’¢ be too severe, Candrey,” said 
the young la “You know that all men 
haven’t the pluck that you have. I wouldn’t like 
to have either-old Burrill or his son really 
harmed; though, as to whether they don’t de- 
serve it enough, I wont say.” 

“There, now, Squire Danby, it isn’t any use 
to talk,” answered Caudrey. “Them Burrills, 
old and young, are mean, sneaking, under- 
handed chaps, and you know it as well as I do.” 

The equire’s countenance indicated that he 
felt the complete truth of the accusation, and he 
made no rejoinder. His manner, however, quite 
as effectually declared his opinion, both to his 
companions, and to one who was by chance a 
witness of their discourse. Fair Lucy Carroll 
sat at an open window above the conversants, 
and her ears, not altogether unwillingly, drank 
in the purport of their discourse. Yee, she had 
even glanced through the vines which wound 
upward, and had marked the bearing of young 
Burrill and his antagonists. A elight expres- 
sion of scorn mantled on her lips: 

“Thad thought him possessed of more spirit,” 
she said to herself. 
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“ Halloo ! Lucy'!” cried the voice of her father, 
from below. ‘Come down, gal; here’s young 
Burrill wants to see you a moment.” 

Lucy hurried down to the large, old-fashioned 
parlor, and entering it, found John Burrill stand- 
ing hat in hand. He bowed with an embarrass- 
ment which was not altogether displeasing. 

“ Miss Carroll,” he said, “I heard you some 
time since, wishing for some slips of the Lan- 
cashire rose. I was so lucky as to procure some 
the other day, and would offer them to you if 
you are not already supplied.” 

The unfavorable impression vanished from 
Lucy’s mind at this mark of attention. 

“ Thank you,” she answered. “I should be 
very glad indeed to have them. But why do 
you not sit down?” 

“No, I must be going ;” and the young man 
hesitated again; his fingers nervously clutched 
the rim of his coarse hat, and he turned half 
away. 

“ Miss Carroll, I wish to say—there are hard 
feelings, as you well know, between our folk and 
your own, and others also. It is not for myself, 
—but what J would like to say is, thata word 
from you would be likely to inflaence your father 
and others to peace more than anything we can 
do; and—” 

“ How do you do to-day, Miss Lucy ?” inter- 
rupted young Squire Danby, making his ap- 
pearance at the open door. “Ah, Mr. Burrill! 
how d’ye do?” 

Burrill took no heed of this forced recognition, 
but with a constrained bow bade Lucy good 
moming. His adieu was received with cold 
civility. His face burning red, he hurried away. 

“What a fool I have made of myself,” he 
murmured half alond. “ Whata dolt I am that 
I could not speak plainly what I meant, and no 
more. I dare say Miss Lucy thinks lam a 
cowardly —. Sdeath! I wont think of it!. But 
it’s for the old folks, yes, for my old father and 
mother—for them I will hold my peace.” 

As he walked along with clenched fingers and 

‘ lowered eyes, a hand was laid not lightly on his 
shoulder. 

“ Look here, lad,” exclaimed old Carroll, for 
it-was the tavern-keeper himself who spoke, “I 
was never the man to,use my neighbors ill, and 
I wish to treat everybody decently ; but just see 
here. As near as I know, you and the old man, 
and a few more, are contriving and plotting with 
old Allen’s gang to get fhe whole town, prop- 
erty and all, into yourown hands. Now, I want 
to be right out, square and above-board —no 
sneaking for me. If you have a mind to do 
what is right, I’d be glad to see you here any 





GUILFORD EIGHTY YEARS SINCE. 


time ; else, I hope you'll never step foot in my 
house again.” 

John, in his abstraction of mind, had not 
heard the first part of this speech, but the latter 
part struck home to his soul in letters of fire. 
He dashed away the landlord’s hand with a sud- 
den fierceness. 

“Spare your words, Luke Carroll,” he cried. 
“Neither my father nor I will ever care to cross 
your doorstep again.” 

The landlord gazed after him open-monthed, 
too much astounded at first, to feel the anger 
which soon rose within him. 

“Dang it!” he exclaimed, his stont chest 
heaving with the heat which flushed all over his 
broad, round face. “To be snapped up in that 
way by a boy like Jack Burrill, a white-faced 
boy, that has hardly had spunk enough to show 
his face, except among friends. He and the old 
man, plotting and working underhandedly as 
they have done. And he to snap me up 60, 
when I only wished him to speak honestly and 
frankly. Gad! but I’m glad it has come to this; 
T’ll see that be doesn’t go sneaking round my 
Lucy any more, I rather think.” 

Hearing a step behind, Carroll checked him- 
self. 

“ How are you, Ben ?” he said, at sight of the 
young lawyer—‘‘or squire, I spose I onght to 
call you, since you take that name now. But 
I’m no great hand for titles. By the way, (his 
face grew hot again) here has that jackanapes, 
young Burrill, just left me in a way that had I 
been a few years younger, would have bred s 
worse humor than I am in now. D’ye see, I 
thought to have a word or two with him about 
these difficulties that we have had of late, in my 
plain, blunt way, meafing no harm, when Mas- 
ter John cuts me short in such an insulting way, 
and with such a look. Gad, sir! if I had been 
alittle younger and hotter blooded, I believe I 
should have knocked him down on the spot.” 

“ Had you been a younger man,” replied thé 
squire, very slowly, ‘he might not have spoken 
as he did.” 

“That's the truth !” exclaimed the landlord, 
with an emphatic shake of his huge fist. “For 
the life of me, I can’t see how a young fellow 
like him can show so little spunk as he generally 
does. With me, it used to be a word and a blow, 
and then I was more ready to make up than ever. 
Bat these cold-blooded boys — foh! I can’t 
abide ’em.” 

“You are right, my dear sir,” replied the 
young lawyer, with earnestness. ‘‘ Youth is the 
season of generous, outspoken impulse. It is 
no season for slow, selfish calculation and ander- 
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‘handed plotting. For my part, I am sorry to 
see that John Burrill has so mach of his father’s 
slow, crafty temper about him. Anything kke 
meanness in one of his age, so disgusts me. 
Why, it was but just now that I happened to 
overhear him saying to your daughter—but no, 
on second thought it would hardly be the thing 
to mention it.” 

“ Speak out!” exclaimed Carrol, testily, seiz- 
ing him atthe same time by the arm. “‘ Speak 
out, man—what are you afreid of ?” 

“Why, merely this,” replied Danby; “it 
might have a look as if Ihad been playing the 
spy—but you knew me too well for that. It’s 
‘but a triffe after all, and leught not to have 
spoken of it.” 

“What are you so beckward about, if it’s 
such a triffe ?” cried the landlord. “Out with 
it, if you don’t want to put me ina passion. If 
you don’t speak, 1’H have the girl tell me it at 
‘once.”” 

“Tt was merely this, sir,” replied the other, 
still affecting much reluctance. “I was loung- 
ing along, in my careless way, towards your par- 
ior, scarce thinking there could be any one there. 
As I camo along, the door was a little way open, 
and I stopped a second or two, taking a look at 
that pictare-of the capture of Louisburg. Just 
then, I heard John Burrill talking to your 
daughter within the room, and what he was say- 
ing so surprised me, that it held me fast for a 
moment or two. Bat as soon as I came to my- 
self, of course, not wishing to overhear what was 
not designed for my ears, 1 walked straight in. 
To be short about it, he was ateempting to 
wheedle Miss Lucy, asking her in so many words 
to coax you over to his interest, and that of the 
old miser his father. I declare, sir, that 1 was 
so disgusted at his sneaking meanness, that it 
almost choked me. Ido not know but it was 
well that he took himself off at once, or I might 
have said what I ought not.” 

“ Miserable fellow!” exclaimed the exaspera- 
ted host; “if I only had him within my grasp, 
I could shake him limb from Kmb. Now Ben, 
or squire, { should say, I want to ask you if we 
are bound to saffer such nuisances amongst us, 
‘as these Barrills and their abettors? You are a 
man of the law, and ought to know something 
abont justice and the law. Now, what is your 
opinion abot this?” 

“ My opinion, sir, is very clear on that point ; 
and had I been an older man, J should have felt 
really obliged to speak it ere this, and most dis- 
tinctly, too. According to the law of the land, 
we are, a8 you well know, living under the jaris- 
diction of the State of New York, ander which 
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jurisdiction, also, you and the other magistrates 
hold office. Bat the Burrills and their abettors 
totally deny the authority of the laws, and of 
course, the authority of the magistrates also. 
‘They deny that New York can cenvey lands or 
claims. Tocome to the point, just as soon as 
Ethan Allen and his myrmidons can spare their 
strength trom elsewhere, just so soon we are to 
be overawed, and cowed down by their presence. 
And it will be the most we can hope for, if we 
be allowed to remain quietly where we are, by 
yielding up half of our possessions.” 

“ By all that’s great!” cried Carroll, striking 
his massive palm apoa his thigh, “‘ we’ not re- 
main quiet—not we. Look here, Ben ; here isa 
letter from New York, which I have had about 
me these two days, without saying 2 word to 
any one before yourself — without knowing in- 
deed, whether to act on it at all. Bat now look 
at it, and judge for yoarself. Tell me what you 
think of it.” 

After some rammaging in his pockets, he had 
produced the missive, which he now placed ia 
Danby’s hands. The latter glanced it over, re- 
peating now and then a few words and conning 
the rest im silence. 

“State of New York, and so ferth; to Luke 
Carroll, and so forth, magistrates. Whereas we 
have positive information that Paul Burrill and 
John Barrill, the son of said Paul, together with 
certain associates herein named, to wit, and so 
forth, we do command that you do hereby. re- 
move the aforesaid Burrills {and such of their 
associates as you may think proper) forthwith 
from year limits. Also, that in the name of the 
government of New York, you warn them be- 
yond the boundaries claimed by and for said 
State. Allowing only such previous notice be- 
fore actaal removal, as you mey deem absolutely 
necessary. Signed, and so forth.” 

“ My dear sir,” continued Danby, turning to 
his elder with an expostulatory air, “I can ap- 
preciate your feelings in thus hesitating to exe- 
cute this mandate; but it does seem to me that 
you are anwise in prolonging the hesitation. 
Letting alone your duty towards obeying the aa- 
thorities over us, can you justify longer delay 
in removing from our midst these—what shall I 
call them? Pests is e hard word—rather I will 
say, these continual obstacles to the prosperity 
and happiness of our town. It is—it must be, 
grievous to your kindness of heart, bat there is 
no alternative; they must be removed. Give 
them the warning; give them all proper assist- 
ance in their disposition of property. Yes, and 
although they have no legal titles to their farms, 
no doabt men will be found to take them at as 
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decent prices as can be expected in these times. 
‘There are the Burrills, for instance, whose lands 
join some of ours. My father and I stand ready 
now, if they desire it, to take up the farm ata 
reasonable compensation.” 

“You are a good-hearted youth, and a know- 
ing one,” said Carroll, decidedly. “What you 
have said touches the point exactly. There’s 
no other way. They must go, and that as soon 
as possible. We must give them notice te- 
night. And, as your father is one of us, I want 
you to mention this to him immediately.” 

The squire tarned homeward across the green 
Guilford Common. No thought of the natare 
around him ; no sense of the pure mountain air 
laden with blessings to body and mind. His 
heart was on enmity intent. 

“No, I could hardly have managed it better ;” 
0 he deliberated with himgelf. “ It would hard- 
ly do to be over eager at first. That would, 
very likely, spoil the whole. And Lucy is so 
sidiculously sentimental at odd times, that I 
dare not, if it were only on her account, push 
things faster. I think I have got the leading hand 
just now on that young boor, but I have thought 
sometime that the girl had more than half an 
inclination towards him. Confound you, John 
Burrill! Let me but once get you fairly under 
foot, and thea—!” ‘ 

He set his boot-heel on a bit of soft moss which 
lay in his path, and, twisting and writhing his 
foot, ground. the velvety substance into atoms 
scarce distinguishable from the dark mould with 
which they had now become mingled. Smiling 
at this ominous token of his thoughts, Danby 
lifted his head, and paseed on. 





There was a crowd in the kitchen of Paul 
Burrill. His old wife had retired to rest near an 
hour before, and: of the househeld only Paul and 
his con remained; the latter standing on one 
side of the fireplace, while the old man sat at 
the other corner. 

“ You bave heard us, Paul Burrill,” continued 
Carroll, who had just communicated the notice of 
quitting—‘‘ you have heard us, and seen the au- 
thority which obliges us to act. What say you, 
then? Will you submit to this necessity peace- 
ably and quietly, or will you not?” 

There was no reply. Paul sat with both 
hands placed on the bead of his staff, his chin 
resting on them, his sharp, gray eyes half buried 
beneath the bushy white brews, glancing from 
one to the other of his unwelcome visitors. The 
silence was broken by the young squire. 

“ Ie grieves me much,” he said, advancing— 
“it grieves me very much, sir, that you do not 
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realize the constraint under whieh we ourselves 
are placed, and that the attitude which we as 
sume toward yourself and one or two othen, is 
ia principle an act of mere self-defence. Nor de 
yon appreciate, I fear, the sacrifice which some 
of us are ready to make in taking up the farms 
you at this moment eceupy. Surely we all re 
gret, we very much regret—” 

“ Stop, Benjamin Danby !” interrupted Paul. 
“Much as I dislike you and your breed, I would 
not have you load your conscience with too many 
lies at any one time. Now do you and Lake 
Carroll listen for a moment to what I have te 
say. You, Benjamin Danby, talk of regret at 
doing anything that can farther your interest or 
your spite? It is not in your blood, nor your 
father’s to feel it. Mark me! Fifteen year 
ago, your father, by # mean, pettifeggieg trick, 
deprived me of every cent I pessessed in the 
world. Two years after, my eldest son died ia 
the street a drunkard. Who made him so! 
You, Luke Carroll f’” 

“You wrong me, Paul!” exclaimed Carroll, 
with a troubled voice. 

“Liar!” cried old Burrill, his eyes glistening 
with fierce excitement, and his cane half raised 
in hishand. “Bat etop, I will contain myself. 
Think you, that } am going to pay heed to your 
commands, your honeyed ingalts! Never! Not 
a step will I budge from this house, I or mine, 
till violence remove us. Whatever harm comes 
of it, be it on your own heads.” 

“ My. Barrill,” replied Denby, “it is = pity 
that you will net listen to reason. Bat as you 
have determined to resist the law and the author- 
ities, you must needs take the conseqnence. As 
for your invectives against my honored father, 3 
can let them pass fos what they ase worth. Bat 
if Iam not very much mistaken, you might 
have offset your abuse by saying that it was to 
his efforts solely that you were not many years 
ago a condemned criminal and a tenant of a jaih 

The old man whom he addressed tamed his 
head, and fora mament gazed steadily at his 
son, who still remained immovable at the oppo 
site corner of the fireplace. 

“John,” the older Barrill said, in 2 low, stern 
voice, “did you hear what he has just said? 
And do you stand there calm and unmoved, 
while this young villain flings bis lying venom 
in my face? Have you no blood in your veins! 
Shame on you! shame!” 

The yoush flashed red, and for an instant laid 
his hand onthe narrow mantel-piece, as though 
to steady himself;. then, withdrawing it, thrust it 
behind him and remained as motionless as be 
fore. A look of something like contemptuous 
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Pity flashed over the old man’s face, and he The butts of their muskets clanging on the 


tarned again to his visiters. 

“ Go,” he said, pointing to the door. “Teke 
your course ; what mine will be, I have already 
told you.” 

Thus commanded, the parties addressed went 
out as quickly as possible, scarcely either of 
them poseessing at the moment the like feeling 
with his companions. In Carroll a large degree 
of sympathy mingled with his political animosity. 
But in the former feeling he was nearly alone. 

“ The old reprobate!” cried one. ‘‘He’s no 
better than a jail-bird let leese. Think of him 
trying to urge his son into squabble the way he 
did!” 

“Pho !” replied another; “I don't blame the 
old fellow. That boy of his has-no more spunk 
than a cow. He’s a coward, and the old man 
knows it.” 

“Perhaps so ; any how, if I’d been in John’s 
piace, I think I should have been likely to have 
showed a little fin.” 

The company forthwith determined on pro- 
veding to the tavern of Carrol, where they 
enight find a fit place, end thetgood Equor where. 
in to celebrate tho decisive step which they had 
taken in behalf of the supposed rightfal author- 
ity of New York—for the deed was considered 
as good as done, now that the intenfion was #0 
clearly proclaimed. Speech-making and the 
ainging of partizan songs mingled by tars 
swith the flowing honors offered in full glasses to 
the York dignitaries, civil and military. It was 
getting well towards midnight before the com- 
pany thought of dispersing. Danby was one 
of the first to leave. But he had scarce taken 


tis departare, when he re-appeared with afright- | 
| all.” 


ened look, and gave information that a body of 
armed men hed surrounded the house. 

“‘Qut with the ghts’ exclaimed Carroll, 
frastily,“‘and secure deors and windows. “They 
must be Hampshire men! There are a few 
king’s arms below!” 

As he spoke, a volley of musketry crashed 
through the upper panes of the second story 
windows, and immediately the main door of the 
building was acsailed by repested and heavy 
blows. 

“ We demand,” cried a feud voice from with- 
ont, “‘the persons of Lake Carroll and Benja- 
min Danby, traitors against the laws, and ao- 
cused of conspiracy with the British.” 

“ Your charge is false!” replied Carsoll, un- 
dauntedly. “We are a law abiding pecple—as- 
gail us at your peril! We areprepared for you!” 

“« Give it to them, boys!” was the rejoinder. 
“ ont them out of their burrows” 




















deor, secon splintered its panels and forced an 
entrance. 
spread themselves over the heuse amid the cries 
of terrified women, oaths of assaflants and ac- 
sailed, the clashing of weapens, straggling shots, 
and sounds which, in the oft prevailing darkness, 
were clothed with more thea their natural share 
of alarm. The contest was soom-ever, and the 
object of the assailants attained. 


Armed men crowding in quickly, 


Mauch more 
than attained as concerned Carrell, who lay an- 


conscious on the bar-room floor, his head sup- 


ported by his frenzied daughter. Candles had 
been found and lighted, and as the terrified girl 


gazed about the room, her eye caught that of 
young Barri], who, musket in hand, steed de- 
jeetedly near. Her coantemance underwent an 


instant change, dashing at once with iadignation 
and scorn, as she accosted him: 

“This, then, is your domg, Master John! 
Brave Master John, who dare not de his will in 
broad day, but comes with mach help to marder 
in the dark! Brave Master John!” 

“Lacy,” be said, with » half-choked voice, 
“ZT would net have harmed a hair of his head. 
I came here with the rest, is tome, but—” 

He stopped, anable to preceed. The look 
with which Lacy’s eyes termed from him, and 
the pitying glance whiclt they cast om the 
captive Damby, were too mach for young Bur- 
rill to bear. Ae he was geing away, a huge 
hand gripped him by the shealder: 

“Don’t make a fool o’ yourself,” said his 
rough friend, “nor take on about the gal’s scold- 
ing. Old Carroll’s got nothing more than a 
nice whack on the head, and he’ll be all right te- 
morrew. Why, bless you, it’s just nathing at 


Three days had passed, since the occurrences 
last ‘mentioned, and Guilford already appeared a 
miniature epitome of civil war. Houses and 
shops closed and barred, the street deserted—al 
ecemed gloomy and desolate. Sanday had ar- 
rived, the wented day of peace and rest to body 
and soul; the good old day of general re-anion 
at one common church. Now, the deors of the 
meeting-house were shut — no sound of singing 
isened from ite walls, and in the hearts of those 
who had been wont to assemble there as brothers, 
now reigned discord, hatred and mutual revenge. 
Of aii this, thought the good, white-haired pastor, 
ashe stood in the porch of his jittle dwelling, 
his eyes so dimmed with tears that he could 
scarce discern the scene before him, familiar te 
his office for more than forty years. ‘in this 
mood he was nnaware of the approach of = 
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brisk little man, who hurried up to him with: 

“ Ah! good morning, good morning, parson. 
Sad times these—sad times. I have called for 
you this morning, as } promised, to accompany 
you to the Burrills, Great trouble there, sir— 
great trouble. Ereally can’t tell how it will end.” 

The old clergyman had already doaned his 
well worn cocked hat, and had turned from his 
threshold in company with the little doctor. 

“(Ts the young man no better?” inquired he. 

“Not at all, sir—not at all. Symptoms very 
bad indeed. Lies insensible, breathing hard 
and labored—sometimes convulsive. There is 
veason to fear one of the bas may have pene- 
twated the lungs.” 

“ How did this matter happen ?” inquired the 
pastor. “When I heard of it very early this 
morning, the story was told so confusedly that I 
could scarce gain a clear idea of the affair.” 

“Why, Parson Morris,” replied the doctor, 
lowering his voice with an air of special con- 
fidenco, ‘I realy believe, in my own mind that 
the Danbys are somewhere at the bottom ef the 
whole affair. You will understand, that when 
the young squire was casried off by the Tamp- 
shire men the other night, he was presently re- 
Teased by them on his solemn promise te make 
himeelf scarce for the present, and to answer 
for the good behavioer of old Danby himself. 
I’ve heard that he did-this the more readily, be- 
cause certain suspicions are afloat conceming 
some communications reported to have been had 
betwoen themselves and the Britiah, But i know 
that it is impossible in the nature of the Danbys 
1 live without mischief'making, and I am mor- 
ally certain that they set on this gang of Yorkens 
who lost night attacked Buzrill’s house. They 
found the old man ready for them, howeves, and 
when they undertook to rush into the house, he 
levelled one of their nuraber with the first shot.. 
Tofuriated at this, they fired point blank into the 
house, burst in and stsuck down the elder Bur- 
rill, All the asseciatea of the laster had fled, 
axcept the son, who, by what I have heard, 
must bave fought like a lion, nearly killing 
several, before he was brought down, with at 
least three balls shot into him.’”” 

“ And the ald people?” 

“ Ah, sir, it’s a sorry sight! Old Paal. sits 
with his face leaned over on his hands, not stir- 
ring, neither looking at, or speaking to.any one. 
The old wife has gone out of her head, poor 
thing, though. she’s quite peaceable, end tottles 
about twisting her fingers, and murmuring to 
herself. She was slightly touched, it seems, at 
the first fire, though sho was in ananner room.” 

After a rather long walk, Doctor Perley and 
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his venerable companion arrived at the Burris, 
A neighbor’s daughter ushered them intos large 
room where John Burrill lay. Here also were 
the father and mother ; and the clergyman, who 
had already visited them for a short space early 
in the morning, atempted as before to offer 
some words ef consolation, and especially to 
open the heart of old Paul, which seemed closed 
and locked as with a bolt of iren. Bat his 
efforts seemed of so little effect that the worthy 
man tumed away at length, discouraged and 
sighing. The doctor beckoned him to the door. 

“Where is your niece Patty?” iaquired the 
doctor. ‘‘ More help is needed here; but we 
want exactly the right sort of help. Especially 
on the lad’s account. His situation is very 
critical, and very much will depend on skilfat 
and careful nursing.” 

“T am sorry, indeed,” replied the elder ; “ but 
Patty is now at Brattleborough, or over on the 
other side ef the river, [know net which. F dare 
say, however, that we can ges her here by to- 
morrow.” 

«Let us have her here then as early as possi 
ble. But who is this? Lacy Carroll, as I am 
a living man!” 

The girk sped by him like a ghost. Flitting 
white and silent by, she sank down at the feet of 
the old father within, Panl raised his head in 
astopishmons; at the sight of the maides, his 
cold, gray eyes grew still more chill nnd steely 
in their look. But Lucy, seizing his hands with- 
in ber own, gazed up into his face with sach & 
wild, imploring look, that his eyelids trembled, 
anda faint, quivering movement spzead itselé 
over his countenance. 

“ ©, six, they tell me he {s dying! cannot 
be—it cannot be. Snuffer me but to watch over 
him, and you, and her. Do not bid me away!” 

Paul made a slight effort as though to disea- 
gage his hand; he turned away his head; * 
groan straggled from his heaving chest. Lucy 
rose, and bending over him, pressed her lips to 
his forehead ; shen, gliding away, took her st 
tion by the bed whereon the son lay. So calmly 
and quickly did she adjast herself tothe gentle 
duties of the task she had undertakes, that the 
good docter stood speechless, watching her with 
admiring surprise. At last, however, be tamed 
toward Elder Morris, and touching him with bis 
forefinger, said: with a sly twinkle of bis eyés: 

“ Elder, on second thought it will hardly be 
necessary to-send for Patty on purpose. On the 
whole, | think we will be able to. get along prett? 
tolerably as it is.” 

“ Servant, sir;” and with this rather rub 
salutation, a tall, broad-shouldared ma, ¥! 
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shock hair and piercing blue eyes, strode into 
the room, and after a hasty glance at the bed, 
walked straight up to old Paul, who had scarce 
Noticed his entrance, and placed a huge hand on 
his shoulder. “Paul!” he said. 

The old man sprang on his feet at the sound, 
and an enthusiasm like that of youth flushed in 
his face, as he seized tho proffered grasp. But 
the joyous light passed away as quickly as it had 
come, for his eyes turned instinctively towards 
his son. The stranger (for such he was to most 
of those present) pressed the fingers of the old 
man still more tightly, and his voice was deep 
and full of emotion. 

“Paul Burrill,” he said— Paul, you have 
been a dear friend to Ethan Allen; and by the 


living heaven, he is not one to forget either 


friend or foe. If it indeed be that your son lose 
his life, there’s not one of his cowardly murder- 
ers but shall pay for his blood, to the last drop.” 

“ There is One to whom vengeance belongeth,”” 
interrupted the voice of the old clergyman. 

Allen was for a moment abashed. 

“Your pardon, parson,” he replied to the 
elder. “Thad forgotten that one of your cloth 
was present. You have spoken fitly, and as be- 
comes your office. But each one to his part. 
You are a man of peace—I a man of the sword. 
I, also, must do my duty.” 

“Q, beware, sir,” said Lucy, who had stolen 
toward him unperceived— beware, sir, what you 
do. And for the life of John Burrill fear not— 
for I know that it is given into my hands.” 

Allen looked at her with wonder. 

“Marvellous!” he exclaimed. “TI do believe 
the gal’s inspired. And if she’s determined that 
it shall be so, I can’t say that ’twill be the con- 
trary. These women will have their way.” 

With these words he left the house as abraptly 
as he had entered, mounted his horse which had 
deen fastened to a neighboring tree, and rode to 
the green in the centre of the village, where a 
troop of fifty or more horsemen sat in saddle, 
surrounded bv the greater part of the male pop- 
ulation of the settlement. Worthy Doctor Per- 
ley hurrying to the ground as fast as his less 
speedy means of locomotion would permit, found 
Allen addressing the town’s peoplo with a rude 
but energetic oratory. 

“Tell you, people of Guilford,” continaed 
the hardy soldier, “that you are nothing but a 
pack of fools. You have suffered yourselves to 
be led by the nose by two rascally lawyers named 
Danby, father and son, who are the devil's own 
imps in disguise, as I do verily believe. Why, 
I have in my coat pocket proof in their own 
hand writing, that they have sold themselves to 
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the British, for whom they have been plotting 
these three months. And this York game has 
been but a means to draw you on toward their 
purposes. Now, mark me closely, men of Guil- 
ford. If you do not, henceforth and forever, 
desist from those tyrannical proceedings of which 
you have lately been guilty, and behave your- 
selves as becomes true patriots, then, by the 
powers of the sky, and the Continental Con- 
gress, I, Ethan Allen, will make the town of 
Guilford as desolate as ever were Sodom and 
Gomorrah of old. Mind that; and remember 
that Ethan Allen never yet broke his promise!” 

He wheeled his horse, gave the word of com- 
mand to his men, and the troop rode off at full 
speed. The crowd of villagers dispersed slowly. 
The earnest, though rather hyperbolic address of 
Allen, and the various incidents of the last few 
days, had inspired a pacific feeling in the minds 
of all. Hardly a doubt existed in the minds of 
any with regard to the treachery of the Danbys ; 
for daring the five or six hours previous, ramors 
laden with every semblance of truth had péne- 
trated throughout the whole village. The tide 
of popular sentiment, too, had turned in favor 
of the younger Burrill. Men who held him in 
reproach, as devoid of spirit and character, were 
now eager to avow their change of conviction. 
He had shown an example of self-restraint 
which ought to have been better followed. On 
the one hand he had sought to guard against the 
yehemence of his fathor — on the other he had 
borne up manfally against the jeers of his an- 
tagonists, till, at the last, he had showa a fire 
and a desperation most remarkable. Carroll, 
to his credit be it said, had been first to own his 
error, and to lament its consequences. 

“Doctor,”—thus he addressed the bustling 
and sympathizing physician—“I thought tho 
Danbys were little less than saints. Ae it is, I 
am ashamed of their company, and of my own 
doings also. I had no hand in the present trouble 
of the Burrills, though I must own that I am in 
some degree mixed up with it. Say to Paul, 
for I know not bow to meet him now, that I 
hope the time will come when he can take me 
as his friend. What I can do,I will, toward 
repairing the mischief of the past.” 

In a year from that time, the dwellers in 
Guilford were knitted together once more in the 
bonds of neighborly kindness. John Barrill and 
his wife Lucy, a most happy couple, were living 
in a new cottage, half way between Carroll’s and 
the elder Burrill’s. The Danbys were never 
again heard of within the limits of the States ; 
the father and son having fled on the discovery 
of their treacherous plots. 
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MARGARET. 
BY CLARA AUGUSTA. 


Crowned with a coronet of grace, 
Breaking in blushes o'er her face; 

Ber brow so calm, and pure, and sweet, 
You long to worship at her feet. 


‘The asare Sush of summer skies 
Has lent its glory to her eyes! 

Her hair bas caught the rippling gold 
Around the sunset piilars rolled. 


Celestial goddesses might blush, 
From their ripe Paradisian flush, 
To see the tempting damask mouth 
Of this fair dnaghter of the south! 


She walks—e thing of shining light— 
In majesty on trath’s stern height; 
Her white robes round her silvery fair, 
A beth of Tyrlan sweets the air! 


Children of poverty—the gnome! 
With spectre Want within each home— 
Rise up this priestess fair to bless, 
‘Whose band relieves their wretchedness. 


‘The very brutes on pasture hills, 
Cooling beneath the beech tree’s stills, 
Turn doving eyes as she goes by, 

Yor water from the spring-well nigh. 


‘The milk-white kitten softly purs, 
And licks no otber hand than hers; 
His gentle paws he puts to rest 
Upon the velvet of her breast. 


‘The robdins do not far to sing 

‘Their lyries in her grape-vine swing; 
The nighttngale—bird of the stars! 
Chants boldly on her window bars! 


‘The winds are loth to toss her curis 
Rudely as those of other girle— 
And it does seem all nature tries 
‘To gather favor in her eyes! 


A mote upon the shereless sea 

Of life—she has rare smiles for me! 
Bhe fills my heart! Cares I forget 
In thoughts of queenly Margaret! 





THE BROTHERS’ MEETING: 
—or— 


A NIGHT IN THE STRAITS OF SUNDA. 
A PORECASTLE YARN. 





RY JAMES F. ALCORN. 





Sou Benton was the most inveterate yarn- 
spinner I ever met with—a sort of Munchansen ; 
such as are frequently met with aboard of long 
voyagers—men who despise all that portion of 
the seafaring fraternity who from choice or oth- 
er causes prefer the coasting trade, or short to 
long voyages. He and I were ship, and indeed 
watch-mates, on board the ship “ Wing of the 
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Wind,” an East Indiaman, and night after night 
T and my watch-mates have sat spell-bound, all 
throngh the middle, or first watch, as the case 
might be, listening to the relation by him, of his 
hair-breadth adventures by flood and deck, one 
of which I will give my readers in his own words. 

“Yes!” said he, in reply to s demand by one 
of the watch, ‘if he had ever encountered s pi- 
rate,’”’ and as a preface to the yarn I 2m aboutto 
relate; “I’ve met more’n one o’ the fellows 
since I’ve bin to sea, and fought ’em, for that 
matter; but about tho toughest fight I ever got 
mixed up with ’em in, was here away”—(we 
were off the sand heads at the time)—“ a matter 
of some twenty-five, or maybe thirty year ago. 

“Yo see, I’d bin cast away in a typhoon and 
got carried to Calcutta, where I an’ two or three 
o’ my shipmates joined a vessel bound up to 
Canton for a cargo of silk and tea. 

“ The skipper as we shipped with didn’t have 
arag of a character among the shorefolks in 
Calcutta, some of whom represented him asa 
bloody pirate, or something worse, telling all 
manner o’ yarns about him, and trying to pre 
vent white men from joining the ship, or going 
in her. 

“But we stack by. In fact I kinder tacks 
fancy to the skipper, for he was young and look- 
ed like a darn good fellow, while the way he ie 
sued his orders an’ moved round the deck, 
proved him to be.a prime sailor. We sailed, 
but badn’t got clear o’ the river when it leaked 
out for’ad somehow, ’at there was twenty-cight 
thousand dollars in gold on board, stowed in the 
cabin. That ere made all hands kinder skeery, 
"cause ye sce if sich a thing had got wind in 
Calcutta afore or after the ship sailed, she was 
sure to be attacked by pirates in the Straits, or 
afore she got there. There was plenty o’ the 
pesky critters afloat in these waters then, an’ they 
menaged by some means to keep purty well 
posted consarning the amount o’ money a5 
ship carried out 0’ port. 

“ Things went smoothly etiongh until we run 
nearly down to the Straits. We didn’t # 
nothing suspicious in the shape of vessels, nor 
nothing, until one afternoon, when we was ¢x- 
pecting to make Sumatra next day. "Twas g% 
ting along to eight bells, an’ the second mate 25 
aloft, examining the sarvice on the main topgel- 
lant stay, where the foot of the royal had beed 
chafing a spell, the batten having got off that 
day. at once he sang out, ‘Sail ho!’ and 
afore the old man could ask, ‘where away, W# 
coming down the backstays like lightning. 

* T knowed there was something up, right off, 
an’ 80 I went aft, pretendin’ to lay up the male 
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brace, which was hove down on deck, but really 
wanting to hear what he said about the stranger. 

“*Why, Mr. Mosely,’ says the old man, 
‘what’s the matter? You look s’if you’d seen 
the sea sarpent.’ 

“«* Matter enough, captain !’ says the second 
mate. ‘That there sail’s the “ Pirate of Sunda.” 
Tf taint I’ll agree to go on short allowance of 
gtog for a week.’ 

“«The Pirate of Sanda!’ said the skipper, 
seizing his glass from the beckets. ‘ How did he 
bear?” 

“Broad on the starboard bow, an’ stan’in 
athwart hawse of us,’ says the dicky ; whereupon 
the skipper mounted the main rigging, an’ set’tin 
himself on the topsail yard, begun to squint at 
the stranger. 

“ By tho time I’d got the mainbrace laid up, 
the old man had made his mind up about the 
vessel, for he sung out: ‘Turn all hands up, 
Mr. Mosely, an’ get the stunsails out! Call the 
mate! Beara hand! we must show that fellow 
a clean pair of heels.’ 

“We had the stunsails out, an’ the gear rove, 
in less’n no time, when the old man laid down 
from aloft, an’ tuk his station ‘longside the wheel, 
while we rigged out the booms alow an’ aloft an’ 
give her the muslin. I tell ye the way the old 
ship ploughed the brine, was a caution to green 
horns. We had ’bout all the wind we wanted, 
and it soon began to be purty evident wo'd give 
the stranger the go-by if he didn’t wake upa bit. 
In less’n fifteen minutes arter we'd finished 
making sail we had him hall up off deck an’ 
bearing "bout five an’ a half points on the bow, 
when we could see him keep away, and purty 
soon up went his stunsails. 

“« That’s your game, is it?’ says the skipper. 
“ Thank Heaven, two can play at it! Mr.Barnes,’ 
says he to the mate, ‘I guess you'd better have 
the guns all ready. By the way, that fellow 
moves; it seems he’s bound to farnish us work 
for them.’ 

“¢ Ay, ay, sir!’ says the mate. ‘ He acts s'if 
a dose of cannister wouldn’t do any harm,’ an’ 
at it we went, clearin’ away the barkers—we had 
six on ’em—real beauties—and reeving of gun- 
tackle, an’ etcetera. 

“ By two bells we’d all ready—fires out and 
guns loaded to the muzzle, all ’cept one ; an’ that 
the old man had histed onto the poop, an’ load- 
ed with round shot, so as to have a lick at his 
spars, if he show’d ugly afore he got into short 
range, which he didn’t seem likely to do, judging 
by the way we crawled ahead of him. 

“We had him abeam an’ ’bout a mile off by 
the time we'd got through, when the skipper 
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said’s how we might get supper, an’ be all ready 
in case we was wanted, for, says he, ‘That’s the 
Pirate of Sunda, men, an’ no mistake; an’ we 
have to fight him sure, if we can’t outran him.’ 

“Well ye see, that there information didn’t 
add much to our appetites nohow! I guess all 
hands didn’t eat enough—an’ there were forty of 
us, all told—to make a supper for ten longshore 
men a’ter they'd bin on a spree for a week. 
Howsomever, much or little, we hadn’t got 
through when the stranger fired a gun, an’ show- 


-ed British buntin’. 


““*No ye don’t!’ says the old man, as soon’s 
he see’d her colors. ‘Show him the gridiron, 
Mr. Barnes! He can’t fool me with the “me- 
teor flag!” He might as well show the death’s 
head an’ cross bones at once |’ 

“*Perhaps he would if he could only get 
within short range,’ says the mate. ‘ Wouldn’t 
it be about as well to haul to, to starboard a 
couple of points? We'd hold a stronger breeze, 
and fetch him astarn sooner.’ 

“«* Yes, and aid him to shorten the distance be- 
tween us!’ says the skipper. ‘No, no, Mr. 
Barnes! We have nothing to spare to starboard ; 
but I’ve half a mind to haul to for the main ; if 
it were not for the risk of being becalmed under 
the land, when we would have more than this 
fellow to deal with. Let her go as she is till 
dark, there’s no moon to-night, and see if I don’t 
double on him.’ 

“The old man went below then, leavin’ the 
mate in charge, while the second mate an’ stew- 
ard were busy overhauling the arms-chest and 
passin’ out pistols ready for use. He hadn’t bin 
gone more’n a minute, when bang went another 
gun on board the pirate, and a shot struck the 
water about a hundred yards astarn. That 
brought the old man up from below mighty 
quick, when he sung out : 

“In starboard lower an’ topmast-stunsails ! 
We must get that fellow astarn or he’ll be taking 
the sticks out of us with that big gun.’ 

“Tl tell you what, them stunsails come down 
by the run, an’ afore you could say Jack Robin- 
son, the yards were checked, an’ the old ship 
headin’ up E.S.E. We hadn’t got the stun- 
sails made up though, afore the pirate twig’ed the 
move, an’ sent a whole broadside after us, but it 
didn’t reach us by a longways. Then he tried 
his long gun, an’ hove a shot close alongside. 
He fired again as fast’s he could load, an’ put a 
round shot through our mainsail. A third time 
he was more fortunate, for he hit the mizzen top 
an’ stove one side of it all to pieces, while the 
shot passed on an’ lodged in the mainyard, ’bout 
five feet from the slings. 
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“? Twas luck for us it was almost dark, for if 
he had had light enongh to kept us in view 
another half hour, he’d took some of the sticks 
out of us sure, but as it was, that shot was the 
only one as did any material damage, an’ he 
only fired a couple more, when it had got to be 
so dark he couldn’t see us nor we him. 

“©T guess that fellow’s ‘bout done for t’night,’ 
said the skipper, soon's we lost sight of the pi- 
rate. ‘He wont be likely to get another shot at 
us to-night, an’ if this wind only holds good, I’ll 
bet a big apple he wont in the morning.’ 

“Don’t ye think, the old man hadn't more’n 
got the words said, when flap went the courses 
agin the masts; the wind had begun to die away. 
From that minute the breeze kept growin’ less 
an’ less, until ’bout six bells in the first watch, 
when it had died away ’bont dead calm. My 
eye! Didn't the old man swear alittle! We 
were in for it sure, an’ were ‘bout makin’ our 
minds up to have our throats cut, when the skip- 
per, who was stan’in’ aft, lookin’ over the topsail, 
sung out: 

“What in thunder! Where does that light 
come from? I told that confounded steward to 
ship them after dead-lights! Jump down, Mr. 
Barnes, an’ put that cabin lamp out! I shouldn’t 
wonder if we had some more o’ them round shot 
about our ears,’ an’ he bent down over the taff- 
rail to see where the light came from. But he 
hhadn’t more’n done it, when he jumped back an’ 
says he: ‘Mr. Barnes! drag that Ethio- 
pian up here! Lay aft here all hands!’ 

“We mustered aft in less’n no time, when he 
sung cut, ‘ We've got a traitor amongst us, men! 
Just look over the starn!’ 

“We did so, an’ I’m blowed if there warn’t a 
signal lantern, all lit up, an’ hanging under one 
of the starn winders. Made us mad as thunder, 
when we see it, an’ by the time the mate had 
hauled it in, we were ’bout ready to eat the stew- 
ard. He came on deck with the mate, an’ look- 
ed mighty blue he did when the old man ssked 
him how that lantern come hangin’ out the starn 
winder. The darn’d nigger said he didn’t know; 
but ’twan’t no use. We all know’d he did it, 
an’ told him so ; so by-m’by he givein, an’ own- 
ed up as he did it for a signal to the pirates. 

“When the old man heard that it made him 
awfal ugly. He made a spring at the darkey, 
an’ catchin’ him by the throat, choked him till 
he'd almost killed him, an’ then he hove him on 
deck an’ jumped on him two or three times. 
Darn the fellow! I pitied him; but I knew he 
deserved it, so let him slide. 

“‘ When the old man left him he laid for dead, 

“we let him lay, for just then we heard the 








measured an’ muffled cound of oars nearly alone 
side." 

“«Jump to the guns, men!’ shouted the & 
man, an’ we did, while at the same imstant 1 
most infernal yell broke on the stillness ef te 
night, an’ a minute after, one, two, three bas 
dashed into view in quick succession. Ther 
were crowded with men, an’ in less’n five mis 
utes were right alongside an’ fast to us, whit 
their crews were clambering up the ship's sister 
an’ over the rails in half dozens. One of thes 
laid us aboard in the forechains, another st the 
main, an’ the third hooked on to the mize 
chains, where she was stove by the skipper as - 
soon’s she touched, who darted a couple of cold 
shot into her, knocking a Bole in her bowom 
quicker’n lightning, while hardly one of hererew 
gained our deck but were cut down or tumbled 
overboard by the skipper and some eight or ma 
of our lads who had remained aft to receive 
them. 

“We had our hands full for’ad though. Jest 
as fast’s one o’ the rascals fell wounded or dead, 
half a dozen jumped into his tracks from tte 
rail, until they outnumbered us, an’ were driving 
us aft, inch by inch, when the capt’n an’ bis 
gang, havin’ settled accounts with the crew of 
the stern boat, jumped down on the main deck 
to lend us a hand. 

“We had used our pistols with good effect at 
first, but they pressed us so hard, we’d no time 
to re-load ; so we had to trust to our cutlasses, 
at which they were more’n a match for us, an’ 
though we made a stand for a few minutes, after 
the old man joined us, we were again torced to 
give way ani retreat. 

“Our men were falling every minute, an’ there 
was every prospect of havin’ all our throats cut, 
when the old man shouted—‘ Give way to star- 
board an’ port, mon!’ an’ we did give way, when 
bang! the old man fired one of the guns, which 
he had slewed round, an’ pointed right at the 
thickest of the pirates. That discharge mowed 
down morv’n a dozen of ’em, and kinder raised 
our conrage, so that we drove ’em for'ad almost 
to the foremast, where they rallied again, when 
the fight became fiercer than ever. In the mean- 
time the skipper had got another gun to bear on 
’em, but didn’t dare to fire it lest he’d kill as 
many of his own crew as of the pirates. 

“We had to give way in turn, and were fall- 
ing back slowly on the maindeck, some one of 
our number being cut down momentarily, when 
the skipper sung out: ‘Avast the Marions!’ 
meaning our crew. ‘Down, every man!’ but we 
couldn’t do it, so the old man jumped into the 
thickest of the fight himself, an’ was soon en- 
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geged hand to hand with the leader of the pirates. 
Just then I lost sight of him an’ got entangled 
with a fellow ’at I'd bin trying to get foul of for 
sometime. I had it in for him from the first. 
Ye see he hit me a thundering clip on the head, 
just as he jumped from the rail; almost laid me 
over. Lused to be considered some punkins 
with a cutlass, in the sarvice, an’ had ceme off 
first in every single-handed tussle that night, but 
T’m blessed if I hadn’t met my match at last. 
‘We cut away at each other sometime, but couldn’t 
get blood, when all at once he made a lunge at 
me, which I made an attempt to parry, when my 
foot slipped an’ I fell backward ,expectin’ every in- 
stant to feel the pirate’s cutlass between my ribs. 
But I didn’t. Just as I fell the mate jumped in 
an’ took my place, an’ catching the fellow foul, 
pinked him quicker’n you could say beans. 

“ When I got up I fouad the fight had kinder 
slacked on both sides, a good many ot the 
survivors being too deeply intent on the issue of 
the fight between our old man and the leader of 
the pirates, to think of turther hostility for the 
time. They were bo:h splendid swordsmen, an’ 
about as well matched for size an’ weight as they 
could be, while ae way their cutlasses twisted 
an’ twined ‘round each other was a caution. 
First one give way an’ then the other, but neith- 
er could boast of any advantage for nearly ten 
minutes, when they separated by mutual consent, 
to regain breath. Their separation was the sig- 
nal for renewed contest between their supporters, 
which was commenced by our mate, who had 
trained the gun—before prepared by the skipper 
—to bear on our assailants, during the cessation 
of hostilities, an’ now fired it, annibilating nearly 
one third of our antagonists. 

“ The rest were speedily diiven for’ad, with the 
exception of their leader, who, onsperceiving the 
havoc made by the discharge among his follow- 
ers, instantly returned to the fight, in which he 
was again met by the old man. One by one, 
they fell dead or wounded beneath our blows, 
until but few remained ; an’ they, afeared to lin- 
ger longer where death awaited them, jumped 
into their boats an’ shoved off, leaving their 
leader to our tender mercies. Him we soon se- 
cured, after he’d succeeded in wounding ourcap’n 
severely. But we had scarcely made him a pris- 
oner when a cheer of defiance from the remnant 
of his followers, answered by one more distant, 
warned us of their return, with fresh forces. 

“Ttell you what, lads! that answering cheer 
appalled with fear the hearts of all who heard it, 
for we were few an’ exhausted with the confliet, 
besides being encumbered with the dead an’ 
wounded of both parties, who lay in heaps on 
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our deck. On came the attacking party, while 
we re-loaded the guns an’ ran ’em out, depress- 
ing their muzzles to the lowest angle, hoping to 
be able to pour their contents into the approach- 
ing boats, ere they could gain a hold on the ship. 
But fortune favored us when least expected, for 
just as we heard the splash of their oars, a gentle 
breeze filled our sails, giving the ship steerage 
way ; when we sprang to the braces an’ in a few 
moments the old boat was going three knots 
through the water, with a gentle but freshening 
breeze on the quarter. 

“ The way we cheered them wasn’t slow, I tell 
you, an’ had you heard the way them fellows 
swore an’ tuk on, you’d a thought we wouldn’t 
have met much mercy had they bin aboard. But 
they didn’t get aboard, for the breeze come up 
quick, and in less’n five minutes we were going 
good seven an’ a half, an’ leavin’ ’em astarn at 
no small rate. 

“We'd got one gun onto the quarter deck 
afore they boarded us, an’ that the mate now or- 
dered us to bowse aft to the topsail, when he 
fired a pistol in the direction of the boats, hop- 
ing they would return the compliment, an’ betray 
their exact whereabouts. The ruse succeeded to 
acharm, for they replied with a discharge of 
some fifteen or twenty shots, one of which killed 
the second mate on the spot, an’ another struck 
meon the arm, just below the elbow, an’ broke 
it. 

“At the instant they fired the mate was glanc- 
ing along the gun, awaiting the flash of the ex- 
pected volley, to enable him to point the piece 
with some show of success. She was about 
right, an’ jumping one side he applied the mateh. 
It was a success judging by the yells an’ screech- 
ing which followed the report, an’ lasted for 
mor’n a minute, when it died away an’ all was 
silent as the grave, save the rippée of the sea an’ 
the rush of water under the ship’s bow and 
along her waist an’ counter. 

“ We got lanterns then an’ mustered aft, when 
wo counted ten able to stand an’ go, myself in- 
cluded, twenty of onr original number being 
missing. Of them we found fourteen killed an’ 
wounded, on deck, while of the pirates we count- 
ed sixty-eight dead an’ wounded, including their 
leader who lay bound hand an’ foot, an’ slightly 
wounded—besides a number of pieces of bodies 
—legs an’ arms, etc, which had bin blown to 
pieces by the two discharges. 

“The dead an’ wounded of the pirates shared 
the fate of our dead shipmates, though we hove 
their bodies overboard with less regret than those 
of our gallant shipmates; while in the meantime 
our wounded, including the cap’n, were convey- 
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ed to the cabin an’ made as comfortable as our 
means would admit. 

“ The pirate cap’n—as he afterwards proved to 
be—we placed in double irons, an’ then we had 
a drink all round on the head of our victory. 
’Twas daylight by that time, an’ we could see 
the pirate ship hove to an’ hull down to the 
west’ard, which relieved us of all farther appre- 
hension concerning her, when we turned in, all 
hands save the mate, the man at the wheel an’ I; 
an’ I followed the other’s example as soon as Mr. 
Barnes had sot my broken arm an’ secured it. 

“ At eight bells the mate roused all hands out 
to wash decks an’ get breakfast, after which the 
skipper sent for us to go to his stateroom. We 
went in a body, when he said a great sight ‘bout 
our brave defence of the ship an’ our own lives, 
an’ so on, winding up with a request to see the 
pirate skipper. He was soon brought into the 
cabin, ironed as he was, an’ ushered into the 
presence of the cap’n, who asked him a sight 0’ 
questions, an’ among the rest what his name 
was. 

«Wilbur !’ says the pirate, at which our 
skipper started partly upright in his berth, an’ 
says he kinder sudden, ‘ Wilbur, did you say t’ 

“*T did,’ says the pirate, kinder surprised. 
~ “© And you belong in Y 

“« What is it to you where I belong ?” growled 
the pirate, with an angry scowl. 

“Much !’ groaned our cap’n. 

“* How so? 

“¢ Answer my question, an’ I will answer 
yours,’ says the old man, eagerly. 

“«Hamph! Well! it can do no harm if you 
do know,’ muttered the pirate, adding aloud: 
* You belong in the United States 1’ 

“Yes! Ibelong to Boston. But what has 
this to do with the answer to my question, un- 
less indeed, you’ 5 

“ «Belong there,’ said the pirate, interrupting 
him. ‘Yes! Boston city is my native place;’ 
an’ his head sunk on his breast, while he drew 
his hand hastily across his eyes. 

“*Boston’s your native place, you say? an’ 
your first name is —’ 

“* Henry !’ said the pirate, sadly. 

“Yes! Ithought so! Look up! My name 
is Wilbur. Alas! am I so changed that you 
cannot recognize me? Take off his irons, Mr. 
Barnes, an’ leave us !’ 

“The mate hastily unlocked the handcuffs, 
while their wearer, gazing amazed at our skip- 
per, mattered : 

«© Yon a Wilbur, an’ born in Boston! Who 
are you? Speak, in Heaven’s name, an’ tell me 
that my hand has not been raised against —’ 
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“Your brother George!’ said the old man, 
interrupting him, an’ the next instant they were 
clasped in each other's arms. 

“We stole out o’ the stateroom quietly an’ 
left ’em together, but ’twant long afore the pirate 
come out an’ called the mate, an’ they went into 
the cabin together, where they stayed a long time, 
when the mate come out an’ told us a long yarn 
*bout how he’d come to be a pirate an’ all that, 
an’ wanted to know if we'd give him up to be 
hung when we got to Batavia, or give him a 
chance to lead a different life ¢ 

“Darn my buttons if I could say hang him, 
when I had heard his history; nor could a sin- 
gle one of my shipmates; so we said, ‘let him 
live !’ an’ so said the mate, an’ we were glad of 
it when we found out what a good fellow he was, 
even if he was a pirate.” 

“Bat you haint told us how he come to be a 
pirate, Sol,” said one of the watch, who believed 
Sol’s yarn to be ended. 

“No more I aint!” rejoined my messmate, 
adding, “but I guess taint too late yet.” 

“Ye see, he ran away from home to avoid a 
licking, which his governor had promised him. 
He was but a boy then an’ couldn’t do much to 
git his owg living, s0 he shipped to go to sea in 
a whaleman, an’ did go. Whaling didn’t agree 
with him, so he an’ three or four green horns 
took it into their heads to desert the ship, which 
they did in the South Pacific, expectin’ to get 
away from the island they had taken refuge on 
almost any time. But they were mistaken. 
They had to stay there a matter of three year 
afore they got the first chance to leave, an’ when 
they did it was in a whaleman, from which they 
run away on the coast of China, somewhere up 
above Whampoa, to which they were carried by 
@ tradin’ junk as picked ’em up, when about 
half starved. 

“ At Whampos they joined an English ship 
bound to London, but their usual luck followed 
them, for she was ran into in the night, an’ sunk 
just outside the Straits of Sunda, by a pirate, 
who saved most all the crew, but compelled them 
to turn pirates. 

“That’s how he got among them, an’ being 
kinder smart an’ intelligent, he soon got pro- 
moted until they made him cap’n, ’bout two year 
afore we fell in with him. 

“T see’d him once since. ’T'wasin New York, 
"bout eight or ten year ago. He knew me an’ 
hailed me, an’ made me go to the hotel with him, 
where we talked over old times—for he an’ I had 
got to be regular chums afore our ship left Bata- 
via, where we had to put in for s crew after the 
fight. 
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‘THE LEGEND OF ENSSENTHAL, 
BY ELISABETH BOUTON. 


Lonely in the silent valley 
Stands a convent’s ruined wall, 

Where once rose the lofty turrets 
‘Of monastic Enssenthal. 


Enssenthsl, whose abbot hoary 
Once a princely name had worn, 
And o'er Palestine hie benner 
In the holy wacs had borne. 


‘Till of fame and life grown weary, 
‘He had sought the eloister’s shade, 

Tor s cow] and cassock bartered 
Plume and helmet, mail and blade. 


Teft his vassals te another, 
To another left his hall, 

And with his overflowing coffers 
Enriched monastic Enssenthal. 


Here too kings had brought their offerings, 
Penance gold to Mary’s shrine, 

Pearls from ‘neath the waves of ocean, 
Geme from distant India’s mine. 


‘Till the priceless treasures hhiden 
By the monk-knights of the vale, 
Seemed to wondering ears that heard it 
Like some o’erwrought fairy tale. 


But no treasure half 20 cherished, 
Shrine of saint or relio old, 

As the chapel’s deep-toned organ, 
Formed of massive, burnished gold. 


‘When the morning anthem sounded, 
Or the vesper hymn was sung, 
Thoating o’er the quiet valley 
Tta melodious measures rong; 


‘TAU the pausing traveller listened, 
All bis senses held in thrall, 

By the solemn music pealing 
‘From monastic Baseentha}. 


Fame, the gray old convent’s story, 
Tore to many # distent shore, 

‘Till were heard its organ’s praises 
Where remotest billows roar. 


Long within thetr peaceful cloister 
‘Had the gray-robed friars old 

Told their beads and masees chanted 
For the parting sinner’s soul— 


‘When bold Rudolph, outlawed chieftain, 
Led his sacrilegious band, 

To despoll the churches’ treasures, 
And Iny waste with swon! and brand. 


Vain the holy men’s endeavors 
‘The grim warrtors to oppose, 
And o'er Enssenthal's proud turrets 
Waved the banner of her foes. 


But ere rose that impious banner 
At the holy sltar’s side, 

By stern Rudolph’s cruel falehion 
Had the gray-haired abbot died. 


And to where within the valley 
Spread a morass dark and wide, 


Bore the priesta the golden organ, 
And sunk It In the turbid tide. 


Lonely in the silent valley 

Stands the convent’s rained wall, 
But not one of all tts dwellers 

Bre again saw Evssenthal. 


Far in distant regions scattered, 
Houseless wanderers, one by one 
Died the monk-knights of the valley, 

Poor and friendless, sad and lone. 


Bat when seven years are numbered, 
Rising from ita marshy tomb, 
Bounds the golden organ’s music 
On the solemn midnight’s gloom. 


Mow its low melodious breathings 
Softly float upon the gale, 

Now to mighty billows swelling 
Peal its tones along the vale. 


‘Then the peasants in the valley 
Pallid grow with fear and dread, 
For they know the vale is peopled 
With the spirits of the dead; 
And that through departing ages 
Still responsive to their call, 
Is the long lost golden organ 
Of monastic Bnssenthal. 
+ + 
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BY MARGARET VERNE. 





Rover! That was the name they gave me, 
while I was only a wee bit of a doggie, scarcely 
able to waddle about on my little, weak, un- 
manageable legs, Rover! And I learned to 
ran at the call, to bark and frisk and gambol, to 
testify in my faint dog-fashion, the gratitude I 
felt. Rover! Ah, was that name prophetic of 
the destiny which awaited me? Is it possible 
that those who bestowed it upon me foresaw the 
wandering, homeless life I was to lead so long? 
Did they know the yearnings of my puppyhood 
for something above the ordinary attainments of 
common puppies? Did they anticipate the 
struggles: and privations of my dog-existence 
in the years ahead—years, when my heart pined 
for the music of a kindly human voice, when 
my head ached to feel the stroking of a caressing 
human hand, and my whole soul sickened in its 
utter destitution, longing for the shelter of a 
kennel and the smell of a marrow-bone? 

I was an eccentric dog. Even from my in- 
fancy I was given to the expression of thoughts 
and feelings which made me the laughing-stock 
of many of my friends, and an object of re- 
proach among the rest. Even my mother failed 
fally to appreciate the character and disposition 
of her son. Naturally‘affectionate, sensitive and 
proud, I grew haughty and reserved, even among 





436 


from recent fright, begged for the privilege of 
fanning me with her brown wings. She seemed 
an angel to me at that moment, and looking into 
her lustrous hazel eyes, lifted shyly to mine with 
a glance of unutterable gratitude; watching the 
graceful curve of her slender neck, and listening 
to the tripping music of her light feet, as she 
glided about me softly and tenderly as a mother 
could have done, I felt a new emotion creeping 
into my world-wearied heart—an emotion sweet 
and blissful, as it was new and strange. 

Ah, reader, you will anticipate me, I am sure. 
It will not need what I am about to add, to con- 
vince you that this was a case of love at first 
sight. Yet hear my confession. Before an hour 
had passed in her gentle presence, I knew I loved 
that beautiful chicken better than I loved my 
life. That knowledge brought with it a new 
fear, an agonizing doubt. Was it possible that 
she could reciprocate that affection? I wasa 
poor, plain, unhappy little cur, without fortane, 
friends or social position. She was young, 
beautifal, the brightest ornament of her family, 
the pride and hope of a fond mother. And yet, 
I loved her—I told her so, with the desperation 
of one who cannot bear doubt or suspenseo—who 
would rather face a terrible certainty, than in- 
dulge a vain hope. Imagine my rapture, when 
she drooped her bashful head, and told me that 
from the first moment of our meeting, she had 
been favorably impressed with my appearance, 
and that admiration coupled with gratimde had 
deepened into love. 

Our plans were soon made. All my. old am- 
bition came back to me. My beautiful Biddy 
should never blush in acknowledging the one of 
her choice. She should not only love me, she 
should be proud of me. And so I tore myself 
away from her sweet presence, and went out into 
the great world inspired with fresh hope and 
courage. She never should know the degrada- 
tion of poverty, I said. Not till I had won my- 
self a home, a name, an honorable position 
among dogs, would I return to claim her. 

O, the weary, weary struggle of the next 
twelye months! Many times was I tempted to 
give up allhope. But fortanesmiled on my im- 
portunities at last. I found a master in the 
streets of a great city, where I had been wander- 
ing for months. He took me home, I was faith- 
fal to him and his interests, and he kept me. 
For more than a year I served him zealously. 
At the end of that time I was in possession of 
a nice kennel, a soft blanket, and s brass collar. 
There was nothing to hinder me from going for 
my Biddy. 1 had « home, friends, fame, ands 
true heart. What more could she expect ? 
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‘Well, I went. I found the very coop from 
which she had ventured, when the hungry cat 
pounced apon her. A weechicken that was the 
miniature of her as I first saw her, peeped, and 
ran from me as I approached. I went up softly 
to the coop, and peered through the bars. O, 
sight for a fond, trusting heart! There she sat, 
—my Biddy, a matron—with thirteen children 
around her! My brain reeled. My heart seemed. 
bursting from my bosom. I called her name in 
accents of reproach. She flew towards me, her 
face distorted with rage. She picked me in my 
eyes, on my nose —the eyes and nose that had 
once bled for her! ©, woe! O, anguish! O, 
treachery unparalleled ! 

T went away a sadder and a wiser dog. Life 
had no more,charms for me. I loathed the 
whole female sex. I railed against them for per- 
fidy and falsehood. But I went not again to my 
home. I had no heart to cross its desolate 
threshold, when the hope that glorified it had 
burned to ashes. 

T have little more to add. Life since then has 
been « continuation of disappointments and dis- 
asters. Ihave a mistress now—a plain, poor, 
old maid, who treats me kindly enough, and 
whose hospitable roof I should delight to call 
my shelter, but for a rival J have in her affections 
—a huge, speckled cat, who purrs in her lap, and 
lies unreproved among her papers—the very cat, 
in fact, from whose claws I rescued Biddy years 
ago. I wish Ihad lethim eat her. I think that 
he remembers me, for his eyes glitter and he 
humps his back savagely every time I venture 
near him. 

Last night I told my mistress my story through 
my eyes, and she offered to become my amanu- 
eneis, and write it out for you, dear Mr. Ballon. 
And she said, taking my head between her hands, 
that in her life-time she had seen men like me; 
little men, who barked at great reforms, as I 
barked at the cow ; men who were always taking 
themselves for bull-dogs, when in reality they 
were very little cura»— men, who, if one womar 
refused them, would snarl at the whole sex forever 
after. I don’t know what she meant—do you? 





To those scenes of domestic pence, which 
religion created and adorned, the thoughts of the 
youngest member of the family will cling in after 
years; they will become a kind of wed 

ind in his memory ; they will exert a restrain- 
ing and sanctifying power; and thus we may ex- 
pect to see the promise fulfilled: ‘Train up a 
child in the way he should go, and when he is 
old he will not depart from it.”— Vermilye. 





‘The generous heart 
Should scorn a pleasure which gives others patn. 
‘Tuonsen. 
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STANZAS—YOUNG HOPE. 


BY RICHARD WRIGHT. 

Young Hope is ike the brilliant gem, or sweetest-soented 
flower; 

“Tis known but once, may last for years, or droop within 
the hour; 

But be its reign or long, or short, the heart that feels 
its glow, 

‘WM ne'er forget {n summer's bloom, or winter’s frost and 
snow. 


Young Hope! we hail thy magic power, so fervent and so 
pure, 

‘The holy, sainted dream of life, bright rainbow to allure; 

And though the dream, the rainbow fade, and fainter 
still are seen, 

While being ts, young Hope's first charm will rise up 
fresh andgreen. 


Young Hope inspires the ardent youth and virtuous 


maiden falr, 

Who tread on fancy’s fairy ground, and breathe of faney’s 
air; 

‘Time, for awhile, may break the spell, the world’s cares 
intervene— 

Memory calls back young Hope’s sweet smile, like angel 
‘visita seen. 

Till nature’s laws, eternal, change. young Hope's own 
vivid star, 

On high will shine preeminent, its rays shoot near and 
far, 

Gilding life’s happiest morning with a light before un- 
known— 

Lingering, last star of evening's sky, when all the rest 
are gone! 





VALET FOR A DAY: 
—or,— . 
A BLOW IN THE DARK. 





BY NED ANDERTON. 





In one of the streets of tho Faubourg ) 
there stood, during the Regency, a noble old 
mansion frowning down upon the enclosed conrt- 
yard, the residence of the Marquise de Coran- 
deuil, a young and lovely widow, whom an at- 
tachment on the part of the late eccentric mar 
quis had raised from superintending the affairs 
of bis household, to the guardianship of himself 
and gouty foot, until the period of his decease, 
two years prior to the commencement of this 
sketch. 

Her low birth being now obliterated by the 
rank and title conferred on her by the marquis, 
it is not to be supposed that so mach wit, youth, 


and beauty lacked suitors. But the lady having. 


served 80 tedious a bondage to attain to her pres- 
ent position, was in no haste whatever, to relin- 
quish this easy life of uncontrolled liberty for a 
new servitude, and remorselessly condemned all 
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| aspiring suitors to despair, One only persevered, 
despite the impatient disgust manifested toward 
him ; this was the nephew of her husband, Baron 
de Sergy, an old, gray-headed fop, who still af- 
fected the graces and gallantries which sat idly 
enough upon his wrinkled face and meagre form. 

Tt was at the marquise that the chief battery 
of his fancied fascinations was brought to bear. 
A degree of affection for herself, and a still 
larger one for the fortune his uncle had left her, 
and to which the baron had always supposed 
himself heir presumptive, were the mingled sen- 
timents that induced his suit, somewhat unequal- 
ly it is to be feared, since, although he would 
doubtless have accepted with edifying resigna- 
tion the fortune without the marquise, it is by no 
means so well established a fact that he would 
have received with like rapture the marquise 
without the fortune. . 

Into an elegant apartment of the Hotel de Co- 
randeuil, the baron one fine morning found his 
way, followed by Nicol, the confidential servant 
of the marquise. 

“ Has a valet waited on me this morning?” 
inquired the gentleman. 

“Yes, monsieur—he is now in the ante-room.” 

“Ts the marquise yet visible ?” 

“Madame is in the conservatory,” replied 
Nicol, bowing. 

“ Very well—I will go to her. 
to remain here till I return.” 

And so saying he sauntered off by a door at 
the right hand, which was scarcely closed after 
him, when one opposite opened, and a fine tall 
fellow in livery appeared. 

“Was that the Baron de Sergy who just left 
you?” he inquired of Nicol. 

“Tt was ; and he desires you to wait here.” 

“Tn this room ?” 

“ Those were his orders,” replied Nicol, quit- 
ting the apartment. 

“ Orders !” repeated the valet musingly when 
left alone. ‘‘ That word has a decidedly unpleas- 
ant sound, but I must not forget the character I 
represent. My pride must go in livery also, or 
else I must pocket it which amounts to the same 
thing in the end.” 

Here in the course of his perambulatory solil- 
oquy, our philosopher stopped short before a 
large mirror. A dubious expression crossed his 
countenance, and he resumed his walk at a more 
rapid pace, spitefully kicking whatever object he 
encountered while be continued with some heat : 

“No one would suspect me ia this garb, to be 
sure! And now I hope I’m safe—to be recog- 
nized as the Chevalier St. Real would be slight- 
ly awkward at this present juncturo, as the Bas- 
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tile might petition for the immediate honor of 
supplying me with lodgings. Whatan awkward 
affair was that adventure at Mousseaux last 
night! The regent, not satisfied with giving 
his guests a fete in his park by torchlight, with 
that elegant discrimination for which he is so re- 
nowned, must needs order the lights to be extin- 
guished, and like that,” here he vigorously 
snapped his fingers, “we were all in the most 
delightful darkness. 

“Of course I started for the outlet, but in that 
process stumbled over somebody’s foot—just my 
infernal luck! and hearing a most energetic oath 
explode at the same moment, I naturally con- 
cluded it was aman. Expecting » blow would 
follow, I took time by the forelock and struck 
out lustily at random, and instantly heard a mu- 
sical shriek, plaintive as adove. Good heavens ! 
A woman had received the blow! 

“ Having # natural repugnance to fainting fits 
and hysterics, I fied, but not before I heard the 
exclamation behind me—‘ Madame Perabere is 
il’ It was then the favorite of the regent whom 
Thad strack! Hang Monsseaux, I say! Hang 
darkness! Hang the regent! But take care, or 
it is I that will hang! 

“ Well, here was 2 pretty dilemma. Possibly 
she had recognized my voice, and unfortunately 
her tomper is not always characterized by spring- 
like gentleness. I could devise no better expe- 
dient than to don this disguise, write a letter of 
recommendation of myself under the cognomen 
of Francois, my own valet, and apply to the 
Baron de Sergy for a situation, who by an un- 
expected stroke of good fortune does not know 
me personally. But here he comes—now I must 
look livery as well as wear it.” 

“ Well,” said the baron, as he entered, “are 
you the person who wrote to me ?” 

“Tam, monsieur,” replied the seeming valet. 

“On account of your late employer, whom I 
am acquainted with by reputation, I should like 
to retain you. But as there are at present no va- 
cancies in my establishment, I have spoken to 
my aunt, the Marquise de Corandeuil, who, 
learning that you were recommended by the 
Chevalier St. Real, consents to receive you.” 

“ Much obliged to her, I’m sure!” muttered 
our hero. Then addressing the baron, he in- 
quired if she knew his late master. 

“T cannot tell you. But one thing you will 
please observe, you owe this situation entirely to 
my influence.” 

“Monsieur le Baron, I am the soul of grati- 
tade,” replied St. Real, with an obsequious bow. 

“Very well, that we shall see; I am now 
about to confide to your discretion a matter, 
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which I trust you will not betray having receiv- 
ed. Some years since, my uncle, the marquis, 
who was s most eccentric animal, had in his ser- 
vice a youthful and charming housekeeper, who 
was remarkably skilfal in compounding ices and 
jellies. My worthy relative being a fool as well 
as an epicure, took it into his wise head one day 
to marry this pretty goddess of the celinary de- 
partment.” 

“TI perceive—by the laws of action and rese- 
tion her ices kindled a flame in his bosom.” 

“Jast so. The result of this ridiculous union 
was, that my expectations went to the dogs, 
where it seemed highly probable I should follow, 
having nearly exhausted cash and credit. To 
speak plainly, the marquis, instead of leaving 
me his fortune, at his decease two ago, had 
the very bad taste to settle it allon madame.” . 

“Shameful in the extreme—what reckless dis- 
regard of your feelings, monsieur.”” 

“Trae—but the old gentleman never did pos- 
sees any regard for the comfort of others. How- 
ever, to repair his blunder, and set matters in 
their true position, I propose to marry the mar- 
quise, who is still sufficiently captivating to pre- 
clude the idea of a sacrifice.” 

Here the baron surveyed himself in the mirror 
with the utmost complacency. 

“What, monsicur, marry your aunt?” inquir- 
ed St. Real, slightly surprised. 

“Precisely so.” 

“You have my full consent.” 

“ Doubtless—but unfortunately it is her’s that 
I want; and to obtain it I require your assist- 
ance.” A 

‘Whatever is possible of performance ia my 
humble ¢apacity, M. le Baron may command.” 

“To commence then, I must inform you that 
she hates the very sight of me.” 

“She is evidently a woman of taste!” ejacu- 
lated St. Real, mentally. 

“But I imagine if I place a faithful fellow like 
you about her, and continually harp epon my 
perfections, and abuse all others in # masterly 
fashion, much may be done in time, to dissipate 
her coldness. Do you understand my meaning !” 

“O, perfectly! I am tocombine the functions 
of a servant with the avocation of a spy; losing 
meanwhile ho opportunity of knocking every- 
body else down, and bolstering you up?” 

“Your aptitude enchants me. Accept this as 
& guarantee of my appreciation.” 

“ Thanks, monsieur,” said St. Real, pocketing 
the bribe; “I entirely enter into your feelings. 
You seek a subtle, cunning, ingenious knave.” 

“Exactly. I rely implicitly on you in this 
noble warfare.’”” 
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“You overwhelm me with honor,” replied he 
of the livery, bowing humbly. 

“That’s a good Francois; and don’t forget 
that as knowledge is power, and by all means 
commendable, there can be no possible harm in 
applying your ears to the doors, and your eyes to 
the letters—all in a quiet way, of course.” 

“IT comprehend, monsieur—for instance,” so 
saying he motioned as if rounding a note to peep 
at the contents. “ Although not educated,” he 
continued, “I am enough a man of letters for 
that. The old scamp!”, The latter ejaculation 
was rather less audible. 

“Your cleverness quite astonishes me, (Why, 
the rogue will be invaluable in this enterprise! 
T'll secure him fast.) So highly do I esteem 
your discrimination,” he resumed, aloud, “ that 
here’s 4 further proof of my favor.” 

“O, monsieur!”’ exclaimed St. Real, with af- 
fected modesty, holding his hands behind him. 

“Pooh! pooh! my fine fellow,” cried the 
baron, as he laughingly forced a louis into the 
apparently reluctant hands, which by a sudden 
turn of their owner seemed to present themselves 


accidentally. ‘But hush! Here comes the 
marquise. Leave me, Francois, while I speak to 
her of you.” 


“ Ah, baron,” muttered the chevalier, as De 
Sergy advanced to meet the lady, “if you could 
but know the blunder you are making.” 

At this moment the marquise entered, and 
taking no notice whatever of the baron, who fol- 
lowed with an inquiring air, began pacing the 
room in a state of evident disturbance. 

“T would give half my fortune,” she exclaim- 
ed, apparently to herself, “‘ to know who it was—”’ 

“Who who was, I wonder?” muttered the 
baron. 

“Each time I think of it I feel as though I 
could scarcely breathe. Mousseax was always 
my paradise, and after the lights were extinguish- 
ed by the regent’s orders, I received two declara- 
tions, four kisses, and—yes—a blow !”’ 

“What a deuce of a temper she is in, to be 
sure!” soliloquized her wondering suitor. 

“To be sure the declarations and kisses were 
all well enough, but that blow—” 

“Dearest aunt!” sgid the baron, coming to 
her side. 

“O, here you are again. What a bore itis 
to have a nephew antiquated enough to pass for 
one’s grandfather.” 

“ Captivating aunt!” exclaimed the individual 
thus complimented, drawing his features into 
grotesque shape by an effort at a distorted smile. 

“ Captivating fiddlesticks!”’ retorted the lady. 
“ Don’t make such frightful grimaces I beg you. 





It increases your resemblance to the monkey 
tribe. Asmile on your face reminds me of a 
butterfly on a nutmeg grater.” 

“I can’t see the simile,” mused the discomfit- 
ed swain ; then recovering himself, he resumed : 

“Charming, incomparable aunt!—O, that I 
could add wife. I wish to speak with you of the 
new yalet.” 

-“ Where is he ?” 

“Jn the ante-room, dearest aunt.” 

“Bid him come hither, That horrid old man 
will cause me wrinkles before I’m thirty,” she 
impatiently exclaimed, as the baron advanc- 
ed to the room adjoining, and beckoned to 
St. Real. “He irritates me beyond endur- 
ance. Well,” she said, as the chevalier advanc- 
ed, then suddenly starting with a faint cry, look- 
ed eagerly at the pretended valet, 

“What is the matter, sweetest aunt?” tender- 
ly questioned the baron, 

“Nothing, nothing—I merely fancied I had 
seen the man before,” leaning back in her chair. 

“How absurd!” she whispered, “ beside, the 
other was much more slender.” Then turning 
to St. Real, she said, ‘‘ Come here.” 

He slowly approached. 

“Come here, I say!” cried the irrascible 
beauty, stamping her foot ill-naturedlysy” 

“Madame, I haye not got wings,” coolly re- 
sponded the chevalier, not quickening his move- 
ments in the least. 

“Who said you had, fool. What is your 
name? Speak! don’t keep me waiting.” 

“Francois, madame. (She has got a temper 
of her own,”) 

“S Well, Francois, I’m in an ill-humor.” 

‘Madame, I should never have expected it,” 
was the sarcastic response. 

“Exquisite readiness,” chuckled the delighted 
baron, sofily rubbing his hands—“ why, he’ll do 
wonders for me.” 

“ Francois !” 

“Yes, madame.” 

“ Nothing !” ejaculated his mistress, peevishly. 

“Thank you, madame,” he replied with the 
utmost composure. 

“T intend taking you into my service. You 
will have nothing to do, and plenty to eat. Do 
the conditions suit you?” 

“To the letter. At doing nothing I am a 
master, I beg your pardon—a valet; and in the 
matter of appetite, from childhood I have been 
distinguished for my capacity in that respect.” 

“Yes, yes, I know all. about that—servants 
are just alike,” said the marquise. 

“There is nothing like experimental know- 
ledge,” mumbled the baron. 
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“ Well, Francois, leave me now, but remain in 
sound of my bell—do you hear?” 

“Every word, distinctly, madame,” was the 
coo! rejoinder, as the speaker sauntered off at 
his original, lazy pace. 

The marquise now turned her attention to the 
baron. 

“Baron,” she remarked, “I have seen you 
twice before to-day.” 

“That means go,” he sighed with a comical 
despair. ‘“ Yes, darling aunt, I know your ob- 
servation is correct, yet I could see you a thous- 
and times a day, and—” 

“T would not wish to see you once. Good 
morning, baron,” she added with a formal cour- 


The baron returned this sign of dismission 
with an obsequious bow, and retired grambling. 

“ Her ill-breeding is remarkable. This comes 
of entering the drawing-room through the 
kitchen.” 

The marquise gave a sigh of relief as he dis- 
appeared. 

“What astonishing resemblance that valet 
bears to his forther master, the Chevalier St. 
Real, whom I once loved, when I was lady’s 
maid to his aunt, the Baroness Pascal, at St. 
Germain’s. A lady’s maid, and now a marchion- 
ess! Could one credit from my sir, that I was 
not born with a ready-made coronet on my head.” 
And she swept up and down the apartment to 
display her dignified grace. 

“Ah!” she resumed, stopping thoughtfully, 
“‘the chevalier has forgotten me. I left his aunt 
and went to the Marquis de Corandeuil as house- 
keeper, and in becoming his wife destroyed ‘all 
trace of little Florine, as he once called me. Ah, 
me!” she cried, sinking into a chair, ‘his valet 
recalls a long series of pleasant recollections, 
aod I am not sure that Florine was not happier 
than the marquise. I’ve an odd fancy that this 
valet looks exceedingly like the master—I must 
take a fresh survey of him.” And she touched 
her hand-bell. 

8t. Real entered. ‘Did you ring, madame ?” 

“Why did you come ?” 

“Because madame rang.” 

“ Why then did you ask 1” 

“I believe that is the usual remark of servants.”” 

“ The usual remark of servants,” repeated the 
marquise in a low voice; then addressing St. 
Real— You are quite right, Franccis. (If my 
memory is not at fault, he is vory like.) Fran- 
cots ¥” 

“Yes, madame.” 

“Tai perishing with ennui. I desire to be 
amused. Suppose you relate a story.” 
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«What shall ¥ tell, madame ?” 

“ Something I don’t know, of course.” 

“That is impossible, I fear.” 

“Come, come, proceed ; stay, ring for Manon. 
She shall finish dressing my hair, while you en- 
tertain me with some pretty anecdote. One you 
heard from your former master.” 

“T tremble to inform you, madame, that I just 
gave the servants leave to go out.” 

“What do I hear!” cried the marquise, jamp- 
ingup. “You gave them permission, you, you, 
yout” and she advanced towards him threaten- 
ingly. “ Why I never heanl of such audacity. 
(Ah! he is so like the chevalier that I can’t scold 
him.”’) 

“Madame,” said St. Real with deliberate de- 
cision, “I may a8 well tell you now as at any 
other time, that I cannot accept a situation un- 
less permitted to do just as I please.” 

“01” oxclaimed the marquise, faintly, sink- 
ing uponachair. “Bat at least, I may presame 
that if you send the servants out, you will per- 
form their several duties.” 

“ Unquestionably, madame. I can do any- 
thing—from serving an ice to arranging a lady’s 
hair.” 

“Perhaps you will demonstrate your skill, 
then, on mine. (His impudence is refreshing.”’) 

The marquise now seated herself before the 
toilette mirror, watching the operations of the 
chevalier. The latter made a great parade of 
collecting combs, brushes, oils, pomades, ete. etc. 

“T shall endeavor to give madame entire sat- 
isfaction,” he said, as he commenced an attack 
upon the magnificent embellishment of the lady’s 
head. 

Despite the great length and thickness of the 
curling tressex, he actually succeeded in rearing 
a sufficiently gracefal and becoming, but it must 
be confessed, entirely unique superstracture, 
more resembling a study from the antique, than 
the senseless fortresses then so much in vogue. 
The marquise watched its progress in silent ad- 
miration. At last he sprinkled powder on it. 

“Take care, don’t get the powder in my eyes !” 
cried the lady impatiently. 

“T have certainly thrown dust in people’s eyes 
before now, but never powder, especially in such 
eyes as madame possesses.” 

“Bah! how awkward you are.” Then look- 
ing up in his face—‘Do you think my eyes 
pretty?” 

“They overflow with sweetness and expres- 
sion, as my former master would say.” 

“ Your former master; well, tell mo something 
abouthim. Does he still dislike the military 
life?” 
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“TI believe so.” 

“ They say he is brave, too.” 

“He would go through fire and water to serve 
afriend. Water, in particular, for he can swim. ’ 

“Tam told he will not fight a duel?” ~~ 

“No, that’s a crotchet he has. I have heard 
him say many times, that duelling is a relic of 
barbarous ages.” i: 

“ Between ourselves, Francois, I think him a 
bit of a coward.” 

“A coward!” cried St. Real, coloring. 

“ What is your opinion 1” 

“Tl take it on myself to answer for him that 
he is not.” i 

“Perhaps so. But I’m not at all clear on that 
point. Where ishe now, I wonder? Is he far 
away?” 

“Not very!’ replied the chevalier, pointedJy, 

“Where then 1” 

“In this city, and closely disguised.” 

“In disguise !” 

“Yes, madame ; now you will betray him?” 

1 give you my word of honor—no.” 

“Last night he was at the regent’s fete, at 
Mousseaux, and in the dark struck the regent’s 
favorite, Madame Perabere, by mistake.” 

“What! That blow which has made 0 much 
noise!” exclaimed the marquise, inwardly laugh- 
ing. (‘Then it was St. Real’s hand that dealt it, 
and he thinks Madame Perabere received the 
blow.) Do you know where he is secreted ?” 

“] flatter myself I do.” 

“Is he secure ?” 

“T hope so—(with all my heart!) 

“Do you think he. would be safe here ?” 

“O, yes, madame, but—”” 

*“ Bat what?” Then going to her escritoire, 
she continued ; “I'll write to him immediately, 
and you shall carry the letter.” 

For a moment or two the pen gliding over the 
surface of the paper was the only audible sound. 
St. Real then interrupted the silence. 

“Your pardon, madame, but may I inquire 
whence arises this interest? You know him, 
then 1” 

“How many b’s are there in trouble?” de- 
manded the marquise, still writing, and paying 
no attention to the chevalier’s question. 

“ Generally speaking, one.” 

“ There—it is finished. Listen. ‘I hear you 
are in trouble. I offer you an asylum in my ho- 
tel—do not hesitate to accept my protection.’ 
What a bore writing is when one forgets how to 
spell,” she added, folding the note. “Here, you 
must direct it.” And she handed it to him. 

He superscribed and returned it to her, saying : 
“ This is great kindness on your part, madame,” 
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“(That handwriting! I'l swear it is his,” 
said the marquise to herself, looking at the ad- 
dress, “ my suspicions are confirmed—it is in- 
deed the chevalier; but he must not know that I 
recognize him.”) ‘Then turning to St. Real, 
gaily—“ You undertake—what did you say your 
name was?” 

“Francois, madame.” 

‘(How well he plays his part!) You under- 
take to convey this to him safely?” 

“Madame may be as easy as if he had it at 
this moment,” he coolly replied, putting it in his 
pocket. 

“Now go and see if the servants are returned, 
and order, luncheon.” 

“Yes, madame.” 

“The chevalier here in disguise!” exclaimed 
the marquise, as St. Real left the room, “and 
in consequence of the blow I received! If it 
were any other than he, I would—well, I don’t 
like to confess what I would notdo. My new 
station must change me wonderfully, or he would 
have recognized, though it is several years since 
he last saw me. Then we were both poor. Now 
he has a title and fortane—so have I. What 
strange changes time does make, yet I still re- 
tain the same love J had for him when I wasa 
girl. Stay, before I interrogate my heart too 
closely, there is a cloud on his courage that I 
must clear up. Ah! here he is.” 

St. Real and a servant entered, bearing a 
small-table, spread with a lunch. A chair was 
placed for the marquise, who seated herself and 
ordered the servant to retire. |. 

“I trast madame has a good appetite. (I’m 
furiously hungry myself.”) And he took up a 
wine glass to help himself. 

“ Francois, what are you about? 
is to stand behind my chair.” 

“ Ab, madame, I forgot myself.” 

“So it appears.” 

“You will pardon me?” requested the cheva- 
lier, taking up his station behind ber chair. 

“By the way, Francois, to resume the subject 
we were talking of, is the Chevalier St. Real 
married?” 

“No, madame,” responded our hero, taking a 
maccaroon unseen, and eagerly devouring it. 

“ Has be never loved ?” 

Unfortunately his mouth was so full by this 
time, that reply was not to be thought of. 

“Do you not hear me, Francois?” 

“Yea, madame,” ejaculated St. Real, after 
one or two frantic, but at first, ineffectual at- 
tempts. 

“Then why don’t you answer ?” 

Francois preferred to pass over his reasons, 
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good and sufficient though they were, in silence, 
and pradently proceeded to answer the first on 
the catalogue. 

“Never but once, I think, and that was some 
years ago.” 

“ Who was the object of his adoration 1 Some 
opera dancer, I dare say!” 

“Nothing of the eort—she was simply a lady’s 
maid.” 

« What was her name ?” 

“Florine, if I remember rightly. She was 
waiting maid to his aunt at St. Germain’s.” 

“He did love me then!” thought the mar- 
quise, starting violently with the suddenness of 
the unexpected confirmation. 

“ What is the matter, madame?” inquired the 
chevalier, perceiving the movement. 

“‘Nothing—only a bone that came near going 
the wrong way. Did you ever hear him say if 
this girl was pretty ?” 

“O, yes; I have seen her myself, and I fancy 
she resembles yon, only your complexion is fair- 
er, and your cheek more beautifully dimpled.” 

“But if, as you say, he loved her, why were 
they not married 1” 

“ His aunt obliged him to quit St. Germain’s, 
and afterwards wrote him that his Florine had 
eloped to England with an officer of dragoons.” 

“(The old vixen! O! I shall choke with 
rage—I know I shall.’””) 

“Of course this news made my master very 
unhappy. He at once resolved to forget her, and 
accordingly planged into all the dissipations 
Paris afforded. But what a locky escape for 
him—was it not, madame? Just think of a 
fine, handsome fellow marrying a woman who 
could behave in that style.” 

“«(England! Officer! Dragoons!) I feel as 
if I should choke.” 

“Choke?—no, don’t. Wash it down with 
this,” and quickly pouring out a glass of wine, 
he handed it to her. 

“ There, I am better now, Francois.” 

“Would you believe ft, madame, my master 
never took luncheon without me.” 

“ Haomph! (I can readily believe it.) Perhaps 
you would like to continue the practice in your 
new quarters 7” 

“To speak honestly, I am dying with hunger. 
Nothing would afford me greater pleasure.” 

“Sit down then,” said the marquise, laughing. 
“You must consider yourself highly flattered by 
this honor. It is not every valet who is so fa- 
vored 2s to lunch with his mistress.” 

“Believe me, madame, I do feel honored, and 
I attribute it to the most eccentric of condescen- 
tions—leaving kindness ont of the question.” 
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“ You possess penetration, I perceive.” 

“It is a habit I caught from my master, mad- 
ame.” 

“(Pretty egotism, I declare.) There, there ; 
you have eaten enough for this time.” 

“T assure you I have but just begun.” 

“Tt will make me desolate to see you eat more 
at this moment ;” and the marquise threw her- 
self on acouch. “ Francois, place this cnshion 
under my feet, and bathe my head with rose 
water.” 

The obedient chevalier took a bottle from the 
toilette table, and prepared to comply with her 
request. 

“No, lavender.” He changed the bottle with 
perfect composure. “No, orange water—no, 
millefleuar—no, violet ; there, I don’t know what 
I want.” And she threw her head back on the 
couch, fanning herself violently. 

“ (She is capricious as a swarm of humming- 
birds, and changeablo as a weather-cock.”) 

“Francois, what are you muttering there to 
yourself? Place this cushion under my feet.” 

He placed the cushion on the floor, and the 
marquise rested her feet coquettishly upon it, ar- 
ranging her dress so as to display them to the 
best advantage. Very pretty feet they were too, 
and good right had the lady to be vain of them. 

“There, that will do,” she pronounced, having 
satisfied herself that the position was all that 
could be desired. 

St. Real looked admiringly at them, and final- 
ly knelt beside the lounge to examine them at 
his ease. 

“Pardon, madame,” he said, “bat your feet 
are so tiny and exquisite, that I quite wish I were 
one of the little blue slippers that are so favored 
as to encase them.” 

“Francois,” cried madame, with affected an- 
ger, “you are growing presumptuous.” 

“ That’s another habit I caught from my mas- 
ter. He never sees a beautiful woman, but he 
revels in a sea of compliments; and in that re- 
spect I strikingly resemble him.” 

“(That's no great wonder.”’) 

“ Madame, you assert that I am presomptu- 
ous.. After all the livery is but the covering of 
the man. Is it merely because you are a mar- 
quise, that you are pretty? Who knows but 
that it is precisely because you are pretty, that 
you are a marquise ?” 

“Is he about to dectare himself?’ thought the 
expectant beauty. 

“ Marquise or not,” St. Real earnestly con- 
tinued, “I but see in you a woman—a pretty, 
amiable, coquettish, spoiled woman. I will 
confees, then, yes, if I perish for my boldness, 
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Llove you with all my soul. Behold—yon see at 
your feet, not your yalet, but your slave !”” 

Thus saying, the chevalier threw himself be- 
fore her, and taking a hand which was only 
matched by her other charms, covered it with 
kisses. 

“Why does he not reveal himself?” the mar- 
quise impatiently interrogated of herself. 

At this highly interesting juncture, the Baron 
de Sergy, entering, perceived the chevalier in this 
lover-like attitude. Consternation held him 
spell-bound for a moment ; he then exclaimed : 

“ The deuce! Here, fellow! is that the way 
you follow my instructions ?” 

“Remember, monsieur, disparaging remarks 
upon me are a criticism on the taste of the 
marquise,” coolly remarked St. Real, who had 
risen with due deliberation at the advent of this 
unexpected and perhaps unwelcome visitor. 

“Baron, you are a bore,” was the comment of 
the lady. ‘Francois was amusing me so 
pleasantly.” 

“Yes, mensieur, I was relating a fairy legend 
to madame.” 

“Ah, yes! I know all about these fairy 
legends, as you call them,” cried the baron, with 
impotent fury. <‘Leave the room,” he contin- 
ued, addressing St. Real, and striding tempest- 
uously about the apartment. 

“ Ha, ha ! how excessively amusing,” laughed 
madame. (“ Now to put my scheme in practice 
for trying the courage of my gallant chevalier.”) 
And with a fresh burst of merriment, she glided 
from the room. 

After several angry perambulations, the baron 
became aware of the presence of St. Real. 

“How, fellow! are you not gone?’ he 
thundered. 

“There is no necessity, monsieur, to exert 
yourself thus; my hearing is excellent.” 
“ Will you quit this room, sirrah ”” 

“Quit, indeed! I should think not. 
promoted myself.” 

“To what position, may I ask?” the noble- 
man sarcastically inquired. 

“Certainly. To prince regent of the 
establishment, and knight commander of this 
boudoir.” 

During this reply, he commenced arranging 
the articles on the tables, placing chairs, etc. 

“His impertinence absolutely chills me!” 
gasped the baron. 

« By-the-by, Monsieur le Baron—do you take 
snuff? Perhaps you will oblige me with your 
box.” 

“ Fellow !” 
indignation. 


T have 


cried De Sergy, livid with 
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“JT dropped mine in the river this morning,” 
quietly continued St. Real, unheeding the flat- 
tering expletive. ‘Confound the thing! it was 
a present from my late master. It had a double 
lid—on the outside a painting of a madonna, 
and within, two lovers exchanging kisses by 
moonlight. Charming antithesis, eh ?” 

“ Leave the room, knave.”” 

“Impossible, I assure you. Madame’s orders 
were that I should remain.” He began hum- 
ming a tune carelessly. 

“Stop your singing, instantly.” 

“With pleasure,” responded the chevalier, 
striking up a lively whistle. 

“Insult me further, varlet, and I’ll—” 

“«Are you fond of Terpsichore ?” inquired 
our hero, dancing a few steps of the Minuet de 
la Cour. “Perhaps you will join me in a 
minuet ?” 

“T’ll minuet my cane about your back.” 

“Indeed? I strongly recommend you to do 
nothing of the sort. It is an old saying—‘ Two 
of a trade rarely agree.’” 

“How, fellow!” But words being inade- 
qpate to express his sentiments, the baron hotly 
pursued St. Real round the room with uplifted 
cane—the latter using his arm to parry the 
blows, and finally dealing his antagonist a 
sound slap on the cheek. “A blow!” ex- 
claimed De Sergy, thunderstricken. “Sacre 
Dieu! In ten minutes time, you shall hear from 
me.” And he was rushing hastily away. 

“How—a duel?” cried St. Real. “Ten or 
twenty minutes—it is the same to me.” 

“A duel—with a valet? No, fellow; I shall 
summon the guard.” 

“He has me in his power,” said the cheva- 
lier, in an undertone. “TI have assaulted him. 
The Bastile seems doomed to receive me. I 
had better claim the protection my rank affords, 
than be ignominiously dragged to prison.” 

“T’ll teach you to assault your superiors.” 

“Baron de Sergy, I am your equal.” 

“How?” 

“Instead of being Francois the valet, I am 
the Chevalier St. Real.” 

“Pooh, pooh! that’s a likely story. This 
is the dress of a chevalier? O, yes; of 
course—” 

“TJ tell you, baron, I am in disguise.” 

“And why in disguise? Why do you at- 
tempt to dupe me with your mean disguises?” 

“ Well, then, I will own to you that at the 
fete at Mousseaux, last night, I hit Madame de 
Perabere by mistake in the dark.” 

“You seem to be an adept at that sort of 
thing,” said the baron, ruefully, rubbing his 
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face. ‘“ However, sir, now that I know whom 
I am dealing with, we'll settle the conditions of 
the combat.” 

“You mean that one of us must die, unless 
apologies—” 

“Of the most profound and humble charac- 
ter are offered—” 

“ Without witnesses ?” 

“Yes.” 

“Very good. Then apologize to me for 
using your cane, and I'll forgive you. Duels 
are so stupidly inconsistent.” 

“Come, I like your coolness. It is you who 
should offer an apology, not I.” 

“ What an original idea! I understand it that 
you should be the dpologist. Come, now— 
listen to reason.” 

“Listen to— I tell you it is I who must re- 
ceive the apology.” 

“Baron, I did think you were more clear- 
headed ; but we shall be compelled, I see.” 

“To fight, after all, Chevalier St. Real,” 
cried the baron, angrily. 

At this moment Nicol entering, announced 
“Madame Perabore,” and retired. The lady 
was dressed in a riding-habit, a cap, with a rich 
plume waving down on her shoulder, whip in 
hand, and a little velvet mask, according to the 
fashion of the times, covering her face. 

At her entrance, both gentlemen had me- 
chanically repeated Nicol’s announcement in 
amazement; and St. Real, reflecting that after 
his recent confession to De Sergy, “discretion 
was the better part of valor,” concluded to 
make @ quiet retreat. As he was stealing to- 
ward the door for this purpose, the lady flour- 
ished her whip, and intercepted him, saying : 

“Wait, young man. Which of you two is 
named Francois?” 

“What a question to ask me?” said the 
baron, contemptnously, in an undertone. 

“T have his description,” she continued, con- 
sulting her tablets. “I see it is you,” turning 
to the seeming lacquey. ‘You are the Cheva- 
lier St. Real in disguise. You will perceive I 
‘am not a woman to be trifled with.” 

“ Denial is useless,” replied St. Real, bowing. 
Iam—” 

“ Perfectly,” replied the lady, cutting short 
his avowal of identity; “besides, it saves time. 
Remain here, M. le Baron,” she continued, ad- 
dressing De Sergy, who was retiring. “ Re- 
main here—this is an affair of honor, and you 
will serve as a witness.” 

“A witness |” 

“You may be aware, chevalier,” turning to 
St. Real, “that «gentleman has very recently 


insulted alady grossly. You happem to be the 
gentleman, I am the lady—” 

“ Believe me, madame—” 

“Not a word; one syllable to the Regent, 
and your head would have paid for the indiscre- 
tion. That, however, is not my mode of pro- 
cedure. I consider it useless to entrust to oth- 
ers what can be accomplished by one’s self.” 

“Then, madame, you desire—” 

“ Satisfaction for the outrage you committed 
last night. A triffe will satisfy me.” 

“Name it, madame.” 

“ Your life,” with great determination. 

“T have every desire in the world to gratify 
you, madame; but, unfortunately, what you set 
so small a value upon, is highly important to 
me. I cannot, therefore, yield it without 
resistance.” 

“T have no inclination to fell you at one blow. 
A duel is the better plan.” 

“ Fight with a lady !”” 

“O, give yourself no anxiety on that score. 
You will find me a match for a man.” 

“Tam overwhelmed by the honor you design 
for me, but J really am afraid of hurting you.” 

“Don’t be alarmed, I beg. If it will heighten 
your confidence in me, allow me to inform you 
that I studied under St. George; and Madame 
Villars, the heroine of that famous duel with 
the Marquise de Nesle, is my pupil. I may also 
as well tell you that this very morning I pinked 
her three times, after having disarmed Madame 
Polignac, who possesses the steadiest nerves and 
the quickest eye in the kingdom.” 

As the fair Amazon concluded, she clapped 
her hands, and Nicoli entered with two swords, 
one of which she took. 

“My feelings have undergone a change,” re- 
marked the chevalier ; “ your account has forci- 
bly impressed me. Sappose you kill me ?” 

“Tconfidently count on s0 doing,” replied 
his antagonist, carelessly flourishing her sword. 

“ Bat permit me to argue—” 

“ Argue!” sneered the lady. “TI fear I have 
made a mistake. Your reluctance shows you 
to be only a lacquey, and not the Chevalier 
St. Real.” 

“ A lacquey!” cried the chevalier, bitterly. 

“ Yes, yes, madame; he endeavored to per- 
suade me that he is that gentleman, but his cow- 
ardice proves the faleehood,” said De Sergy. 

“ You are right, baron; it does, indeed. Ha, 
ha! and I wished to fight this drudge!” 

“ Ha, ha! a pretty impostor!” 

“Drudge! impostor!” mattered St. Real, 
with flashing eyes. 

“T'll work him up to.it yet,” thought the en- 
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raged fair one, marking his agitation. Then 
aloud— You must have been terribly fright- 
ened, my poor fellow.” 

“Come on, madame!” cried the chevalier, 
seizing the remaining sword from Nicoli, who 
hastily quitted the room. “Come on, I don’t 
wish your pity.” 

“(At last, it is well.) Guard!” 

A short and spirited contest ensued. 
Real then obliged her to retreat. 

“You will perceive, madame, that I am not a 
lacquey, but a gentleman.” 

“On my honor, he fights very well,” ad- 
mitted the Indy, stopping to recover from 
exhaustion. 

They resumed the conflict, and St. Real dis- 
armed her. 

“Ah!” she cried, falling on to a seat. “If I 
had any doubts of his courage, I am now snffi- 
ciently satisfied. What strength you possess !” 

“A woman cannot fairly test it. The baron 
shall now develop it still further.” 

And advancing to De Sergy, he forced a 
sword into his shrinking hand. 

“Eh! fight?” cried the latter, retreating. 
“No, no—thank you. I'll be content with an 
apology.” 

“ Never! Come, don’t waste the time.” 

“ Then J’ll make you one.” 

“Trefuse to receive it. Defend yourself, or 
T’ll impale you on the spot.” 

“ Bravo! bravo! Ha, ha!” cried madame, 
applauding. 

St. Real now fought the baron, who defended 
himself clumsily, and when the chevalier at 
length pinked him on the shoulder, he ex- 
claimed; ‘‘ Enough, enough! I'm wounded !” 

“Then honor is satisfied,” said St. Real, 
wiping his sword, ‘and I know you for a miser- 
able coward. Will you deign, madame,” ad- 
vancing to the lady, “to forgive that blow given 
by mistake ?” 

“ You are fully forgiven,” she replied, taking 
off her mask, and revealing the features of his 
ci-devant mistress. 

“ My aunt!” 

“The marquise!” exclaimed both gentlemen, 
simultaneously. ; 

“Yes, chevalier, the marquise now, but once 
that same little Florine of whom you spoke to- 
day.” 

“Ts it possible that the Marquise de Coran- 
deuil is the identical Florine I loved at St. Ger- 
mains?” 

' “The very one,” said madame, playfally, 
“with additions and improvements too numer- 
ous to specify.” 


St. 
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“It is like a wild dream. And how concern- 
ing that officer of dragoons and England?” 

“ All a malicious invention of your aunt to 
drive me out of your mind.” 

“Instead of which, it almost drove me out of 
my own. Bat tell me of that blow the other 
night ; ‘I am still in the dark.” 

« “T was the recipient.” 

“ Ten thousand pardons, dearest Flora, for so 
I shall now call you. Theberon has been so 
kind as to take me-tnto his cotffidence and relate 
the circumstances of your marriage, and I am 
aware you are now the ‘most ‘charming of 
widows.” ms 

“ But she need not be so any longer—I offer 
her my hand,” eagerly interposed De Sergy. 

“Take care you don’t get my foot in ex- 
change,” retorted St. Real, flinging the money 
offered as presents at De Sergy. ‘There are 
your bribes, old man.” 

“ And do you love the marqnise a8 you once 
did Florine ?” 

“ With my entire soul ; and singularas it may 
appear, it strikes me that Iam greatly indebted 
to that very blow last evening; for it has re- 
stored my lost Florine to my arms.” 

“Bat, aunt, you are not going to marry this 
man?” . 

“Whom you yourself presented. You will 
be more careful in fatare, I trust, in the selection 
of your servants, lest in offering me a pebble, 
you find it proves a pearl. As for you, cheva- 
lier, I will only say that I’ve no wish to be se- 
vere upon what, after all, was but a striking 
proof of your regards. And, since by sach an 
ingenious method you discovered me, we'll 
agree to call ita lucky hit, and let the matter 
pass.” 








GATHERING FRUIT BY MACHINERY. 


William Doty, of South Hartford, N. Y., has 
invented an apparatus for gathering and sorting 
apples. The apples are shaken from the tree 
by a pole made to grasp the limb. As they fall, 
they are caught by an inclined cloth, stretched 
on a frame, through an opening i which they 
pass to a grating that retains the larger apples, 
which are drawn through a spout into bags or 
barrels. The smaller apples drop gently ona 
lower grating—through which the sticks, leaves 
and other foreign substances can pass and allow 
the apples to roll down # spout. Should the 
apple not be very regular in ite form, it will not 
roll from the grating, but will stay upon it to be 
removed by hand; thus the apparatus will only 
deliver such apples as are marketable, and divide 
them into sizes fit for the same. This invention 
will interest our fruit cultivators, as it is one of 
the most difficult of things to gather apples so as 
to havethem fit for long keeping.—Rural New 
Yorker. 
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SUMMER DREAMS. 





BY MES. DELIA E. CADWELL. 





‘The summer fs here, and I’m dreaming 
Of little brown cot fur away, 

‘That stands where the apple tree’s branches 
With sunbeams are ever at play. 

Where the clambering vines fall of blossoms 
Have covered each window and door, 

And the breese rusties softly among them, 
Or plays on the white sanded floor. 


I hear the low murmur of waters,— 
*Tis the brook in the shadowy vale, 
‘That forever to listening pebbles 
Is telling its musical tale. 
‘The busy bees hum low and drowsy, 
As they nestle the roses among; 
And the bird by its home in the lilse, 
Is teaching its nestling a seng. 


‘The fragrance of white clover blossoms 
Comes up from each meadow and les, 

And the orchard #0 deep clothed in shadow, 
Is cool as @ grotto could be. 

The sky there was always far bluer 
My childish eye rested upon; 

And the clouds intermixed with the asure 
‘Were white as the breast of s swan. 


Alas! that 90 sunny a picture 2 
Bhould be clouded by sadness or care; 

Yet tell me, 0, summer breese, tell me, 
Do the dear ones I left linger there? 

Can thelr bowed forms be seen In the garden, 
Or out on the dim, dusty way? 

Are they still sitting down by the hearthstone, 
Or through the green lane do they stray? 


And the summer breeze sighs as it murmurs, 
“ Ab, long, weary miles have I flown, 

To tell you both forms from the cottage 
With heavy hearts long since have gone! 

For one to the churchyard was carried, 
‘With death's silent seal on his brow, 

. And the other went forth among strangers, 

T cannot tell where she fs now! 


T have traversed the mountain and valley, 
To bring you « breath of the flowers, 
‘Though no kind hand is left there to train them 
Like that of the long ago hours! 
‘The bee from the red rose’s bosom. 
‘Its surfeit of sweetness still takes, 
And the chirp of the bird by the window 
‘The dreary monotony breaks! 


The brook ripples on—but more softly, 
‘The meadow is fragrant and green, 

And the clouds in the sky are as snowy, 
‘The riftings of azure between! 

But I’ve found you afar from the roof-tree, 
In this dusty and busy old town, 

To say, those you loved, and who loved you, 
From the cottage forever have gone!”” 





In all countries where nature does the most, 
man does the least; and where she does but 
litle, there we shall find the utmost acme of hu- 
man exertion. 
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BY ANNA M. CARTER. 





“How dare you insult me, Charles, by men- 
tioning such a thing? I ever give my consent 
to your marriage with Adrianna Seroni! You 
know better. Do you think Iam insane? An- 
swer, do you think I am insane ?” 

“No, sir, bat—” 

“TI wish for no remarks. There is insanity 
somewhere, and if it isn’t me it must be you.”” 

“I wish to say—” 

“Say nothing. I am speaking. Let’s con- 
sider the state of the case. You, Carlos Cas- 
talez, only con of the wealthy, proud Don Pedro 
Castalez, wish to marry Adrianna Seroni, only 
daughter of old Pietro Seroni, the beggarly mac- 
caroni vender. Pretty good. Pretty good. I 
have stated it fairly, have I not ?” 

“ Yes, sir, you have understood me perfectly.” 

“Now, you wigh my answer?” 

“ Yes, sir.”” 

« Are you impatient?” 

“Only moderately so.” 

“Glad to hear it. Here is my answer. By 
the Holy Virgin, I'l disown, disinherit you if 
you marry her.” 

“It is my present intention to do so.” 

“ Then, it is my present intention to disinherit, _ 
curse you. By—” 

“Stay, sir! withhold your curse till the right 
time. It is a bitter, fearful thing to incur a 
father’s curse. If you can show me any good, 
solid reason why I should not marry her I will 
give her up.” 

“ Well spoken, Charles. You are not as in- 
sane as I thought for.” 

“ Remember, sir; unless you can prove to me 
that she is wanting in principle and proper maid- 
en modesty, I hold the same mind, for I love 
her.” 

“Fool! Have you ever spoken to her!” 

“Never, save to wish her good day as I passed 
her on the stairs or in the hall.” 

“Then you cannot say you love her. No 

man can love a woman save he knows her voice, 
has hung enraptured on her words, has touched 
her hand. But to business. I have many ob- 
jections to set before you. She is poor, of low 
family—a char-woman by necessity. Why, man, 
the idea is preposterous! My son marry @ char- 
woman! Tush! the boy’s demented.” 
. “You have told me nothing I didn’t know be- 
fore. My resolve is taken. I shall win her if I 
can, for though Ihave never converaed with her 
I have heard her voice and know her well.” 
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“Go your ways, but T tell you look to me 
for—” 

“ Hush, father, that is ber step. Your picture 
looks finely, sir;” and when the door opened 
Charles Castalez was sitting looking admitingly 
at a large picture resting on an easel, while Don 
Castalez busied himself with arranging the paints 
upon his palette. 

The door opened, admitting the figure of a 
young girl, beautiful as a picture, and almost 
like a picture she looked as she stood for a mo- 
ment waiting in the doorway undecided whether 
to enter or not. Her figure was tall and slender, 
though exquisitely proportioned, and her face 
was perfectly beautiful, a face that once seen 
would never be forgotten, would be remembered 
for years in dreams like an angel’s. Ata signal 
from Don Castalez, Adrianna Seroni entered the 
room and began her customary duties of arrang- 
ing the room, which she did neatly and skilfully. 
Charles Castalez lingered for alittle while appa- 
rently utterly regardless of the yoang girl, but 
the large mirror over the mantel-piece reflected 
every motion, every change of feature, then 
sauntered slowly from the room. When he was 
gone, Adrianna seated herself on a low stool be- 
side her master, and busied herself with grinding 
the colors for the painter. She ground patient 
ly, but her eyes were constantly fixed upon the 
growing picture before her. ‘Thus two hours 
passed away. Adrianna’s task at last ended, 
she rose to go. As she laid her hand upon the 
door, Don Castalez spoke = 

“J wish to speak a word to you. Here is 
what I owe you, and from to-day T shall need 
you no longer. You have been faithful, and I 
dislike to part with you. If in time tocome I can 
aid you to obtain another situation I will do so.” 

The young girl turned pale as the painter 
spoke, but took the money extended to her, and 
with murmured thanks left the room and the 
house. 


«What ails you, child?” asked old Pietro Se- 
roni, as with slow, spiritless step, Adrianna en- 
tered ‘their humble dwelling. The girl looked 
up with a sad smile and attempted to answer 
cheerfully, though her eyes filled with tears as 
she said : 

“Nothing much, dear father. Don Castalez 
does not need my services—I am discharged. 
Now I must, till something else is found to do, be 
a burden upon you.” 

“Never mind that, dear child. We can get 
along nicely. Now let’s think of something else. 
If ill luck came to you, good luck has come to 
me. Ihave let the little attic.” 





“Jet the attic, father?” 

“Yes, yes. Call you not that good luck?” 

“Surely. But who lias hired it? Tam curious 
to know, dear father.” 

“Sit down to your supper, dear child, and TL 
tell you. Ihave let it to a young man, & well- 
favored fellow—an artist I think he said he was.” 

« An artist, father !” and the young girl looked 
up with a beaming face. “Then I am not 
wholly wretched, for I can sometimes catch a 
glimpse of a picture.” 

“ Silly child! Sometimes? Every day, for 
you are to take charge of his room. Your face 
brightens now, Adrianna. Your heart is light— 
keep it so, child.” 

‘Together the father and danghter sat convers- 
ing till the warm, golden twilight faded, and the 
city sunk to rest. Then they also sought their 
pillows—old Pietro to sink into a deep slumber, 
but Adrianna laid awake, weaving visions of fu- 
ture happiness. Adrianna had a soul for art, an 
eye for color, and her greatest aim, ambitio® for 
the future, was to learn to paint. The walls of 
her little white-washed room bore evidence of her 
genius, Every stray piece of paper was covered 
with sketches, landscape and figures. 

With the dawn Adrianna rose, her heart throb- 
bing with impatience to begin her new duties ; 
and in justice to her, be it said, that no thought 
of the artist mingled with her desire, she wished 
only to look on the’ pictures. Adrianna had 
cleared away the remains of their fragal break- 
fast and arranged the little room neatly, and 
taking her sewing seated herself at the little lat- 
tice, when she started at hearing a knock at the 
door, a sound very rarely heard there, for the 
daughter of Pietro, the maccaroni seller, had few 
visitors. With a slight feeling of nervousness, 
she arose and opened the door. Before her stood 
a young man, dressed very coarsely, but with in- 
finite neatness. The young man removed his 
hat with great respect, and anxious to relieve the 
embarrassment he saw the girl labored under, 
spoke: 

« J was told that signora would be at my ser- 
vice to help me in the management of my room. 
If not engaged, I would like to avail myself of 
her assistance now.” 

“Jam ready directly,” and with a light step 
the young girl followed her lodger up stairs. The 
room was scantily furnished, but heaped on the 
floor lay a confused mass of things—tin easels, 
palettes, frames, casts, canvasses and sundry 
other things necessary to the artist. With sin- 
gular grace, dexterity and cheerfulness, Adrian+ 
na began to put the room jn order, the young 
man, Henri Calotin, merely looking on or giv- 
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ing directions where eertain things should be 
placed. With her eyes drinking in everything, 
Adrianna Isbored. As she unpacked picture af- 
ter picture, and hung them on the little low walls, 
her eye sparkled, but when Henri Calotin, open- 
ing a case, gave into her hands a beautiful gem 
by Rapheel, she could not repress an exclama- 
tion of admiration. The young man addressed 
some conversation to her then for the first time. 

“ You are fond of pictures ?” 

“ Yes, signor.”” 

“ Have you seen many {” 

“Not very many. For nearly a year I per- 
formed for Don Castalez the same services I am 
to render you. He had a number of pictures.” 

“ Yes, yes, I know that don. He paints but 
indifferently well. Among those pictures on the 
left is one of his. Can you, think yon, tell me 
which ?” 

Adrianna paused a moment, then with a deep 
blush, pointed to a small sunset scene, saying 
mo@estly, “Iam but a poor, uneducated girl, 
but I think I know his color and touch.” 

“You are right. You have a correct eye. 
Now tell me, signora, which you consider the 
finest of all these pictures here.” 


Withont a moment’s hesitation, Adrianne tarn-. 


ed towards the young man the gem of Raphsel’s, 
which ehe still held in her hand. The yoang 
man smiled, and after a few casual remarks, al- 
lowed the young girl to go her ways. 

With a light step and beating heart Adrianna 
descended the little narrow stairs, She had seea 
agem by Raphael. In her heart lived the beau- 
tiful litde picture, scarcely more than a study, 
still beautiful in grace and coloring. With face 
finshed and head bent down, Adrianna drew, 
and very many artists now would be proud of 
her quick touch and accurate memory. 

Day after day rolled by and Adrisana dwelt 
in her world of pictures, The new lodger proved 
himself a modest, unassuming person, apparent- 
ly intent only on his art. One day coming sud- 
denly back to his room, he found Adrianna eeat- 
ed in rapt attention before a picture, while a 
piece of paper in her lap attested the fact: that 
fingers as well as eyes had been busy. The 
young girl rose in the utmost confusion when 
Henri entered. He pitied her embarrassment, 
and to give her time to recover her self-posses- 
aion, the young man stooped and picked up the 
pictare or sketch, which in her sudden rising, she 
hed allowed to fall on the floor unheeded. No 
sooner did his eyes rest upom the paper than he 
exclaimed : 

“ Who drew this ?” 

“I did, signor. I meant not to have it seen. 
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Please forgive the liberty I took in copying your 
pictare.”” 

“ Signora Adrianna—” ami he paused, while 
the girl, misunderstanding the cause of the stop, 
hastened to-say: 

“Pardon me. Let the beauty and grace of 
the picture be my excuse for my presumption.” 

“0, you understand not my meaning. My 
pause was one of astonishment not displeasure. 
You shall be an artist. In this rough sketch 
there is skill and genius.” 

“O, signor, you laugh at me.” 6 

“Upon my honor, no. Where learned you to 
draw so boldly and well?” 

“In my own room.” 

““ Who was your teacher ?”” 


“Thad none. At night I have endeavored to 
draw from memory such pictures as I saw in the 
day time.” 

“ You have more, then ?” 

“ Yes, signor.” 

“Go bring them to me instantly. I must see 
them.” 


Wondering at the young man’s manner, bat 
still obedient, Adrianna soon placed before the 
young artist the little rough sketches she had 
made from time to time. Henri Calotin’s eyes 
grew bright with wonder as he gazed at the an- 
mistakable proofs of more than ordinary talent. 
Adrianna watched with a beating heart the face 
of the young artist. At last he raised his head 
and spoke : 

Would you like to become an artist, Adrian- 
na?” ’Twas the first time that he had ever 
called her by her Christian name, and that, to- 
gether with the question, thrilled to her hoart. 
She paused, and the question was repeated. 

“I should like it,” answered the young girl, 
trembling with delight. 

“You shall. I will teach you.” 

“You, signor?” 

“Yes, yes. All I can will I teach you.” 

“You forget, signor, that we are very poor.” 

“T do not forget it. But that has nothing to 
do with the subject.” 

“Ah, Signor Calotin, it has more than you 
think. Gladly would I become your pupil but I 
cannot, for there is no money to pay for the les- 
sons.” And as Adrianna spoke her heart beat 
heavily with the thought that the glorious idea 
mast be given up. 

“Foolish girl, I ask no money. I will gladly 
teach you; proud to be the means of improving 
the wonderful talents God has given to you— 
talents, Adrianna, which many an artist here in 
this good city of Florence would be glad to 
possess.”” 
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So it was settled, and Adrianns. became a pa- 
pil of Henri Calotin—ay, a pupil who learned 
two lessons at once. Many an honr did the two 
paint side by side, Adrianna catching every sug- 
gestion with eagerness, and in an incredibly 
short space of time she equalled her master. 
Soon Adrianna learned what was not taught her 
—to love her master. Yes, the trath dawned 
upon her to herdespair. One day Henri Calotin 
came not to his studio, fur the little attic was used 
only for that purpose—he lodged elsewhere. The 
non-appearance of her master opened the eyes of 
the young girl. She knew then that love had 
crept into her heart unawares. For a long time, 
Adrianna sat that day, revolving upon the course 
to pursue. The only one before her was a pain- 
ful one, but with a firm, though aching heart, she 
resolved to follow that one, cost what it might. 
Late in the afternoon Henri Calotin appeared 
and summoned his pupil to take her accustomed 
lesson, and was surprised to find that Adrianna 
obeyed with a faltering step and downcast eyes. 
The lesson was got through with slowly and 
sadly. Henri wondered at tha want of interest 
in the hitherto enthusiastic pupil, and the pupil 
herself painted on, dreading the close. It came 
at last, and as she laid aside her brushes, Adrian- 
na spoke, and her voice though low was firm : 

“ Signor Calotin, I must now thank you for 
your kind instruction. Earnestly I wish it was 
in my power to repay you for your invaluable 
instruction, given so very kindly and cheerfally 
to a poor girl.” 

She paused and Henri looked up in wonder— 
wonder at the young girl's words and the grave 
manner, so different from her former light, merry 
tone. 

“ Adrianna has something more to say. Per- 
haps you aro tired of my instructions ?” 

“No.” 

“Ah! T have jt. You see that I can teach 
you but little more. You are desirous of seek- 
ing a better master.” 

Adrianna’s eyes filled with tears at the unmer- 
ited suspicion, but, making a violent effort, she 
controlled her feelings while she said, in a tone 
rendered hard and cold by the straggle : 

“Signor Calotin is unjust though right in one 
thing, which is, that these lessons must cease.” 

“ Wherefore ?” 

“The reason, pardon my seeming rudeness, I 
must reserve for myself. ’Tis neither because I 
am wearied with the lessons nor desire a better 
master.”” 

“Then why, Adrianna, give them up?” The 
question was asked in a gentle, pleading tone, 
which broke down the seeming coldness Adrian- 
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nahad guarded herself with. Her eyes filled’ 
with tears and her lips trembled, though by a 
violent effort the tears were held back and the 
voice kept firm. 

“Do not ask my reasons. Icannot give them, 
but I must give up my lessons. Heaven ‘bless 
you for your kindness. Farewell.” 

And as if daring to trust herself no farther, 
Adrianna was about to leave the room hastily, 
when her steps were arrested. A hand was laid 
gently and firmly on her arm, and one word was 
spoken which thrilled her very heart. 

“ Adrianna!” 

The girl paused, raised her eyes to the face of 
her young master, then covered “her own face 
with her hands. 

“Before you go away, Adrianna, you must 
hear me. You take with you all the sunshine. 
T love you and cannot live without you. Adri- 
anna, Adrianna, I love you—I love you. Will 
you not stay by me? Will you not be my wife? 
Adrianna, before you is the dvor—if you walk 
through it, I will read it as a sign that my hopes 
are vain; if you stay, you are mine. here is 
the door—go.”” 

“I would rather stay.” ‘ 

The words came low and timidly, and a deep 
blush overspread her face and neck. : 

“ Blessings rest on you, my darling Adrian- 
na!” And in a moment more she was clasped in 
the arms of Henri—held fast and kissed repeat- 
edly. 

The lessons went on unintorruptedly from that | 
hour; and many times did Henri raise his eyes 
from the canvass, to watch the beautiful girl as 
she sat painting beside him. 





“Ah! Adrianna, dearest, I’ve been to the ex- 
hibition to day,” said Henri, entering the room 
where Adrianna sat busily sewing. The girl 
raised her head and a bright smile spread over 
her face. 

“‘ Were you pleased, Henri?” she asked, while 
her lover took a seat beside her. 

“Pleased? It is glorious. I only got in by 
chance. Met Don Castalez, who insisted upon 
my accompanying him. To-morrow, dearest, 
you mast go. The collection is very fine, but 
the gem of the whole is a beautiful head—Faith— 
No. 508. The artisi’s name is not pat down in 
the catalogue. You will admire it.” 

“Perhaps not,” answered Adrianna, with a 
bright smile. 

“ You'll have to, for it is too exquisite. To- 
morrow, darling, you may see and judge for 
yourself.” 

To-morrow came, and with a beating, throl- 
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bing heart, Adrisnna went to the exhibition. It 
fully realized her expectations. Hall upon hall 
was filled with a collection of the choicest pic- 
tures which could be procured. Before the pic- 
ture of Faith, Adrianna paused. There was 
nothing about the picture to strike the attention. 
It was simply a female head, and part of the 
figure, just the shoulders and bust. The face 
was exquisite in color and expression. The hair 
fell in careless waves over the shoulders. The 
picture once looked at, had to be studied, to be 
gazed at again and again. Around the picture 
stood a number of people, most of them con- 
noisseurs in art, and various were the comments 
which Adrianna listened to. 

“ Henri, I rather like the picture, but I want to 
examine that Galetea. I’ve looked at this 
enough.” And so speaking, the young girl walked 
away, and soon went home. 

The next day, Adrianna and Henri were sit- 
ting together by the open window. Old Pietro 
Seroni entered the room with a paper in his hand. 

“ Well, well, my young artists. The judgment 
has passed and the prize has been awarded.” 

“To whom!” asked both the young people. 

“To the one who painted the ‘head called 
Faith—No. 508—name as yet unknown.” 

“ Henri!” 

That was the only sound—a sort of cry, and 
to the utmost horror of both men, Adrianna 
aank, fainting on the floor. Tenderly, Henri 
Calotin raised his fainting bride, bore her to her 
chamber, and, together with her father, used all 
the means in their power to restore Adrianna to 
her senses.- Their efforts were successful, and 
soon she was sitting up in bed speaking. 

“What was it, Adrianna, which caused you to 
faint?” tenderly asked Henri. 

“Yes, my daughter, what was it? a sudden 
pain?” 

“No, a sudden joy—joy too great to think of. 
Listen—TI painted the head of Faith, which has 
drawn the prize.” 

“You!” exclaimed old Pietro Seroni. 

“You!” reiterated Henri, dropping the litle 
hands he held. 

“Yes. I painted it. To you, dear Henri, all 
credit is due. O, how can I ever thank you— 
but for you this had never been—never been.” 

“Nay, dearest, no praise for me. Your own 
genius has brought you to this.” 

Not many hours passed before all Florence 
rung with the wonderful story. The picture 
deemed worthy of the prize by all the learned 
academicians, was painted by Adrianna Seroni, 
daughter of old Pietro Seroni, maccaroni ven- 
der! Was ever heard so strangea story? In 
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one short day the young girl was raised from 
obscurity to the pinnacle of fame, sought after 
and courted by all the nobles of the land. Crowds 
of artists and wealthy citizens thronged to the 
door of the hitherto almost deserted dwelling. 
Invitations of all kinds besieged the young girl, 
but one only was instantly replied to. That was 
from her old patron and master. Adrianna 
sought his studio as requested. 

A warm welcome awaited her from both father 
and son, who were together in the room. 

“Thave sent for you, Signora Seroni,’’ said 
the old man, “to ask you to look with favor upon 
the suit of my son, who loves you—who loved 
you when you were my little maid, known only 
as the daughter of the maccaroni seller.” 

“Yes, signora,” and the young man stepped 
forward—“ I love you, and—” 

“Pardon me, my lords,” said Adrianna, while 
she looked with dignity at the gentlemen before 
her, “I cannot listen to such words. I came 
here as requested, because J wished to thank doa 
Castalez for the instruction I gained while with 
him, I—” 

“T gave you none,” hastily interrupted the old 
man. 5 

“You gave me no lessons, Don Castalez, bat 
here in your studio watching you I first learned 
to draw and paint—from observation and from 
the remarks made to others I received my in- 
straction.” 

“Why scorn my son’s suit?” abruptly asked 
the painter. 

“ Because for many months I have been be- 
trothed to one Henri Calotin.” 

“Is be wealthy?” asked young Castalez, 
eagerly. 

“Is he noble?” as eagerly asked the father. 

“Neither the one nor the other,” answered the 
young girl. 

“Reflect, child,” said Don Castles. «My 
son offers you rank and wealth.® Break the base 
bonds made in yourobscarity. Become my son’s 
bride.” 

“ Signor, sach language is unworthy you. I 
love Henri Calotin, aud were he the veriest beg- 
gar in Florence, but honest and kind, I would 
marry him. What was I but day-before yester- 
day? Zhen, bad your son asked my hand in 
honorable marriage, you would have cursed him.” 

The old man bit his lips as he listened to those 
words, uttered in a firm tone, and Charles Cas- 
talez, with a mortified air and low bow, left the 
room. Again Don Castalez spoke : 

“ You are mistaken. I plead for my gon.”” 

Just as he was speaking the door opened, and 
Henri Calotin walked in. With a bright smile 
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Adrianna welcomed him ; then presented him to 
the olddon. Throwing aside his slouched cap 
and pulling off a pair of whiskers, Henri Calo- 
tin, pressing an arm round the waist of the as- 
tonished girl, thus spoke: 

“ Adrianna, when you were in my father’s 
studio I loved you. You leftand my heart sank, 
but I determined to win you. You know the 
rest. I love you dearly, and am only sorry that 
fame and fortune came to you before you were 
my wedded wife, for you may think but for that 
I would have played you false.” 

“ Hash ! hush, Henri, your words pain me. I 
love and trust, and thank fortune that you bring 
not to your father’s house an obscure, portionless 


bride.” 
ee + ______ 


MORMON TYRANNY. 


The New York Times Utah correspondent 
writes as follows :—‘“I informed you a week ago 
that the Townsend House, opened as a hotel by 
its owner, had been suddenly closed by Brig- 
ham’s order. Since then Heber C. Kimball has 
purchased the establishment and put an agent 
into it, under whose management it is in full 
blast. Townsend, who owned the property and 
several adjoining buildings, but had been fool 
enongh to ‘consecrate ’ it to the church, has been 
ordered away from the city for his temerity in 

jing it and taking Gentiles to board without 

righam’s consent. You are already aware, I 
suppose, that when a Mormon ‘consecrates’ his 

roperty, he makes a regular deed of it to’ Brig- 

1am as (to use the accustomed phrase here), 
‘ Trustee in trust for the church of Jesus Christ 
of Latter Day Saints.’ Thushe absolutely signs 
way all control over the property he has acquir- 
ed, and becomes a beggar the moment he dares 
resist the despotic will of his priestly superior ! 
Do you understand that these are solemn facts, 
incident to life in a Territory of the United States 
under the American Constitution, and in this 
nineteenth century ?”” 
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‘They never blister the tongue or lips. And 
we have never heard of one mental trouble 
arising from this quarter. Though they do not 
cost much, yet they accomplish much. They 
help one’s own gooid-natare and good will. Soft 
words soften our own soul. Angry words are 
fuel to the flame of wrath, and make the blaze 
more fierce. Kind words make other people 
good-natured. Cold words freeze people, and 
hot words scorch them, and bitter words make 
them bitter, and wrathful words make them 
wrathful. There is such a rush of all other 
kinds of words in our days, that it seems desir- 
able to give kind words a chance among them. 
‘There are vain words, and idle words, and hasty 
words, and spitetul words, and empty words, and 
profane words, and warlike words. Kind words 
also produce their own image on men’s souls. 
And a beautiful image it is. They soothe, and 
quiet, and comfort the hearer. They shame 
him out of his morose, unkind feelings.— Pascal. 
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THE VOICE OF JOSEPHINE. 





BY M. REBECCA OSBON. 





“The first applause of the French people.” said Napoleon, 
“sounded in my ears aweet as the voice of Josephine.” 
Sweet as the voice of Josephine, 
When in her flute-like tone, 
‘The gay and busy world shut out, 
‘The song for him alone. 
Or, when as evening hours drew nigh, 
She graced the festive hall; 
"He heard the music of her voice 
In common with them all. 


Sweet as the voice of Josephine, 
When she s0 swiftly sped 

To some poor peasant’s cot, 
And ecothed his dying bed. 

Or, when at early, blushing morn. 
Bhe turned her thoughts above, 

And breathed a boly prayer for him, 

Her gentle heart’s beat love. 


Bweet as the voice of Josephine, 
‘The fond, forsaken wife, 

‘The sharer of the joys and cares 
And sorrows of bis life. 

Sweet as her voice, who in her worse 
Than weary widowhood, 

Ever spoke of him who wronged her so 
As something pure and good. 


0, cruel fate! that one #0 true, 
So gifted, and 90 fair, 

Must, in this selfish world of ours, 
Sach disappointments bear. 

“ And esd it fs in griefs like this, 

O’er visions loved and lost, 

‘The truest and the tenderest heart 
Mast always suffer most.” 
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RY DAVID A. HARRISON. 

Couxr Atpert Canmrora died very sud- 
denly. There had been a grand hunt, a mag- 
nificent wild boar had been slain, and the exult- 
ant party came back to the grand old castle of 
Carmiols, to devote the remainder of the day, 
and the whole of the night, to eating, and drink- 
ing the exquisite old wines with which Count 
Albert’s cellar was stored. Wit and mirth had 
reached their height, wine flowed like water, and 
the spirits of all the company were high, when, 
seizing the huge, silver hunting cup, Count Al- 
bert rose to pledge the successful marksman, 
Count John Ernstein. A very handsome man 
was Count Albert, but a deep drinker, and one 
lost all sense ‘of his beauty in disgust for the 
face now so inflamed. High he raised the mas- 
sive goblet, but before he could utter a ingle 
word, a deadly paleness overspread his flushed 
face, the drinking cup dropped from his nerve- 
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less hand, and he fell forward with his tace on 
the table, dead, without a groan. His horror- 
track companions raised him up and strove to 
restore consciousness; but in vain. All was 
confasion in that banquet-hall, which a few min- 
utes before was the scene of such wild revelry 
and unbounded license. Sadly the company 
bore the body to an inner chamber, and then left 
the house. 

The Countess Carmiola was dead—dead long 
since—killed, it was reported, by the coldness 
and neglect of her husband, an imperious, bad- 
tempered man. She died, leaving one daughter, 
now about nineteen years old, who inherited all 
her mother’s beatity and gentleness, with just 
enough of her father’s haughty spirit to add 
piquancy to her manners. If Count Albert had 
been unkind to his wife, he could not be charged 
with treating his daughter, the lovely Lodoisks, 
fn the same harsh manner, for to her he was 
kind and indulgent, and it was with wild de- 
spair that the girl heard of her father’s sudden 
and awful death. . 

With all the pomp belonging to his rank, the 
remains of Count Albert Curmiola were laid to 
rest in the tomb of his ancestors, and with a sad 
heart, Lodoiska returned to her now desolate 
home, for her sole companion was her father’s 
maiden sister, Annie Carmiola, a lady of un- 
certain age, and still more uncertain temper. 
During the life-time of Count Albert, his sister, 
who always made it her home with him, had 
litle opportunity to give way to the haughty, 
imperious temper she possessed, and which, 
joined to insufferable pride and affectation, ren- 
dered her an unpleasant companion. Fearing 
her brother, she curbed her own haughty spirit, 
and appeared a quiet, rather silly woman. The 
count left a will, giving two-thirds of his prop- 
erty tohis daughter, and the remaining third to 
his sister Annic, whom he appointed Lodoiska’s 
guardian, until she should marry. 

But a few menths had passed since the mel- 
ancholy death of the count, befure Lodoiska felt 
the full weight of her aunt’s imperious will. 
Wanting in beauty and fascination herself, Annie 
Carmiola could only look on her charming niece 
with jealous, envious eyes, and soon began to 
curtail her proper liberties. Almost like a nun 
the beautiful girl was kept—secing very little 
company, rarely going out even to ride, unless 
accompanied by her detested aunt.» Feeling the 
loss of her father very deeply, Lodoiska sub- 
mitted quietly and unmarmuringly to the au- 
thority of her aunt—desiring only to be left to her 
painting, music and reading. So quietly had 
Lodoiska obeyed all commands and restrictions 
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put upon her, that Annie Carmiola began to 
feel herself surely the mistress. 

One day Lady Annie drew a chair beside that 
of her niece, and in a commanding voice, said : 

“ Lodoiska, you are to regard the Count Ar- 
mand Kardozag as your fature husband.” 

‘The words wore abrupt, and the information 
they conveyed far from pleasing. The young 
girl raised her head with a sudden start. 

“What did you say, Aunt Annie ?” 

“This day you will receive Count Armand 
Kardozag as your future husband.” 

“By whose authority 1” 

“By mine.” 

“Impossible,” answered Lodoiska, quietly. 
And she resumed her embroidery as if the affair 
was settled beyond dispute. 

Lady Annie looked at her niece with astonish- 
ment. Was it possible that she dared dispute 
her will So astonished was she that she could 
not speak for a few seconds. At last, she foand 
voice to say : 

“Impossible? Impossible *” 

“Yes, quite impossible. And now we will 
drop a subject quite unpleasant to me, if you 
please.” 

“I don’t please, miss. I will have you under 
stand that Ido not recognize the impossibil- 
ity. You will receive the count, as I informed 
you.” 

“T will not!” 

“ Diana!” exclaimed the infuriated woman. 
“T can scarcely credit my ears. You—will—re- 
ceive—the—Count Kardozag—when—he—pre- 
sents—himself !”” 

“T will receive htm when he comes, but as to 
returning a favorable answer to his suit, I shall 
do no such thifg. My answer will be a point 
blank refusal.” 

“ You are not called upon, miss, to give any 
answer. I have given him my promise. You 
have only to receive him politely.” 

Which I shall not do. How dare the low, 
depraved, debauched libertine and gambler to 
aspire to my hand ?” 

“ Sach terms, Lodoiska, applied to the man 
whom I have chosen for your fature husband, 
are highly unbecoming and insulting, if not to 
him, to myself. I expect him every moment, so 
you may as well prepare to receive him calmly, 
and not show such evident and unmistakable 
signs of ill temper.” 

“T will show no ill-temper, as you call my just 
indignation, bata proper spirit. I bave sub- 
mitted too long to your imposition’, and now, 
you have to learn that the daughter of Count 
Albert Carmiola possesses some of his spirit.” 
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Lodoiska had scarcely done speaking, when a 
servant announced the Count Kardozag, and in 
& moment he was ushered in. Lady Annie rose 
to receive him, giving him a warm welcome, but 
Lodoiska, raising her head, bowed with chilling 
hauteur, and then resumed her work. With 
a quick, admonishing glance at her niece, the 
enraged aunt placed a chair for the count near 
her own and equally near that of Lodoiska. 
The count accepted the seat, and addressed the 
girl before him : 

“Lady Lodoiska, your aunt, the amiable Lady 
Annie, an ornament to her sex, gives me to un- 
derstand that you are ready and happy to see 
me to-day.” 

“ As ready and as happy now as ever,” was 
the ungracious reply, delivered in freezing tone 
and manner. 

“Ah! eh!” ejaculated the count, struck by 
the haughty air of the girl. ‘ You are sarcastic. 
How is this? Your aunt led me to beliove that 
you looked with favorable eyes on my suit—nay, 
that all was positively settled.” And the count 
rose in great rage. 

“ Yon are right—she does, she does,” said the 
faithless woman, rising in her tarn, and laying 
her hand on the count’s arm. “Do not mind 
what she says, for the dear girl is in one of her 
odd fits when she speake without thinking.” 

“ Your pardon, aunt, and yours, too, sir count, 
if I contradict the statement just made. It is 
no mere whim that induces me to treat you as I 
have done. My aunt made you rash promises 
which she cannot fulfil.” 

“ How is that, minx ? 
lawfal guardian.” 

“That I know to my sorrow; but, thank 
Hyaven, I can guard my own happiness, and in 
order to do so I respectfully, decidedly, refuse to 
listen to Count Kardozag’s suit.” 

“Death and fiends!” exclaimed the count, 
springing towards the young girl as if he meant 
to seize her. “Dare you say that to my face, 
Lady Lodoiska ?” 

“ Ay, and do not make me forget by your own 
actions the fact that I strive to shut my eyes 
upon, that Iam dealing with one who can lay 
no claim to the title of gentleman.” 

Annie Carmiola did what Count Kardozag 
could scarcely refrain from doing—she seized 
the young girl rudely by the arm. 

“ Retract, Lodoiska, your unlady-like, insult- 
ing words, and receive the count as your future 
husband.” 

Quickly removing her aunt’s hand from her 
arm, Lodoiska, drawing her tall form haughtily 
up, spoke coldly and deliberately, and as she 
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did so the count acknowledged to himself 
her beauty, and felt more determined than ever 
to make her his own. 

“ Aunt, my answer is unchangeable. I refuse 
to have anything whatever to say to Count Kar 
dozag, whom I neither like nor even respect, and 
consider that he does me an incalculable injury 
by proffering such a euit, when his base, unworthy 
character is so well known. I have nothing 
further to say, save that you, Count Kardozag, 
are at liberty, nay, are requested to retire, and if 
that request is not complied with on the instant, 
I shall summon a servant. No, to spare you 
that alternative, I retire myself, with the adme 
nition that if ever you seek to enter this house 
again, on any pretext whatever, yeu will be 
turned from the door.” And with the step of 
an empress the justly incensed girl walked from 
the apartment, leaving the plotters standing look- 
ing at each other in speechless rage. 

A few minutes they stood thus, then seating 
themselves, they talked long and earnestly in 
whispers. The conference ended, Lady Annie 
hastily attiriag herself, ordered her carriage, and 
accompanied by the base count, set off on some 
mission. 

Lodoiska sat in her room, vainly striving to 
quell the angry and fearful thoughts that passed 
through her mind. She knew Count Kardorag 
asa bold, bad man, and her aunt for a vain, 
scheming woman, and now that she was alone, 
she felt that the affair was not so easily ended, 
and trembled with the thoughts of the misery 
her scornful, bitter words would probably occa- 
sion. Full well she felt that she had made an 
enemy of the count, and with a beating heart 
Lodoiska resigned herself to wait for the end, 
which was sooner in arriving than she thought 
for. 

Three hours after the above related scene, 
Lady Annie Carmiola, with an exultant smile 
on her face, entered the room where, sad and ap- 
prehensive, Lodoiska sat, vainly endeavoring to 
fix her attention on a book before her. 

“Now, rebellious girl, we shall see who will 
triumph!” And Lady Annie held a paper be- 
fore the eyes of the poor girl. The seal caught 
her eye, and with pale lips, and her voice trem- 
bling in spite of herself, she asked : 

“ What have you there, aunt?” 

“0, nothing much, only a command signed 
and sealed by Arch-duke John, compelling you 
to receive Count Armand Kardozag as your fa- 
ture husband. Your answer now, proud girl ?” 

“I must obey.” : 

Lodoiska rose and left the room, to fling her- 
self in an agony of tears upon her bed. But 
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ashe was not a weak girl to sit and weep when 
anything was to be done. Springing up, she 
bathed her face with cold water and removed all 
traces of emotion from her face, then dressing 
herself in robes of elegant deep black, she left 
the room. At the parlor door she paused irres- 
olute—then opened it. 

“ Aant, after 60 much agitation, I need exer- 
cise. I goto ride.” The door closed, and she 
mattered as she went down the stairs, “ay, I 
can try my power, too, and if I fail, I will leave 
my native land.” 

It is necessary to inform my readers that a few 
weeks before the events just narrated transpired, 
Lodoiska had plighted her faith toa handsome, 
noble-hearted young man, Count Victor Ern- 
stein. This was a secret; for both felt that the 
hatred which Annie Carmiola bore the young 
count would lead hee to do all in her power to 
separate them and destroy their happiness. 





Sitting in his dining-hall was the Arch-dake 
John, of Austria. On the table before him was 
a chess-board and a huge, golden goblet filled to 
the brim with his favorite wine, the - genial Jo- 
hannisberger. Arch-duke John wasa very singu- 
lar, brave, and generous man—high-spirited and 
imperious, he at times governed with gentleness, 
dat often with the sway of a despot. He was 
an inveterate chess-player — every leisure mo- 
ment was devoted to the study and practice of 
the game. Indeed, one room of his palace was 
marked off in squares, and on that extensive 
board he played games, using human, living be- 
ings for chess:men. A door opened, and the 
chamberlain informed the duke that a lady de- 
sired to speak with him on business of impor- 
tance. Would she be admitted? The duke 
gave a sign of assent. The door closed and 
opened again ina few moments to admit a lady. 
When the door had again closed, and the lady 
found herself alene with the duke, she knelt 
before him. 

“ Lay aside your veil, which completely con- 
eeals your features. We like not to receive 
prayers or petitions from one afraid or ashamed 
to show her face,” said the prince, gravely. 
With a gesture in which pride and fear were 
mingled, the veil was thrown back, disclosing the 
beautiful features of Lodoiska Carmiola. Prince 
John could scarcely repress a start of astonish- 
ment and admiration as he looked at the extra- 
ordinary beauty of the face before him. 

“ Ab, whom have we here ?” 

“(A poor girl who asks fur mercy and pro- 
tection—Lodoiska Carmiola.”” 

“The name methinks I have heard. Aha! 
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but now we gave a written order for your mar- 
riage. What brings you here, fair lady 1” 

“ Despair!” And the beautiful head drooped. 

“Like you not your future spouse? Methinks 
we heard you did.” 

“Nay, sire. A base, unprincipled man is 
Count Kardozag. I prefer death to a life with 
him.” 

“Is hatred for his character the sole reason 
for your disinclination to wed him?” Aad the 
duke bent his dark eyes upon the face hefore him. 

A deep blush for a moment spread over the 
pale face of the girl, adding another charm, as 
she said : 

“To you, my prince, may the trath be told, 
I love, and am betrothed to another—Count 
Victor Ernstein.” 

“ We know him—a brave soldier and a faith- 
fal subject. I fear, Lady Lodoiska, you have 
come too late,”” said the arch-duke, in his perplex- 
ity laying aside the “we.”  Scarcely an hour 
ago I signed a paper enforcing your aunt's 
wishes, 

“ Alas, I know it. For the love of Heavea 
recall, annal it. Save me from such a fate!” 

Prince Jobo leaned back in his chair in deep 
thought. The sight of her distress troubled the 
really kind hearted duke. Suddenly he raised 
his head, while a smile spread over his fuce. 

“T see it all now. I cannot take back my 
promise, but will half retract, and the matter 
shall be decided by a game of chess. Yes, ye, 
Duke Albert Ceortkow shall be my opponent, 
Count Kardozag shall be king of the red ches 
men, yourawntthequeen. You, Lodoiska, shell 
be queen of the white men, and your betrothed, 
Count Victor Ernstein, shall be your castle. In 
my chess-room with human beings J will play: 
If the red king be checkmated, you are free, if 
not—” 

“God help me!” exclaimed the despeiring 
Lodoiska, almost involantarily. 

The cry excited the rage of the imperices 
duke, who asked with a fierce scowl! in his face: 

“How—doubt you our skill? The game is 
ours, of course, and you are free to wed whom- 
soever you please. If we lose, you must abide 
by the command given to your aunt. We hare 
decided. You may retire.” 

With a heavy heart, Lodoiska left the bell. 
Was this the prince 80 proud of his jaetice— 
settle such a question by a petty game of ches, 
wherein one false move and all might be lost! 
There was nothing left but to wait patiealy + 
issue of the game, praying to Heaven that the 
prince might be victorious. 

All Vienna rung with the strange story. Few 
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knew what the question was, but all knew that 
a question of great importance was to be settled 
by Arch-dake John by a game of chess, in which 
living human beings were to take the part of 
ehess-men. Tho day before the one appointed 
for the singular game, Lodoiska sought an in- 
terview with Duke Csortkow. She was shown 
into an elegantly furnished apartment, and there 
the duke came to receive her. 

“Tam the Lady Lodoiska Carmiola, to decide 
whose fate you play a game of chess with Prince 
John.” 

“ How can I serve you !” 

“By playing as poorly as possible—by losing 
the game.” 

“That cannot be. Prince John knows that I 
play well, and should I fail in my usual skill, 
and give him an undue advantage, it would ruin 
all.” 

“ The fame of your playing is spread through 
the kingdom, but the most skilful may make one 
false move. I will give you anything you ask, 
Duke Czortkow, if you will lose the game.” 

“All I ask ?” said the duke, bending his eyes 
upon the bewitching girl before him. 

“T said all you asked,” hanghtily answered the 
girl, rising, “‘trasting to your honor as a gentle- 
man to ask nothing beyond my power to give.” 

“Well then, suppose I ask for yourself—your 
own fair self?” 

One lighting glance, and Lodoiska walked 
proudly to the door. There she paused: 

“The world speaks of Duke Czortkow asa 
gentleman. I know him now. Play the game 
as skilfally as you can, I neither expect nor wish 
anything from you.” 

She howed and was gone. Had Lodoiska 
been witness to an interview between Duke 
Czortkow and Count Kardozag, she would have 
waited the end of the game. Duke Crortkow 
was gambler, and the large sum of money 
offered him by his friend, Count Kardozag, made 
him anxious to win the game. 

It was a bright though singular scene which 
the room in the palace presented. The strange 
floor marked off in squares of black and white. 
Thirty-two of these squares were occupied by 
people in rich dresses. The prince had played 
games before, but never with such great prepara- 
tions. The figures were dressed like chess-men 
—one set in red, the other in white. Lodoiska 
looked very beautiful in her dress of white satin 
and velvet, and crown of diamonds and pearls, 
though her face was deadly pale. The game 
began, and was carried on in silence. At first, 
Lodoiska tried to follow the moves made by the 
figures, but at length sho tarned her face away, and 
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lowered her eyes. Fo herit seemed a vast space 
of confusion, that chess-boarl—and she sighed 
to think that the eecentric prince had not chosen 
to decide it by a game played on a table with in- 
animate pieces of ivory. The peculiar game 
was for her interest, for the prince, accustomed to 
play on such a large scale, was never confused, 
while his opponent made several false moves. This 
Lodoiska knew not, and was blindly sent from one 
end of the board to the other. Hour after hour the 
game was carried on, till the poor chess-men were 
ready to sink with fatigae. Lodoiska was al- 
most in a fainting condition, and leaning ina 
very unqueenly manner upon a knight who oc- 
cupied the next square, when she was obliged to 
move. This she did mechanically, past minding 
how the game went, when a loud voice exclaimed 
exultantly : 

“ Check mated !”” 

The game was decided then. With a wild 
glance, Lodoiska looked up and gasped out: 

“ Which king, red or white 1” 

“The red king.” 

Lodoiska heard the answer, and felt she was 
saved. Reaction followed, and she fainted from 
fatigue and anxiety. A long while she lay in 
deathlike stillness, almost as white as her dress ; 
but recovering she saw Prince John and Victor 
Ernstein bendiag over her. As soon as she was 
able to sit up, the prince spoke to her. 

“The game is finished, and the priest stands 
ready even now to unite you to the man of your 
choice, of whom we approve. In consideration 
of the pain and anxiety we have made you bear, 
in fatherly love and care we will take it upon us 
to give you away.” 

Banishing the nataral shrinking she felt, fear- 
ing another misfortune, Lodoiska stood up, and 
in presence of the assembled knights and ladies 
she was made the wife of the handsome, brave 
Victor Ernstein. Prince John gave the bride 
away, and in later days smiled as he saw the 
beanutifal woman and her husband the brightest 
ornaments at court, for he thought of the time 
when Victor Ernstein was the Witz QUEEN’s 
Casts. 





We talk of the intemperance of the poor; why, 
when we philosophically consider the crushing 
miseries that beset them—the keen suffering of 
penary, and the mockery of luxury and profa- 
sion with which it is sarroanded—my wonder is, 
not that there are 80 many who purchase tempo- 
sary oblivion of their misery, but that there are 
0 few.—Jerrold. 





LOVE. 
Love never fails to master what he finds, 
But works s different way in different minds: 
The fool enlightens, and the wise he blinds. 
Davom. 


LUCRETIA. 





BY M. POTTER, Jn. 


Dare I whisper, gentle Lu, 
May I tell thee what I feel? 
Will it give offence to you 
If my secret I reveal? 
It will not detain you long; 
Will you come aside with me? 
For ’t is not amid the throng 
It should be told to thee. 


Don’t deny me, gentle Lu, 
Tis a favor easily done; 
Confidence from friendship true 
You will not unkindly shun; 
And although you may surmise 
What this secret sweet will be, 
Still I trust you'll not despise, 
And coldly turn from me. 


I will tell thee, gentle Lu, 
Ofa feeling which has lain 
Dormant, till thy presence threw 
Nound my heart its magic chain; 
‘When from wandering I returned 
And sought thy side again, 
How affection fondly yearned 
To speak—shall I refrain? 


I have scrupled, gentle Lu, 
To unfold ambition’s aim— 
Ambition, which, dear Lu, 
Seeks neither rank nor fame; 
Scruples that from love arise 
Have made me hesitate 
To raise to thee mine eyes, 
And learn from thine my fate. 





THE HEART OF A QUEEN. 


BY MARY W. JANVRIN. 





“My fair Katherine!” 

The whisper was clear and distinct which 
floated from behind the heavy tapestry hangings 
of a high, mallioned window, in a spacious 
chamber. 

Lady Latimer started from her embroidery 
frame, and a flush broke up the clear paleness of 
her cheek. She dropped her embroidery needle 
and listened intently. 

Again the whisper, this time more distinct 
aad bold; and the window hangings were put 
aside by a white, jewelled hand, shaded by a 
deep ruff of costly lace, followed by the owner 
of that hand—a tall, haughty-looking, and hand- 
some young chevalier. 

“Sir Thomas!” exclaimed the lady, some- 
what indignantly, while a frown gathered on her 
lovely brow and her small foot tapped the floor. 

“Nay, be not angry, sweet Katherine!” 
pleaded the cavalier, advancing and respectfally 
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kneeling, striving to lift the hand which lay on 
the folds of her robe of sable velvet—for Kath- 
erine Latimer, though young in years, wore for 
the second time the garb of widowhood—" frown 
not on your slave, sweet lady; turn not away 
the light of those sweet eyes. I have been 
groping in the dark since thou hast banished me 
from thy presence, and to-day could not resist the 
fraud to steal in here, where thou sittest alone, 
and thus gain audience which of late thou hast 
denied me. Why dost thou look 80 coldly on 
me, Katherine? In what have I lost thy favor!” 
And he pressed his bearded lip passionately to 
the hand he held. 

Lady Latimer’s very soul thrilled to the words 
and caresses of her noble lover; yet, while « 
spasm of mental agony contracted her features, 
she drew her hand suddenly from his and as 
sumed an air of haughtiness, saying : 

“Sir Thomas Seymour, since, in thus coming 
unannounced before me, you have failed to inter 
pret rightly my silence and wish to avoid these 
meetings, my lips must utter what I would fain 
have spared us both. Sir Thomas, this is our 
last meeting when Katherine Parr must listen to 
the love words of Sir Thomas Seymour.” 

“ And it is for this you have avoided me these 
many days, Katherine?” queried the noble, rit- 
ing to his feet and folding his arms before her. 

The lady bowed her head. 

“And yet one week yestreen you sat in this 
very room in my arms, Katherine!” And & 
smile, half tender, half scornful, broke over that 
young man’s firmly-closed lips. 

Katherine spoke not, but buried her face in 
her hands, mayhap to hide its pallor. 

“ Katherine Parr—Lady Latimer, it is enough! 
Ihave heard it whispered at court, and yet in 
my faith in your truth and fealty, I would not 
heed what is now too evident, since your cot 
duct would confirm the tale. Speak, Lady 
Latimer, and tell me if it be trae our royal king 
hath cast his eyes upon you for his consort. I 
have a right to demand this, woman!” And 
the speaker’s tones were like iron, falling heavily 
on the listener’s heart. 

Bat no answer came from that wretched 70 
man’s lips—though her jewelled hands were 
clasped more convuleively over the face whick 
she bent suddenly upon the embroidery frame, 
and one or two hot tears stained the white setia 
into which those clasping fingers, in the palmy 
days of love and youth, had wrought rich 
medallions, the imperial crown of England, and 
flowers of wondrous beauty and fidelity. 

“ Yes, it is enough. Iam answered! Kath- 
erine Parr—scorning Thomas Seymour's hum- 
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bler love—will sit on England’s throne as Eng- 
land’s queen. But, Katherine, there have been 
fair and beautifal women there before thee ; and 
ah! bethink thee, woman, ere it is too late, con- 
cerning them. Anne Boleyn, Jane Seymour, 
and Katherine Howard—what fate was theirs? 
And hath our King Henry grown more merciful 
since the last fair neck was bared to the heads- 
man’s axe? Bethink thee well, proud, ambi- 
tious woman !” said Seymour, hoarsely. 

A convulsive shudder shook Katherine Parr’s 
frame. But the hour when these terrible thoughts, 
now crowding upon her mind, might have 
availed in turning her aside from her ambitious 
schemes, was past; now she could only sammon 
her ambition and pride, and advance. 

Flinging back her beautiful hair which had 
fallen forward, sweeping the embroidery frame, 
and assuming a stern and composed demeanor, 
she exclaimed, haughtily and firmly : 

“This is well! Sir Thomas Seymour's lan- 
guage is that of a traitor to his king! Know you 
that, did I choose, an hour hence Elenry’s guard 
would lead thee to the tower or the scaffold, 
since such is the fate of those who question a 
monarch’s will?” 

“Goon. The loss of life is little worse than 
the loss of faith in woman's truth. Go on, 
Katherine !” 

These words were uttered in a tone com- 
mingling so much of sadness and despair, that 
the heart of that proud woman was softened; 
and no longer was her disguise of coldness 
impenetrable. 

“Sir Thomas,” she said, after a slight pause, 
“Jet us talk calmly together. Spare Katherine 
Parr your reproaches, and she will spare herself 
the sternness which is so foreign to her nature. 
Sir ‘Thomas,” and here her voice grew lower and 
calmer, by an intense effort of will, “what you 
have heard rumored at court, is trae. Our 
liege, the king, hath besonght me to become his 
consort, and I have not answered nay. Not 
solely for my own sake have I done this, but for 
the sake of my land—for, Sir Thomas, Kather- 
ine Parr was bred in the Protestant creed, and 
who can foresee but that this new doctrine of the 
Reformation may yet, through me, sway the heart 
of England's king? Judge me not too harshly, 
Sir Thomas, for you know not how hard the fate 
ot her who yields her own will to the call of 
duty! Besides, she on whom a monarch rests 
his eyes, has no other choice than to obey.” 

“ Katherine !”—and the young noble advanced 
and spoke in somewhat softened tones—“ if you 
had loved me, could you thus resign me? Is it 
too late, my beloved?” And he knelt at her feet. 
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“Nay, again thon wouldst take ’vantafe of 
my weakness !” exclaimed the beautiful woman 
with a frown, under which she buried the keen- 
est suffering. ‘I have spoken truly and firmly ; 
henceforth, we must meet as strangers, or as the 
commonest friends, Seymour.” 

“ Nay, say rather asa queen and her sadject yr 
said the young man, passionately. “So wide a 
gulf does not lie between friends, my lady!” 
And Seymour stamped his foot. 

The interview was becoming painful to the 
woman whose every power of will was nerved 
to its utmost tension. O, if he would but go, 
and leave her alone with her agony ! 

The noble turned and paced the apartment. 

“So, so,” he broke forth, ‘‘I have been idled, 
played with—the poor fool of a passing hour— 
content to steal in here at twilight and play the 
secret lover, while he, the king, comes openly to 
talk of a royal marriage! And she, whom I so 
doted on, but bandied idle lip service and idler 
caresses on her humbler lover—meantime lifting 
her eyes to acrown! Talk of duty and religious 
creeds, forsooth! What true woman ever let 
prayer-book or psalm come between her and her 
love? Nay, Katherine—Lady Latimer, it is 
your ambition hath done this—else, you never 
loved me! Woman, I pray God you may never 
meet an hour, when—a fickle king sated, and on 
the lookout for another victim—when, in the 
tower's gloomy prisons—you will repent this! 
But ah! Sir Thomas Seymour forgets, in his 
own excited mood, that he talks ‘treason of his 
king!” And he gave utterance to a mocking 
laugh. “ Lady, this head, with whose curls your 
fair white hands have dallied, waits but your be- 
hest to Henry to roll from under the headsman’s 
axe!” And he stopped short before her and 
bowed. 

Katherine could not bear those mocking, hor- 
rid words, nor that sarcastic laugh. 

“For heaven’s sake, Sir Thomas, do not look 
at me in that way—do not speak thus to me!” 
And, shuddering, she buried her face in her 
hands. “Seymour,” she added, when a little 
calmer, “I would sooner die than harm a hair 
of your head! Yon could not think I meant 
that! But go, now—leave me, if you would 
not kill me! There have been terrible things 
said here this night.” And she peered round 
into the corners of that antique, panelled room, 
where the dusky shalows were thickening. 
“ Yes, fearfal things,” she murmured to herself, 
swaying to and fro, with face again hidden in the 
embroidery frame. “Anne Boleyn—Jane Sey- 
mour—Katherine Howard—and, alas, if it be 
that Henry will weary thus of me! Why did I 
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piace myself in his power? why promise? 
why—but ah, it is too late! too late!” 

Then, as if remembering who stood before 
her, and might interpret her emotion aright, she 
conquered this mood, and raising her head, said 
sharply 

“Go! Why do you not leave me, Seymour ¢” 

But that man, standing there, had not failed 
to catch a brief glimpse of Katherine Parr’s 
heart. It restrained his own excitement; it 
softened his own despair. His eye lost its angry, 
satcastic light—a gleam of pity Mt it now. He 
knelt at Katherine's feet. 

“Katherine, wilt thou forgive all I have ut- 
tered in this mad hour! Whatever betides thee 
woman or queen—thon shalt have my fealty 
and my worship. God save thee and help thee, 
since thou wilt have our ways in Hfe to differ! 
But O, Katherine, in this hour how much of bit- 
terness and anger would it take from parting, if 
I knew thou hadst not made me thy tool—if I 
knew thou hadst loved me!” 

And this time Katherine did not shake off the 
hand that clasped hers, both lying, whitely, on 
her sable robe ; this time she did not angrily and 
proudly utter words of denial. But bending 
forward, forward, till her fair hair mingled and 
floated with his short, close: curis—till her fore- 
head rested on his bosom, and then her cheek 
crept up and laid itself softly against his, while 
an agonizing rain of tears fell on hair and cheek 
aud shoulder, she said, in broken gasps: 

“ Thomas—Seymour—I have loved you !”” 

“ And now I go, lest the woman be lost in the 
queen—lest, next moment, thon snatch from my 
soul’s sepulchre the torch I will burn evermore 
beside its buried dead! God bless you, Kath- 
erine, you have loved me! can well afford to 
let Henry have thee now—thon hast loved me— 
thou lovest me still, my Katherine!” And with 
a long, convulsive kiss, the young noble went 
ont into the darkness. 

And when, a half hour later, Lady Latimer, 
calm and pale, rang for lights, and passed into 
the great receiving-room of her castle, and then, 
later, supped with Henry of England in her 
own boudoir—ensnaring, by her beauty, wit, 
and brilliant colloquial powers, this capricious 
monarch—who, looking upon her then, would 
have dreamed in what a drama of love and 
agony she had enacted during that winter day’s 
short twilight shadows? Ah, who can read the 
heart of a woman who casts out love and places 
ambition a sentry at its gates? 

Five times had Henry the Eighth of England 
led fair and gentle women to the altar, and five 





THE HEART OF A QUEEN. 


times had his unprincipled will and ferocity of 
temper consiga:d their partners to a dreadfal 
death—the headsman’s axe. History, perhaps, 
never recorded royal statutes so tyrannical, # 
extraordinary, so capricious, as those issued 
daring his reign. ‘The succession to the crows 
had become an issue of the king’s changisg 
judgment or affection; today, the right was 
jointly that of Mary and ENzabeth, then trave- 
ferred to the children of Jane Seymour, next 
restored again to the former. The monateh’s 
despotic thrall boand England like a lave 
crouching in his chains. 

But, terrible to think of young and lovely 
women—who had slept upon his heart and be- 
come the mother of his children—terrible to 
think that the tyrant breathed who would deliver 
them over to prison and death! Side by side 
with the names of Nero and Caligula, will the 
memory of Henry the Eighth descend to all 
fature years. Even in his own age there were 
those found who did not hesitate to express their 
horror of his cruelty. Christina, Duchess of 
Milan, refased his hand with a shudder of borror, 
saying : “If I were possessed of two heads, one 
of them I would place at the service of Henry 
of England.” 

And yet knowing all this, with the terrible 
fate of her predecessors before her, in the prime 
of her womanhood and beauty, Katherine Parr, 
widow of Lord Latimer, betrothed herself 10 
Henry. What motive power could have thas 
impelled her? It could not have been Jove, for 
twice, already, had she tasted the sweets of con- 
nabial life, and a third time given up her heart to 
one more consonant with youthfal love, if bis 
tory’s records be true, 80 widely did the young 
and handsome Sir Thomas Seymour differ from 
the two mature widowers who had in tara called 
fair Katherine Parr wife; it might have been 
from a desire to promote that faith which gained 
for her the title of the first Protestant Queea of 
England—for we read that “from the first mo- 
ment of her marriage, and long before the king 
had taken any decided step in favor of the new 
doctrine of the Reformation, Katherine displayed 
the interest she really felt for thfe cause; and, in 
fact, she was so truly and emphatically Protestant 
in the fall extent and meaning of the phrase, 
that her accession to the throne may justly be 
considered a8 one of the coincidences which 
ended in the establishment of the Reformatioa 
in England.” 

Let us hope that ber generally ascribed pious 
sincerity was the impelling principte which led 
Katherine to deliver herself up as wife of # 
tyrannical monarch ; and yet, beneath all, may 


THE HEART OF A QUEEN. 


therenot have slept a tithe of ambition in this 
woman’s heart? Such an impression Sir 
Thomas Seymour could not banish from his 
mind, as he left her side that night of parting ; 
and yet he strove to subdue it, marmuring over 
to himself—" She confessed that she had loved 
me!” 

And so, while Henry supped with the castle’s 
mistress, the rejected lover walked to and fro 
without—now softened by that confession and 
nursing hopes that all might yet be as before, 
then falling into moods of despair and vengeance. 

Ata late hour, shadows moved athwart the 
cartains draping the boudoir window, and, a few 
minutes later, the king made his exit from be- 
neath the castle’s arched gateway, while a balf- 
score of his guards lighted their royal master’s 
way to his carriage with flambeaux, whose red 
gleam flashed far and wide imto the darkness. 

In the shadows of the wall, near the massive 
gateway, stood a closely mufiled figure; and 
when Heary’s foot was on the carriage step, it 
moved rapidly nearer. 

“I might free her with one stroke, and rid 
England of a tyrant!” mused the dark figare, 
while the waving of the torches flashed brightly 
across a blade of blae steel fora moment. “It 
is bat a stroke—an instant—and then, in this 
thick night, and in concealment among the 


many angles and tusns of this wall, no .one of |" 


the king’s guard yonder could detect me. Bat 
I will not! The love that is won by the dagger 
stroke, would surely perish so! If the ambi- 
tious heart of a woman has led to this, so let it 
be! She loves me—and yet loves a king, a 
crown, far better. Ah, my fair Katherine ”— 
and he raised his eyes to the boudoir window 
where the white hand of Lady Latimer waved a 
moment to the king below—“ ah, my fuir lady, 
it ie a bitter lesson I have learned to-night—and 
perchance ere thy tears are dried upon my 
cheeke, he whom thou acknowledged thou didst 
love, will have begun to learn to hate thee. 
“ What ho! kisees to the king! Ah, sweet Kath- 
erine, beware!” And with a mocking bow, he 
strode away in the darkness. 

Many days had not passed, ere there was a 
royal marriage at Hampton Court. The Bishop 
of Winchester solemnized the nuptials; the 
Princesses Mary and Elizsbeth were permitted 
to be present; and, hidden among the deepest 
shadows bebiod a massive pillar, enveloped in his 
ample cloak, from whose muffling folds his dark 
eyes burned with intense brilliancy, there was 
another witness—though an uninvited one—of 
that ceremonial which made her he had so traly 
loved, England’s queen, 





‘Who knows her thoughts in that hour? Per- 
haps the pealing organ notes seemed a wail— 
slow and heavy, aod terribly like the words of x 
death sentence ; perhaps, in the glitter of chan- 
deliers and the sparkle of jewels, she saw tha 
flash of the headsman’s axe; perhaps she saw, 
nor guest nor priest, but a pale band of terror- 
stricken women gliding edown the chapel sists 
with upraised fingersand reproachfual faces—those 
five fated queens, vanishing away into the 
shadowy realm of Death ! 

“It is scarcely possible,” says Miss Strick- 
land, “but the cheek of Katherine must have 
blanched when the nuptial ring was placed oa 
her finger by the ruthless hand that had signed 
the death-warrant of two of his consorts withia 
the last seven years.” 

And yet, for aught we know, the same deter. 
mined spirit that had led her to that hour, sus« 
tained her thea. Hor nature might have beea 
strong and unwavering, her heart valiant and 
brave, and her soul, perhaps, buoyed with = 
pious, martyr-like spirit, which led her to regard 
her marriage as a trinmph and augury of the 
success of her Protestant faith. 

But it was over; the vows were spoken. Be- 
side the grim-visaged husband, the fair. bride 
glided down the chapel aisles; and Katherine 
was queen. 

“ Well, good bishop—a word with you!” said 
the Lord Chancellor Wriethesley, meeting Gard- 
iner Bishop of Winchester one morning in the 
ante-room of the king’s chamber. ‘‘ How fares 
our liege to-day? I was jast seeking audience 
with his majesty.” 

“ Poorly, poorly |” replied the bishop. ‘‘ Goes 
your lordship through the gallery?” And, link- 
ing his arm in the chancellor’s, he drew him into 
the corridor; then, glancing sbout cautiously, 
as if to make sure they were without listeners, he 
said, grimly: ‘‘I’faith, my lord, bat not so bad 
in body as in mind. This Lutheran creed is 
fast usurping the good Catholic faith in our 
liege’s heart. The queen is a powerfal teacher 
—and, in his present weak state, Henry is like a 
puppet in her hands. Our cause is endangered, 
my lord.” 

“Ay, no more than I thought,” returned the 
chancellor, bitterly. “Who really rules Eng- 
land Not Henry, bat his queen—and a Prot- 
estant queen, too! This comes of woman’s sub- 
tle reasoning, and Henry’s strange infatuation 
for this one who beguiles the tediousness of his 
sick room with scholastic and religious disputes. 
Why, good bishop, they say Queen Katherine 
argaes the knottiest theological points like a pre- 


late, and our king not only permits bat is mar- 
vellously pleased with her sprightlinees and 
Teady wit. I’faith, if we allow a woman thus to 
take church affairs under her sway, these mad 
Lutheran doctrines will soon undermine the 
true faith.” 

“ Ha! think yon s0, my lord?” exclaimed the 
bishop. “I knew our king liked much these 
arguings with the queen ; but not until to-day, 
when by chance I came unobserved into the 
apte room, thus overbearing their debate, not 
until to-day have I thought seriously what dan- 
get threatens our King Henry. And so your 
lordship thinks the same? Then it is time, in- 
deed, that this be checked, ere the sapling bas 
taken firm root in the soil. What thinkest thou? 
Will it not be doing the church good service to 
warn our king against thus lending his ear to 
heretical doctrines ?” 

A smile shot across the lord chaacellor’s lips. 

“And does the bishop think oar king will so 
look upon the matter?” he sarcastically ex- 
claimed. “ It is no light charge to bring against 
his majesty’s favorite consort. Think you he 
would believe that heretic doctrines were taaght 
by Katherine’s lips +” 

“I know our king hath granted Katherine 
larger liberties and more royal prerogatives than 
any former wife,” replied the bishop. ‘‘ Wit- 
ness, that parliamentary act he passed on theeve 
of leaving England for France by which he con- 
ferred upon her the title of queen regent of the 
realm. And yet there is that’”’—and he spoke 
in a lower voice—“ there.is that in which Kath- 
erine is not so near the king’s heart as it were 
possible. Katherine is childless!” And the 
bishop glanced significantly toward his com- 
panion. 

“ Yea, and other queens have been set aside 
for lighter faults than this,” returned the chan- 
cellor, catching at the wicked suggestion. 
“Gardiner, thouart his majesty’s spiritual ad- 
viser—thou visitest him in any mood—hast ever 
seen him vexed or ill-tempered with Katherine?” 

“Ay, my lord; but it must be confessed that 
she hath a marvellons gentle temper, for she 
never replieth save in soft spoken words. But I 
do bethink me Henry is sorely afflicted, and 
values too well the care and nursing of the 
queen to set her aside for lack of legal issue. 
Katherine hath become necessary to him--for 
noe ean so bathe his head or diseased limbe as 
she.” 

“Tf it were not that she instils this Protestant 
faith in his mind,” said the chancellor, “that 
mast be checked. And how? Bishop,” and 
his tones sank to a whisper, “this was I aboat to 
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suggest to thee. Thon art allowed free entrance 
to Henry’s room—thou conversest with him 
daily, and he professes himself a. true Catholic !” 

“Ay,”.said the bishop. “ Heary hath done 
nothing openly. And he would deny any devi- 
ation from the true faith. Our king is ne con- 
vert yet to the heretic creed; it is of the danger 
I do béthink me. Poison seems a honeyed dose 
when taken from the fair hand of womap, 
oftimes, my lord 1” 

“Then what remains, save to palsy the hond 
that administers it!’ said the chancellor, in a 
hard, cold, determined tone. ‘‘ Gardiner, there 
is no hope for the true church save in Katherine’s 
death-warrant. Ha! you start. Bat have death- 
wargants never been signed before?” Anda 
grim smile curved about his lips. 

‘There was a little pause. Bishop Gardiner 
was not a bad-hearted man; bat he was afin 
Catholic, and would hesitate at nothing which 
involved tho eafety of the papal supremacy. 
Besides, as the chancellor had truly said, the re- 
moval of a queen who swayed her busband’s 
wil, and, through him, raled the realm, seemed 

he only alternative which might lead to that 
issue. 

“Ay, why not so!” continued the chancellor, 
still speaking in that low, yet firm, hard voiee. 
“ Henry himself doemed it bat a trifle to sead 
away to the scaffold her who had displeased 
him. An idle whim, a causeless jealousy, & 
mere caprice—and where have they gone, Jane 
Seymour and Katherine Howard 1 Who dared 
to pity or plead for her whom Henry had deter 
mined to remove from his path? And why now 
should Katherine Parr be left to tarn our king’s 
brain with her sophistry? Why, like s shorn 
Samson, shall he linger away his days in this 
Delilah’s lap? My lord bishop, it mast not be! 
Now, while Henry bimeelf is in our borders, 
must he be won back to the holy mother church. 
Dost thon not see how easy ‘twill be, in some 
mood when the king is incensed against Kath 
erine, for thee to skilfully direct his mind to 
theological points and then hint thy belief that 
the queen is overcoming his faith with this Luth- 
eran heresy? Thou knoweet thy path now—eh, 
good bishop ”” 

“Tr is the only alternative, and our cause de- 
mands it,” replied the bishop. ‘On the mor 
row, I will lead Henry’s mind to these matters. 
Your lordship should have been created arch: 
bishop, for the church has need of more sach 
vigilant eons.” And with a smile, the two 
passed out together. 

And thus the horrid league was formed to ¢3- 
tice a feeble woman into weaving herown spAltj 
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and no hand was stretched out to turn aside her 
feet. How well the Catholic bishop succeeded 
in his fiendish plan, may be inferred from the 
fact that scarce a day week had passed ere the 
imbecile and ill-tempered Henry, who, mean- 
time, had been wrought upon by various mach- 
inations, had given his consent to the faction 
who thus misrepresented Katherine’s theelogical 
disputations fur “the drawing of articles accus- 
ing his faichfal queen of heresy,” followed by 
the mandate for her arrest, 

* Ha, thia is well! Thus would I deal with 
all heretics’ exclaimed the Chancellor of 
‘Wriothesley, slipping these articles and the pa- 
per for Katherine’s committal to prison into his 
pocket,on the morning when he had obtained 
them. “ This is well! The bishop hath nobly 
performed his part and done good service to our 
Catholic church. Thus perish all heretics!” 
And joyfully he hastened on through the long 
gallery at Whiteball. : 





It was evening, and Queen Katherine sat 
alone in her apartment adjoining Henry’s. The 
king, who for months had been suffering under 
many bodily disorders, had early retired to rest. 
Katherine’s own hand had bathed and rubbed 
his swollen limbs and helped him to his pillows; 
for she devoted herself to the duties of a nurse, 
and by her svothing attentions, had become al- 
must invaluable to the miserable king. Alas! 
that sach attentions and kindness could not save 
her from the effects of his mean and irritable 
temper! For the past week, the king had been 
harder than ever to please; he had often broke 
forth into vivlent reproaches, or by the hour to- 
gether indulged in fits of sullenness or fault- 
finding. 

On this evening, physically wearied and de- 
pressed in spirits, the poor queen at length 
sought her owa room, after performing the last 
offices of the night for Henry. Sitting there, she 
dismissed her maid, and gave free indulgeace to 
her own sad thoughts. What better than a slave 
was she—the target whereon struck the enven- 
omed arrows of the king’s spleen and malice? 
Her chains, though gilded, fettered her none the 
leas. 

“Ah, ‘tis a weary, weary life!” she sighed, 
pressing her bands on her temples. And then 
came another thought. ‘“ Where will it end? 
Perhaps, even then, her feet were wending in the 
same path her predecessors had gone! Every 
day Henry grew more morose, tyrannical, jeal- 
ous and harder to please!” She attered a quick 
agonized cry, and buried her faee in her handa. 

As she sat thas, a low tap came on her door. 
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Opening it, she was startled to behold a man 
closely muffled in-a large cloak. 

“Hush! not a word,” he attered.. And care- 
fully closing the door behind: him, then crossing 
the apartment to assure himself that the door 
communicating with the king’s chamber was 
shat, he turned and dropped his cloak. 

“Sir Thomas Seymonr!” cried the queen. 

Yes, it was indeed he whom last we saw be- 
neath the castle window of Lady Latimer. Five, 
years had changed the young noble into a 
sterner, darker, more courtly personage; there 
was little trace of the queen’s lover save that the 
same eyes looked now upon-her as then—eyea 
in which commingled a mixtare of love and: 
despair. 

“ Yes, it is Seymour, Queen Katherine!” he 
replied, doffing his hat, as he stood in the pres- 
enceof royalty. “Tis years since we met thas, 
face to face, alone, my queen. You startle—you 
tarn pale. Nay, be not alarmed! Sir Thomas 
Seymour will not furget in this hour the etiquette: 
to which he submits in the audience room of 
your majesty. He but come thither to present 
this petition.” And with a respectful bow, he 
knelt and offered a paper to the queen, 

With a slow and trembling hand, Katherine 
took the folded paper. “It must be of imper- 
tance, my lord, to urge thee into our very cham- 
ber at this unseemly hour. Thou shouldst have 
waited till the morrow!” she seid, with a voice 
she vainly strove to render firm and imperious. 

“ Perhaps Queen Katherine will perform un- 
seemly haste, if she but deigns to peruse the pa- 
pers!” said Seymonr, in a strange tone. 

The queen opened the paper. Her eye glanced 
at first lightly along the written sheet, then she 
grew pale as death. Her lips parted conval- 
sively, she eagerly clutched a second paper 
which she read like one in a horrible nightmare, 
then, while they fell from her hand, she sank in 
an agony of hysterics upon the floor. 

In an instant, Sir Thomas Seymour had 
turned the lock of the door leading to the king’s 
room, lest Henry, awakened by her cries, should 
seek to enter ; then busied himeelf in the restora- 
tion of his queen. Chafing her pallid temples 
and wrists, bathing her face with perfumed wa- 
ter, and bringing her vinaigrette from the toilette, 
with the tenderness of a woman he assisted in 
her recovery. At length she brought a long, 
deep sigh—a faint tinge came upon her deathly 
pale cheek—and, transferring her head from his. 
shoulder to the velvet cushions of @ couch, Sey- 
mour withdrew to a little distance. 

The queen sat upright, pushing back her dis-. 
ordered hair, and glared fearfully arognd. 
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“Where am? I thoaght I read—O, these 
horrible papers!” and with a white, torror-strick- 
en face, she gazed around till her eyes again fell 
upon them now lying on the floor. 

She shuddered, and covered her eyes with her 
hands. “It is true, then, and not a terrible 
dream? O, Henry! and it is thus I, too, am to 
go at last!” and she burst into a passion of tears. 

“Nay, tremble not, my queen!” exclaimed 
Seymour, now coming forward end taking the 
papers from the floor, and casting them into a 
small bronze censer filled with coal burning on 
the marble hearth. Then, standing beside it, 
watching the blue flames curl about them till 
they fell forward—e tiny heap of ashes that a 
breath might puff away—he tarned and knelt 
before Katherine, who sat with straining eye-balls 
rivetted on the censer. 

‘Now thou art saved, my queen! The ven- 
geance of thine enemies wiil remain unsated— 
they who have poisoned Henry’s mind against 
thee will hide their heads in confusion. It is the 
Lord Chancellor and Biehop Gardiner who have 
done this. Bethink thee, Kutherine, hast thon 
mot talked much of late on religious points with 
the king?” Katherine bowed her head. 

“« Thus was it, they set a snare for thy feet. 
They wrought at thy downfall—and the poor 
king is easily moulded in their bands as the pot- 
ter’a clay. But now thou art saved. On the 
morrow beware of thy converse with the king; 
be guarded ; defer thine opinion to his, and thou 
canst regain his lost favor.’ 

The qaeen sank at his feet and convulsively 
kissed his hand. 

“God bless you, Seymour! You have saved 
me from the scaffold. But tell me—how—how 
came you by those dreadful papers !—that dread- 
ful warrant with Henry's own signatare ?” 

“This morning my servant found them in the 
gallery of Whitehall They had been dropped 
by the Lord Chancellor. Iam happy that it has 
been thas in my power to serve the queen.” 

“And why—ohy has Seymour done this, when 
ance—once ?” but the poor queen broke into a 
passionate burst of tears. ‘Ah, Seymour, it 
might have been your tarn now !” she faltered. 

“ Katherine !”—and the noble’s voice grew 
astern. ‘Katherine, speak not of that now! I 
have baried the past. Or, if you will refer to 
that hoar, bethiak thee how Thomas Seymour 
then vowed fealty to her he lost as wife but to 
serve as queen. *Ah, Katherine, I fear me much 
that the crown sits none too lightly on thy head. 
But for that, I might have hated ere this her I 
only pity now. But I must not tarry farther 
here. Be pradent; be firm; and forget not to 
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render thyself usefal as of old to the ailing king. 
Make thyself necessary to him—and the danger 
is over. And now, good sleep and rest, fir 
queen!” and respectfully kissing her hand be r- 
sumed his cloak and left the royal apartments. 

Next morning Henry endeavored vainly to be 
guile Katherine into a controversy, as had bees 
his custom of late in accordance with the instrec- 
tions of the Bishop. 

“Tory your mercy, my liege. I am bat a feo 
ble woman, and ill able to compete with the head 
of the charch,” replied the queen, repressing s 
shudder and carefully obeying the advice receiv- 
ed from Seymour. 

“Nay, not so! by St. Mary, you are becomes 
doctor, Kate, to instruct, not to be instracted. 
Thou forgettest how, many a time, thon hast 
sought to tarn my head with thy Protestant 
creed!” exclaimed the king in a tone of piqua 

“Tfaith, my liege, thou art wrong in this!” 
urged Katherine, “for, but that I hoped to amuse 
thee and turn thy mind from the contemplation 
of thy grievous bodily affections, I had never ar- 
gued on these subjects. And, farthermore, why 
should the king be angry that his wife sought to 
profit by his superior learning and reasoning pow- 
ers? Nay, thou judgest me wrongly, my liege!” 

“Ts it even so, sweetheart?” replied the king, 
delighted that such deference was paid him, “thea 
we are perfect friends again. Poor soal, thou 
litle knowest how nigh thou badst becomes 
heretic in Henry’s eyes! Bat henceforth nose 
shall injure thee in our favor. Still art chou 
Katherine the Queen,” and he embraced her with 
the greatest cordiality. 

Noxt day it was repeated to the queen that the 
Bishop of Winchester had surely fallen into dis- 
grace with the king, since Henry had expelled 
him from the Coancil. And Katherine shadder- 
ed and turned pale—remembering what mere a> 
cident had saved her and disgraced dim. 





It was over—Katherine’s period of slavery t0 
the imbecile and capricious monarch. Heary 
the Eighth of England was deed. For the third 
time Katherine Parr was a widow ; and this time 
a wealthy one—entitled, not only to the dower of 
@ queen, but possessing also an immense privet? 
fortane she had amaseed by the extravagant in- 
dulgence of Henry in his generous moods. 

Did her heart thrill with a sense of liberty 
when the king breathed his last? Did she clowe 
his eyes and go oat frem his presence as one 
would emerge from a stifting dungeon into the 
pure, glad, outer air? History on this poiat is 
silent—for history deals not with thoughts and 
emotions, rather with the outward lives and hep- 
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penings of those whe move to and fro upon its 
pages; and yet, drawing our inferences from the 
premises therein recorded, we fee) that it would 
not be too much to say that Katherine looked 
upon Henry’s death as a fortunate release from a 
system of conjugal tyranny. Besides, it is also 
recorded that, shortly after the king’s death, 
Katherine clandestinely wedded Seymour. 

Yes, they were wedded now; nnd still Kathe- 
rine was in the prime of mature womanhood— 
aad the noble, high in favor at court, and pos- 
sessed of every manly grace and beauty. 

But yet these five years had brought change 
to both. Katherine, amid the perlis of her posi- 
tion as queen—steering between the Scylla and 
Charybdis of a feeble king’s love and the mach- 
inations of his court—could not fail to grow dis- 
trustfal, and to almost lose her once amiable 
temper ; and Seymour, to whom the intrigues 
and subtle schemes of a court life had brought 
experience, and awakened ambitious dreams of 
preferment and power—ah, he was not the Sey- 
mour who, five years before, had sued for Lady 
Latimer’s love! 

But Katherine was a dowered queen, and he 
wedded her—and, farther, it must not be sup- 
posed that his devotion, of which he had betray- 
ed such late proof in giving into her possession 
the papers containing the order for her arrest and 
committal to the tower, had wholly died out. 
No! when he wedded the widowed queen, this 
love was strong; yet not many months had 
passed ere it was rumored at court that Sir 
Thomas regretted the step of his marriage, since 
he might have taken a higher one by wedding 
the young Princess Elizabeth—thus gratifying 
the ambitious views which were rapidly becom- 
ing engrafted into his life. 

It was said, too—and there were not wanting 
titled gossips to carry such a tale to the ears of 
Lady Seymour, since talebearers belong to the 
same fraternity the world over—it was said that 
the young princess, with more of womanly co- 
quetry than womanly modesty, proved herself 
quite willing to receive attentions and gallantries 
from her step-mother’s handsome husband ; and 
what wonder that, with such a report rankling in 
her heart, Katherine—half frantic with jealous 
fears, and remembering 4 time in the past when 
her own ambition had stepped between Aer heart 
and love—should meet Seymour with reproaches ? 

Bat when did reproaches ever soften the heart? 
On the contrary, they hardened Seymour's; he 
tauntingly hurled them back upon the sender— 
evoked the past, with all Ais love and der cruelty 
—charged her with wedding Henry of England 
for his crown and throne—and defiantly asked 
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“Why man might not do what woman had done 
before him?” er, at other times, laughed con- 
temptuously at her jealons remonstranees. 

And so it went on; Katherine daily growing 
more miserable, and the ambitious Sir Thomas 
casting his eyes longingly on preferments and 
courtly honors yet above his grasp. 

Then it was whispered throngbost the palace 
that Katherine's health was failing—that, sitting 
alone in her room, she nursed her sorrow, aad 
seemed the embodiment of misery; and then 
came the sad tale, that Lady Seymour, after the 
pains and perils of giving birth to a daughter, 
had died—while a few hesitated not to believe a 
darker ramor—that the treacherous aid of poison 
had hastened that tragic death ! 

Poor Katherine! The grave brought rest ! 

When Lady Seymour had been dead some 
days the will of Henry the Eighth was read. 
One clause in that document attracted the am- 
bitious Sir Thomas Seymour’s attention— 
“ Should our well-beloved daughter, the Princess 
Elizabeth of England, contract a clandestine max- 
riage, henceforth and forever let her and her 
issue by such a marriage forfeit their right of 
succession to England’s crown.” 

“By some other means I must obtein her 
hand!” said the noble, musing as he walked 
along the palace galleries. “Ah! I have it 
now! I must gain the consent of the Council. 
I must warp my brother, protector of the young 
king, to my designs. Then, Sir Thomas Sey- 
mour one day will become the husband of Eng- 
land’s future queen |” 

But the aspiring man was caught in ‘his own 
toils. His hasty procedures, coupled with va- 
rious other impradent acta, led thoee high in 
power at court to issne an order for his arrest ; 
the charge of treason against his brother, Pro- 
tector Somerset, guardian of the young king, 
was preferred against him; and, after a brief 
trial, he was condemned to death on the scaffuld. 

And thus perished Sir Thomas Seymour, while 
Katherine had gone befere—they two who, scarco 
five short years before, had breathed love vows 
but to be sundered then—and, later, spoken them 
anew till ambition and death had sundered all. 

Over two hundred years after the death and 
burial of the last qween of Henry the Eighth, a 
gay party of ladies were exploring the ruins of 
the ancient Sudley Castle, in Gloucestershire— 
an estate which fer many centuries had been re- 
tained in possession of the Soymoure—and, as 
recorded in an old MS., the burying place of 
Katherine, In prosecuting their search among 
the ruins of the castle chapel, they discovered a 
block of alabaster in the north wall. 
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“It looks like a portion of s monument, and 
perhaps was placed here to mark the resting 
place of some long deceased member of the an- 
cient Seymour family. See! it is loosely set-— 
the masonry has crumbled away. Let us re- 
move it!” said one in eager mood; and forth- 
with those merry ladies thoughtlessly slid back 
the marble slab, and looked within the aperture. 

Within about a foot from the surface of the 
wall they beheld a dark leaden envelope or 
casing ; and one, more courageous thar the rest, 
boldly thrast in her hand aod opened this in two 
places—it yielding readily to her touch. 

But how great her terror to observe, face to 
face with herself, the dead! A face of a corpse! 
—the shoulders and breast of one long entomb- 
ed! With a thrill of horror she quickly replaced 
the leaden envelope, or coffin lid, and tarned 
away sick at heart. 

“Q, come! let us leave this dreadfal place!” 
she said with a shudder. But another, lingering 
& moment to read the nearly obliterated inscrip- 
tion on the leaden coffin, repeated—‘ The letters 
K. P. are engraved there. Here, then, must lie 
Katherine Parr, the last queen of Henry Eighth.” 

They hastened away, forgetting to replace the 
marble slab; thus the air found free admittance 
to the coffin which had remained hitherto unseal- 
ed for upwards of two centurice—and when oth- 
ers came, attracted by the tale they heard, Kath. 
erine Parr’s skeleton was still there, but the face 
and form had crambled to dust. 
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The price current sheet presents some items of 
interest. We see ‘‘the demand for East India 
hides is active.” Should not this properly come 
under the head of news from the seat of war !— 
as the English are just now largely engaged in 
the business of tanning native hides. ‘“ Though 
the demand for indigo continues good,” yet hoid- 
ers look blue. We see “ there is a firmer feeling 
for pig iron.” We presume that should read 
“a firm a-feeling for pig iron.” _“ There is rath- 
er more inquiry for sole leather.” A strange an- 
nouncement !—though sole leather is largely ap- 
plied now-a-days, we were not before aware that 
any body was anxious to receive it. “ ‘There 
has been a fair demand for assorted sizes of 
nails.” Then the number of henpecked hus- 
bands must have largely increased. We read 
that “tars are firm bat quiet.” Now we have 
seen several jolly jacks lately quite austeady and 
belligerent. “In beef there is no change.” In- 
deed! we saw a piece lately very much changed. 
“St. Croix ram remains without chapge.” Of 
course, unless the change is forthooming, it re- 
mains on the shelves of the retailers. “ The 
business in pulled wool is moderate.” A mis- 
take—as good many voters have had wool pulled 
over their eyes lately. Really, we mast get up 
& price current of our own. 
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MARY LISTON’S LOVERS. 


BY M. 4. ATAERTON. 


Marr Liston looked out of her chamber 
wiodow and sighed. In all her life, she had 
never felt so utterly weary aud miserable before. 
An hour earlier, the world wore its garb of fresh 
greenzess and beauty, now, there was a shadow 
upon all thiags. Afar off she could see the hills 
purpling up against the sky, and the sunshine 
lying hotly apon the silent fields and meadow- 
lands. But the summer that was blessing them, 
te ber was a blessing no longer. There wasa 
dry, dismal looking smoke sweeping down from 
the uplands and far-off clearings, and mixing 
itself up with the sunlight, so as to mari 
beauty ; and then it settled off into the sky that 
skirted the distant hills, and left a soiled border 
upon its blaeness. She bent her sober, brown 
face against the blind and looked down into her 
own little gardea. The rose-bushes were dry, 
dusty and worm-eatea; the borders of the dis 
mond-shaped beds were yellow and seared; the 
hollyhocks and clumps of phlox were like husks 
as they ratéled lazily in the breeze, while the 
parple faces of her dear pansies were bent close 
ly down to the dry earth. Everything was ask- 
ing meekly and patiently for rain, yet for many 
days she had not heeded the mute request. Her 
watering pot sat indolently by her gardening-boe 
in one of the walks, looking as thongh it had 
not been used for weeks. A mass of morning- 
glories had reached up to her window, and hang 
there a shining wreath of green, dotted with 
purple, white and pink flowers. How eagerly 
Mary had watched their climbing all through the 
long summer, jealously guarding each leaf, bed 
and blossom, as though it were the costliest of 
gems ; but now she put forth her hand and drew 
a withered bell in through the blinds roughly, 
and then sighed loag and pityingly, as she tore 
the purple petals from the sem. 

“So,” she said to herself, pulling another and 
another flower from the slender vines—“ so, I do 
not feel it, why should care? Why should the 
tears come rushing up to my eyes? I could not 
help it. It was net my fault that Charles Wel- 
don loved me. What could I do, but just what 
I did—tell him frankly and honestly that I did 
not love him, that he was like a brother to mé, 
aad that like a brother I always wished him to 
be? Dear, dear me, what could I do bat this! 
—and yet ke went away looking so sad and 
gleomy! Indeed, I wish I had never been bora!” 
And Mary covered her face with her haods and 
cried heartily. 
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For a long time she sat there, busy with her 
eruel thoughts, which gave birth to a rapid flow 
of tears—sat there until the afternoon waned 
away, and the sun sank softly and quietly down 
behind the hills, and the air grew cool and de- 
licious with the early evening—sat thinking what 
&@ great wrong she had done the dear friend who 
taany years had been so kind to her invalid 
mother and herself. Ever since her father’s 
death, twetve years before, he had been like a 
son to one, ard a brother to the other. To be 
sure he was wealthy, and the little trifles he had 
bestowed upon them he would never feel; and 
to be sure they did not want or care for moneyed 
favors, since the house they lived in, with a little 
property beside, had been left them by Mr. Liston 
—yet he had been such a dear friend—and her 
mother she was sure was set upon her marrying 
him. But Mary conld not help it, she said, 
soothingly to herse¥, raising her head from the 
window-sill, and smoothing back her tessed hair 
from her forehead. She could not help it, and 
she would not break her heart and make her- 
self misorable with mourning. 

Just as she said this, she heard some one 
whistliog a lively tane in the street ; she listened 
eagerly for a moment, white the red blood rushed 
up through the brown of her cheeks. She could 
hear a step upon the well-beaten sidewalk under 
the elms, and then—in a moment more, she saw, 
.as she looked shyly through the blinds—for she 
would not have been seen by any one for the 
world—a lithe, graceful figure pause, and Jean 
over the garden game, as if he was waiting for 
some one he was very sure would come to him. 
Mary’s eyes grow fall of light in an instant, and 
with a pretty flatter of impatience, she smoothed 
down the folds of her black silk apron, ad- 
justed the large, plump tagsels, glanced into her 
little mirror and re-pinned her muslin collar, then 
sprang lightly eut of the door and down the 
stairs. But when she gained the hal} her step 
was slackened, and @ moment after, as she stood 
in the door sho looked the picture of a pleasant 
surprise on seeing the young man by the gate. 

For one whole hour she stood there, chatting 
gaily with young Fred Browns, till her collar was 
damp with dew, and the curls that clustered 
about his forehead drew up closer and prettier 
into small, nestling rings. Once, twice, three 
times did the young man start away from the 
gate, and then gosuddenly back again, as though 
there was something upon his mind that he 
could not be burthened with longer; and at last, 
as Mary stood with one hand on the gate-top, he 
drew a small box from his pocket, and took 
therefrom a slender gold ving. Mary bent her 
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eyes in an instant to the ground, as if she were 
not noticing what he was doing, or mistrusted 
what he intended to do—although, if the moon 
had been out, there would have been a rosy 
blush perceivable upon her whole face. 

“Will you wear this, Mary?’ asked Fred, 
taking her hand tenderly in hie, and placing the 
pretty circlet upon her finger. “ Will you wear 
it as I wish you to, a3 a pledge between us, that 
sometime we will be all in all, yes, everything to 
each other ?” 

Mary did not answer in words, but her hand 
nestled closely in his, and then, silly girl, ag 
if that were not enough, she bent her hend for- 
ward, and let it rest for just one little moment 
agaist his shoulder, then drew it back again as 
though frightened at her boldness. There was 
little more said between them. Their hearts 
were too full for speech, and Fred, after bidding 
Mary a low good-night, walked thoughtfully up 
the street, leaving her alone with her glad, happy 
thoughts. She did not go into the house for 
some moments ; she must stay out in the free, 
clear air, till she could compose her feelings, and 
give this happiness a place in her heart, where it 
could not flow out into the sight of others; she 
must look it over once hurriedly, so that the 
strangeness of its face and possession should 
not surprise her into a sudden betrayal of its 
resting-place. or a little time, aot least, she 
must have this joy all to herself—she could not 
bear that even her mother should kuow of its 
existence. She started to take the ring from her 
finger, as the sound of Charles Weldon’s voice 
came through the window to the spot where she 
was standing. But, no — Fred had placed it 
there, and she would never, never, lay it aside 
until he wished it. There was a fervent enthu- 
siasm in the resolution, and in the strength of it 
she entered the honee and went up to her moth- 
cr’s room. 

It was a hard matter for Mary to wear am 
casy, careless air of indifference, and talk pleas- 
antly and freely, xs she had always done in Mr. 
Weldon’s presence before he had asked her to 
become his wife. But still she went up to her 
mother’s bedside, close by which he was sitting, 
with a pleasant good evening upon her lips; and 
she bent down and kissed her tenderly, saying 
as she did so, that she was sorry she had stayed 
from her so long. For many days and weeks, 
she had not seen her mother appear so well and 
strong. There was a natoral light in her soft, 
blue eyes, a flash upon her cheeks that gave her 
the appearance of almost perfect health, and 
even an olden tone to her voice, which she had 
not recognised fora long time, and had it nos 
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been for Mr. Weldon’s grief, Mary thought she 
thould have been the happiest creatare in ex- 
istence. But the gentleman appeared as he al- 
ways did to her, kind, attentive aud brotherly, 
so at last, her embarrassment were entirely away, 
and before he tcok his leave she was quite her- 
self again, doubting indeed, whether he had 
ever cared for her, or had only asked her to be 
his wife, simply because her mother wished it. 
She had seen him leok at the ring apon her 
finger without showing feelings of pique or 
jealousy, and when she went to the door with 
him, as was her custom, hie good night was just 
es pleasant and kind as it always hed been, and 
the clasp of his hand as tree aad friendly. 

‘When Mary went back to her mother’s room, 
her resolution to keep all knowledge of her en- 
gagement from her mother vanished, she knew 
not why, and with tears in her eyes she knelt by 
ber bedside, laid her face close by hers upon the 
pillow and told her all; how she had loved 
Fred Brown for a long time, because, as she 
eaid, she coald not help it, aud that che hoped 
sometime to be bis wife, when they would all 
live together and be so very, very happy. 

“ All?” repeated Mrs. Liston, looking earnest- 
ly into her daughter's face, and laying her 
wasted hand uponherhead. “ All, Mary ?” 

“ Yes, all, mother. You will be well then; 
and by that time Fred will have his beautifal 
new house finished. O sach a nice house as it is 
going to he—he told me all about it this eve- 
ting. Iam very sure we shall be the happiest 
family in the world, and you, I am sure you will 
be quite well then.” 

‘There was a silence for a few moments, a deep, 
ead silence, and then Mrs. Listen said, in a soft, 
pitying voice, that sent the tears with a sadden 
tush, to Mary’s eyes : 

“T shall never be well again, my child. I can 
never gladden your new home with my presence. 
Butdo not mar your happiness with gloomy 
thoughts, dear. Mr. Brown is a good young 
man; the only fault I can find with him is, that 
he cares t00 much for money—he is too ambi- 
ous to be rich, just as his father was before 
bim—bat if ke loves you,.and you love him, I 
have nothing to say. With true love in your 
hearts you cannot fail to be happy. I want 
some one to take care of yon when I am gone, 
some one that will be tender of you, just as I 
have always been, dear—that is all.” And she 
drew her hand caressingly over Mary’s wet face. 
“*T once hoped that you would some time marry 
Charles Weidon,” she centinued, ‘‘ but lately I 
‘have given that up. For a while I thought as 
I watched him closely, that he cared for you, bat 
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he did not telf me so, and { never sought bis 
confidence. I think now that I was mistakes. 
0, he’s been a noble friend to us, and a friend he 
hes promised to be to you always, after — don't 
sob so, Mary dear—” 

Mrs. Liston did not finish the sentence, bat 
drew Mary’s head closer to her, and tried to 
soothe her by her gentle, quieting touch, and at 
last Mary fell asleep with ber head upon her 
mother’s bosom, and while she slept, Mrs. Liston 
slept also, a silent, breathless sleep which knows 
no waking. A sleep upon which the soul glides 
out as upon a quiet river, into the full glory of 
eternity’s sunlight. 

Tt was a wretched time to Mary Liston ; atime 
of etter loneliness and desolation, but she had 
friends who stood by her through it all, and who 
promised over and over again never to forsake 
her. Frionds, I said, who poured promises into 
her ears, but Charles Weldon was not of thee. 
It was not a friendship that gave itself utterance 
in words; and while Fred Brown lingered by 
Mary’s side, telling her of his love, and of the 
future when he should care for her, Charles was 
doing things that needed to be, and must be 
done for her comfort, silently and without display. 
And so the time wore away, Charles Weldon 
growing nearer and dearer to Mary as it went. 
Again she gave him her confidence, if possible 
moore freely than before be had frightened her by 
speaking of his love, just as a meadow brook 
will flow ont more strongly after its waters hare 
been for a moment saddenly checked. At first, 
after hee mother died, Mary thought to go to the 
home of a widowed aunt and remain awhile, 
shutting up the house, and dismissing her only 
servant; bat Charles opposed it eo decidedly 
that she gave it up, and at his euggestion invited 
her aunt to spend the fall and winter with her, e 
that the old homestead woulda’t be lonely and 
deserted. He could not bear, he said, to see the 
snow lie in great heaps by the door, without ® 
well-beaten path ranning throogh it; or to x 
the blinds closed gloomily week after week, snd 
no pleasant light shining out of the parlor wit 
dows in the long, dark evenings. 0 20, he 
couldn’t stand it, and Mary must stay to pleas 
him, yes, him—her brother, he added, as Mary's 
face flushed at his carnestness. 

And so it was that the autumn came and 
went, and the winter stretched out white and 
chilly upon the earth, and there was no change, 
after the one great cheage which hed made its 
sweet mistress so white and still. For awhile, 
Mary wisted-that things might always go slong 
in this quiet, even way; wished that Fred and 
Charles could always visit her, and she, o¢ 
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while, be more a sister and friend to them than 
anytbing else. It was strange, yet as often as 
both gentlemen visited her, they never met, and 
she knew not why, but she avoided mentioning 
the name of one to the other. 

“It is just as well,” she said, when she firet 
thought of speaking of her engagement to 
Charles. “I am sure it is all the same, so long 
ashe cannot help knowing that Fred’s visits 
mean a great deal; and when the time is set for 
our marriage, it will be soon enough to talk with 
him abont it.” 

But the winter wore away, and the subject of 
marriage was never broached to her by Fred. 
True, his new house had been completed in the 
fall, and a number of the neighbors had been 
invited over to look at it, and it seemed as if 
they could never weary of praising its beaatiful 
rooms, fine finish, and pleasant location, yet he 
had never asked Mary to visit it with him. At 
firat, this looked very strange to her, but after a 
while she forgot to care about it, until people 
filled her aunt’s ears with all sorts of vague ru- 
mors, Fred had been heard to remark, the gos- 
sips said, and a number of times, too, that he 
didn't care anything about Mary Liston, and 
that the fine house he had built would never 
know her as its mistress. 

“Never mind them, auntie,” Mary would say, 
“we know there is no truth in these reports, and 
why should we care? Why, Fred’s visits here 
throw the lie upon these slanders !”” 

But still Mary was a bit uneasy, though she 
knew not why. It seemed as if Fred’s manner 
was changed towards her, and that he did not 
love her as he once did. She felt, and was al- 
most sure that some sorrow was close upon her, 
though she could nottell what. But at last, and 
in good time it was all revealed. 

One evening, when Fred visited her, he tarried 
far beyond his usual hour, as though there was 
something upon his mind that he could not de- 
cide to speak out freely. Several times he drew 
his gold watch from his pocket, exclaimed at the 
lateness of the hour, sprang up from his chair, 
stood a moment before the fire, and then indo- 
lently sank back again, muttering something 
about the extreme cold. 

“ Shall you teach next summer, Mary?’ he 
asked, carelessly, rising again, and battoning up 
his cc at. , 

“Teach? Why, no. Why should I?” was 
the reply, given in a tone of surprise. And then, 
in an instant, seeing that she had plainly re- 
vealed the direction in which her thoughts ran, 
she added, “I guess Ishall stay with Aunt Lucy, 
if I conclude to shut up the house.” 
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“Ah. I didn’t know wht ~you intended to 
do. Will Mr. Weldon rent the house? I be- 
lieve it is his now.” 

The blood receded from Mary’s face at this 
question. Like lightning flashed over her miad 
the remembrance of something she had heard 
when she was a child. That the house that her 
mother occupied was only theirs so long as her 
mother lived, then it was to ge to an uncle to 
whom it rightfully belonged. If it was thea in 
Mr. Weldon’s possession, he had purchased it so 
that she should not want a home. Yet she was 
too wise to allow Fred Brows to see how deeply 
ehe was agitated, and she steadied her voice 
when she answered him, as though all he hed 
said was a familiar story to her: 

“I don’t know whether he will rent it or not. 
Ho has never told me his intentions.” 

“J should thiak he would feel the necessity of 
doing 20, vince losing so large a portion of his 
property. He is poor now, comparatively speak- 
ing,” said Mr. Brown. 

Again Mary, with a strong command of voice, 
and manner that was strange and new to her, 
answered him : 

“Mr. Weldon is not one to be moved by such 
losses, and the renting or ownership of one 
house to him is the merest trifle, where to others 
it would be a matter of as much moment as the 
saving of their souls.” 

There was an irony running through Mary’s 
quietly uttered words that was not lost on Fred. 
He dropped his gaze from her face to the carpet 
as sho spoke, and tarned half way about in the 
direction of the door, as if he were uneasy to go. 

“T don’t know what I shall busy myself 
about another year, 1 am sure,” he remarked. 
“JT may sell out my property here, my new house 
and shop, and go South. Ihave had a capital 
offer. Upon the whole, I am quite sure I shall 
take up with it.” 

“T should advise you to do so, by all means,” 
answered Mary, smiling. 

“T must get rid of the house, at any rate,” he 
continued, persistently, as thongh there was 
something about that, that he wished her to un- 
derstand, and yet had not manliness enough to 
speak ont in an open, direct way. 

“T hope yon will succeed,” was her answer, 
as she moved along with him towards the door. 

There was a silence of a moment, daring 
which Fred nervously drew on his gloves, while 
Mary took from her finger the ring which he had 
given her, saying, as she placed ir in his hand: 

“ Sach a plodg: is useless between us now. It 
is needed no longer.” 

“ Thank you,” said Fred, bowing, and color 
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ing deeply. ‘“ I—I suppose before another win- 
ter I shall be obliged to address you as Mrs, 
. Weldon.” 

“ The supposition is worthy of your keenness, 
Mr. Brown, yet I’m afraid yon’ll have to wait 
patiently with other people until next winter, be- 
fore you are made certain upon the point. Good 
night.” 

And so they parted and the little dream that 
had commenced so goldenly in the pleasant 
summer time, lay broken and dead upon the icy 
shores of winter. 

“ God be praised for this !” said Mary Liston, 
walking slowly up and down the parlor, after 
Fred Brown had left her. “ How plainly I see his 
loving hand in all the ways he leads me.” 

Tears half uf joy and half of sorrow fell from 
hereyes. There was bitterness, while there was 
gratitude in her heart. True, she was homeless 
now, she could not allow herself to remain in the 
dear old place longer, bat she was saved by the 
means from union with a man who was but a 
miserable trickster; a sordid gold hunter, who 
was capable of sacrificing the purest and best 
feelings of the human heart to his mean ambi- 
tion. And Charles? Mary bont her head down 
toher hands as she thought of him; and her 
tears and smiles fought a pretty battle upon her 
face, when she remembered how nobly and dis- 
interestedly he had dealt with her. 

“How can I repay him for all this?” she ex- 
claimed. ‘ What a friend he has been to me! 
How I wish he would come here to-night ?” 

It was a useless wish, Mary saw at once when 
she arose and looked out of the window. The 
streets were dark and deserted. It was very 
late, and she must content herself until the next 
day. But the next day did not bring him, or the 

next, or next, and at last a week past away and 
he did not come. What could the trouble be 4 
Mary grew pale with anxiety. In his absence, 
* the whole world grew dark to hor. For Fred 
she had not a single thought, regret or wish, but 
Charles—where, O, where coald he be ¢ 

“ He will come to-night surely,” said Mary, 
one dark, rainy, Saturday evening, drawing a 
chair up by the window, and seating herself in 
it, as though she was intent upon bringing him 
by her resolute, steady watching, if nothing else. 
“ He will come to-night, I feel that he will!” 

But her heart sank within her as the hours 
died away, and the sound of footsteps grew scat- 
tering in the street. Still, she did not give him up; 
and even when ten o’clock was sounded from the 
little French time-piece upon the mantel-shelf, 
and she stole out to the hall door and listened 
eagerly. A faint sound fell upon her ear from 
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the distance. She almost hushed her breath to 
hearken. She could hear some one coming—yes, 
Charles, himself was nearing the house, and in 
her joy she sprang out of the door, and down 
the wet, slippery walk. But why was it? He 
did not pause fora moment—did not notice 
Mary standing by the gate, or turn to see the 
bright light streaming from the parlor windows, 
but walked steadily and indifferently by. It 
might have been forward and unmaidenly, by far 
too much for Mary Liston to do, but for a mo- 
ment, she was not mistress of her own actions, 
and with one quick, impetuous motion, she 
threw open the gate, exclaiming, as she caught 
him by the arm : 

“Charles, dear Charles, what keeps you away 
from us so long ?” 

He could not answer for a minute, she had so 
surprised him, and then he only said, she thought 
as if to chide her for her boldness : 

“Why, Mary! What brings yon out in sach 
a rain?” 

Bat she led him into the house without reply- 
ing, and motioned him to be seated. 

“Now tell me why you have not been here for 
80 long a time—have yoa been sick 1” she began, 
her dark eyes beaming with eager enthusiasm. 

“No, I have not been sick. Do I look pale?” 

“Yes. But why did you not come?” 

Charies raised his eyes to her face. Herques- 
tioning evidently pained him. “ I—I could not 
come, Mary.” 

“And why, Charles 1” she persisted. 

“Because,” he said, in a low, unsteady voice, 
“if you will force me to speak it, I was too sel- 
fish to look on another’s happiness unmoved. Of 
late I have grown so desolate, that my heart 
must needs be kept resolutely, as one would 
keep a bad, passionate child. That is alt, 
Mary.” 

“Bat I have wanted you so very much; I 
have missed you all the time.” 

“So, you would miss even a trouble, if you 
were once rid of it,” he said playfully. 

“ Charles!” There was a depth of tenderness 
in the utterance of that one word that seat the 
hot blood with a sudden rush of joy through 
Charles Weldon’s heart. He held out his hand. 

“Mary, Mary, you would not deceive me—no, 
you could not be so cruel after—” 

“ Charles, don’t, don’t!” 

There was no mistaking her this time, and 
with a joyful cry, he drew her passionately to him. 

“ All sorrow, past and present, is expiated in 
this one moment of happiness,” he said, pressing 
his lips to hers. And Mary’s answer was like a 
beautiful echo—* all, all ¥” 


THE SECRET SLAYER. 


FALSEHOOD. 





BY FANNY BELL. 


‘The dream on the pillow 
That flits with the day, 
‘The leaf of the willow 
A breath weers away. 


‘The dust on the blossom, 
The spray on the sea; 
Ay—ask thine own bosom! 

Are emblems of thee. 


‘When I trust the dark waters, 
And tempests are near, 

List the blue sea’s false daughters, 
And think not on fear,— 


O, then I'll belteve thee 
‘As once I believed, 

Nor dread thon'lt deceive me 
As thou hast deceived. 


‘When the rose blooms at Christmas, 
Tl trust thee again; 

Or the snow falls in summer,— 
But never till then! 





THE SECRET SLAYER: 
—oR,— 
THE AVENGER OF AUMALE. 





BY JAMES FRANKLIN FITTS. 


‘Towarps evening ona summer day, in the 
year 179-, just as the dram was beating for a 
change of guard at the street corners and gates 
of the town of Aumale, a stranger indifferently 
mounted and somewhat travel-stained, appeared 
at the principal entrance, and demanded admit- 
tance. The sentinel instantly brought his mus- 
ket to the present, and addressed him somewhat 
roughly, as follows : 

“Stand back, comrade, and answer a few 
questions. In the first plaee, give the counter- 
sign.” 

“ Countersign ?” the other repeated, with a 
slight accent of surprise. 

“ Ay, man, that was my word. You've heard 
of such a name, I'll be bound; for I see about 
thee a military air, which tells me that at some 
time thou hast certainly followed the dram.” 

“Do you know me?” the stranger demanded, 
with a slight start. 

“Know thee, man? By my masket, no,” the 
loquacious guard replied—who, by the way, was 
a powerfully built man of middle age, bronzed 
and bearded, and who, in after years became 
one of Napoleon’s veteran grenadiers. ‘(I know 
no more of thee, than of a dozen other vagabonds 
who have tried to pass me to-day, and have suc- 
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ceeded no better than thow art likely to. What 
assurance have I that you are not some royalist 
spy!” 

The stranger bit his lips with an air of vexa- 
tion, as he rejoined : 

“ As for that matter, sir guard, I can assure 
you that your suspicions are wholly without 
foundation. I am an honest man—a republican, 
if that will serve to quiet your misgivings—and 
as greata hater of the aristocrats as yourself. 
My business here, is with the commander of the 
garrison—Colonel Duprez, is it not?” 

“Right, monsieur,” the soldier answered, 
rather more respectfally. 

“You see Iam acquainted with him. More 
than this, I have something to communicste 
to him which may be of importance. Still, if 
it you persist in refasing me admittance, I shall 
be compelled to depart without seeing him.” 

“ By no means, monsiear; you shall go now 
of acertainty. Be pleased to consider yourself 
under arrest. Dismount, and don’t move from 
that spot, or the consequences may be un- 
pleasant.” 

The guard coolly examined the flint and 
priming of his musket, and continued to pace 
backward and forward before the gate, narrowly 
watching his newly-made prisoner. The latter, 
far from appearing disconcerted at this sudden 
change of affairs, stood unconcernedly in the 
position indicated, and evinced not the slightest 
symptom of fear. 

“ This is well,” he remarked. 
see the colonel.” 

“Most certainly, if he and you live another 
twenty minutes.” 

“And then you will know that I am no spy.” 

“I hope to, monsieur. However, we shall 


“T shall now 


soon see.” 

“And in the mean time, soldier of the 
republic—’”” 

“Plain Andre Descartes,” the other inter- 
rupted, stardily. 


“Well, then, citizen soldier, Andre Descartes, 
will you have the goodness to inform me how it 
happens that I find this good town of Aumale 
under military law, and in a state of siege?” 

“To a moment you shall be gratified. Here 
comes the relief, and we will now repair to the 
barracks. Countersign, soldier of the republic ?” 

“France without aristocrats,” was the reply 
from the relief guard, who had just come up. 

“Right, and now, monsieur, be pleased to 
come with me. Walk by my side, or some of 
onr fellows may pounce upon you for a suspi- 
cious personage.” 

‘The stranger scrupulously obeyed, remarking : 
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“Your streets seem to be filled with troops. 
Why is the town so largely garrisoned 1” 

“ The royalists, pest take them, are very nu- 
merous,” the soldier replied, scowling. “ We 
must watch them closely, or they would do 
touch mischief. As it is, hardly a day passes 
without a ronnd dozen of them being seized and 
stowed in the guard-house. So you see why the 
town is under strict martial law. ‘The colonel 
has everything in his hands.” 

“He is acting under orders of the Directory ?” 
the prisoner queried. 

“Certainly ; but here we are at the barracks. 
Follow me—this way, to the left. Here are the 
colonel’s quarters.”” 

Giving the word to the sentinel who stood at 
the open door, Andre Descartes entered with his 
prisoner. Two persons were seated in the room, 
both of whom looked up as the door opened. 
One was a somewhat stern-looking man, habited 
in fall, military dress. His hair and whiskers 
were of an iron-gray shade, and his face was 
seamed and wrinkled, but his bearing was 
strictly military, and his movements lacked noth- 
ing in vigor. The other occupant of the room, 
who was seated on a camp-stool by his side, was 
a female, a handsome, coquettishly dressed bra- 
nette, who seemed the very personification of a 
soldier’s daughter. Her dark brown eyes rested 
inquiringly upon the stranger, as he advanced 
under the charge of Andre, and the glance was 
quickly returned by one of undisguised admira- 
tion, which caused the maiden to tarn away her 
head in confusion. This pantomime was quick- 
ly destroyed by the stern voice of Colonel 
Duprez : 

" “What now, Andre? Whom have we here?” 

“TI don’t know, commander,” Andre replied, 
with a military salute, “but he insisted upon 
seeing you, therefore I have brought him along. 
He has communicated with no one.” 

“Well, sir,” said the officer, turning instantly 
to the stranger, ‘‘ who and what are you ¢” 

“TI expected to be recognized,” the man re- 
plied, “but I remember that ten years have 
made some alteration in my face and figure. 
My name is Jean Gouvionne.” 

Colonel Duprez repeated the name with much 
surprise. 

“T have a nephew who is so called, but it is 
impossible that—” 

“Not at all, my dear uncle’; Iam both Jean 
Gouvionne and your nephew. Do you not rec- 
ognize me?” 

“This is indeed a surprise,” Daprez ex- 
claimed, grasping the other heartily by the 
hand. “By the mass, Jean, but you have 
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changed; you have inches enough, ay, and 
whiskers and mustachios for that matter, to 
make a noble grenadier. If you will join my 
regiment, you shall have a lieutenant’s commis- 
sion tomorrow. What say you, Jean, will you 
take it? These are troublous times, afd the 
republic needs stout hearts and willing hands.” 

“By-and-by, uncle; give me a few days to 
rest and recruit myself, and I will gladly join the 
good cause.” ° 

The inquisitive eyes of Jean Gouvionne tamed 
again towards the young girl, which Colonel 
Duprez observing, he immediately called her 
forward. 

“Come hither, Jacqueline, and salute your 
cousin. This is Monsieur Jean Gouvionne, 
whom you have often heard me speak of to thee 
and others. Thon shalt perhaps have him for 
a husband, my girl, should he become a general 
of the republic. Madame Jacqueline Gouvionne 
—of a truth, that has a noble sound. How do 
you like it, my daughter 7” 

Blushing and pouting at these half-bantering 
words, Jacqueline gave her hand to her cousin, 
and murmured a few inarticulate words of wel- 
come Nevertheless, she was not for a moment 
deceived in the character of the man before her. 
There was a certain boldness in his air and man- 
ner which repelled her at first sight, and as she 
observed his countenance longer, she was still 
more unfavorably impressed. His eyes wert 
small, gray and restless, and in their quick 
glances there seemed constantly something ofa 
vindictive nature. The remainder of his fea 
tures were strangely coarse and sensual, and his 
whole face was sallow in hue. Still, notwith- 
standing his unfavorable appearance, his bold, 
frank manner and speech seemed to have pre- 
possessed Colonel Duprez at first sight, and 
strongly intluenced him in his favor. Many 
persons, too, see with different eyes, and what 
appeared rongh and repulsive to the critical eye 
of the fair Jacqueline, might be naturally ex- 
pected to seem otherwise and more favorable ia 
the military eye and estimation of her father. 

“T am happy to meet my fair cousin Jacque 
line,” Jean Gonvionne remarked, toning down 
the natural harshness of his voice as much # 
possible. ‘Let me hope that we shall be fast 
friends and loving cousins.” 

“Nay—Monsicur Jean must wait,” Jacque 
line replied very decidedly, with a somewhst for 
bidding expression upon her face. “ We mast 
try our acquaintances before we call them friends. 
And now monsiear will excase me for the 
present.”” 


With these words Jacqueline glided quickly 
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from the room. There was an expression of 
annoyance upon the face of Jean Gouvionne as 
he followed her with his eyes, during the con- 
tinuance of which he looked far from amiable. 
The yigid muscles around the mouth of Colonel 
Duprez relaxed into an amused smile, and he 
hastened to say, soothingly : 

“You'll like her none the worse for her back- 
wardness by-and-by, Jean. She seems to take 
no great fancy to you at firet sight; but never 
mind, my boy, she’s well worth the winning. 
Prove yourself a good man and a brave soldier, 
and you'll soon find favor in her eyes, as well as 
mine.” 

This language had the effect of putting Jean 
Gouvionne into an unusual good humor, and in 
the course of the conversation which followed, he 
succeeded in working himself well into the 
good graces of his uncle. He was evidently 
gratified at discovering that the latter seemed 
already to regard him as the future husband of 
Jacqueline, and he passed by no chance to 
strengthen the favorable opinion of him which 
Colonel Duprez had evidently formed. 

After Jacqueline had left the presence of her 
father and would-be lover, she rapidly traversed 
the passage-way leading to the parade-ground, 
and soon encountered Andre Descartes. The 
soldier saluted her with a profound bow, and 
‘was passing on when she detained him. 

“Stay a moment, Andre,” she said, “I must 
speak with you. ‘“ You brought this man—my 
cousin, I believe ?” 

“Yes, ma’moiselle.” 

“ And what do you think of him ?” 

“T will speak plainly,” Andre replied, after a 
slight hesitation, “for I can see you don’t like 
him any better than J. Pest on him!” he con- 
tinued, vehemently, and bringing his musket- 
stock down emphatically upon the ground. “J 
don’t like him at all; and if the colonel didn’t 
happen to be his uncle, I should say he was a 
spying aristocrat, in disguise.” 

“Do you really think so, Andre?” Jacqueline 
anxiously asked. 

“ Well, ma’moiselle, perhaps I have said too 
much, but I don’t like the fellow, that’s flat. He 
has such @ suspicious way with his little rat-like 
eyes, and—you’ll pardon me, ma’moiselle ?—his 
face is a rascal’s face, even if he should happen 
to be an honest man.” 

“Why, Andre,” Jacqueline replied, laughing 
merrily, notwithstanding her anxiety, “you give 
but a bad character to my cousin Jean.” 

“Can’t help it, ma’moiselle; I’m sorry he 
happens to be your cousin. I shall watch him 
sharply, for there’s something in his face that’s 
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not altogether right; and if I never saw those 
eyes before, then my name’s not Andre Des- 
cartes ; that’s flat.” 

Jacqueline returned no answer, and with an- 
other scrupulous salute, the soldier continued on 
his way. Without exactly knowing why, she 
confessed herself somewhat alarmed upon find- 
ing that Andre’s suspicions in regard to Jean 
Gouvionne tallied so exactly with her own. The 
face of the latter was one not easily to be for- 
gotten, and the maiden became aware at first 
sight that she had at some time seen it before— 
nay, that it must have been an object of dread 
to her; but when or where it was useless for her 
to try toremember. After reflecting upon the 
subject for a time, she slowly sought her apart- 
ments, resolved to dismigs the matter as much 
as possible from her thoughts, to say nothing to 
her father upon the subject, and meanwhile 
to avoid the company of Jean Gonvionne, 
and to quietly bat decidedly discourage his 
advances. 

And after all, it must be confessed that Jacque- 
line’s feelings were slightly tinged with disap- 
pointment. From her earliest girlhood she had 
been accustomed to consider her unknown cousin 
Jean as a type of all that was manly and hand- 
some, and to look forward expectantly to the 
time when she should meet him to whom her 
father had been accustomed jestingly to refer as 
the person who was to be her future husband. 
There was a deplorable difference between Jean 
Gouvionne, in propria persone, and the ideal she 
had so long cherished ; still, we must do Jacque- 
line the justice to say, that she shed very few 
tears in her privacy, and that those were more 
through vexation than disappointment. 





Upon the following morning, before the drams 
beat the reveille, there was a strange disturbance 
in the barracks of Aumale. A low whisper ran 
through the ranks as the soldiers formed on the 
parade-ground, and soon Colonel Duprez ap- 
peared, surrounded by his officers, and convers- 
ing anxiously with Andre Descartes. 

The cause of these movements was quickly 
apparent. Three soldiers advanced slowly from 
the main entrance to the grounds, bearing a 
heavy burden, covered by @ cloak. It was 
placed upon the ground, the covering removed, 
and the soldiers gazed upon the object thus re- 
vealed in sorrowful astonishment. It was a 
dead comrade in arms! The features were hor- 
ribly contracted and distorted, the limbs stiffened, 
and the rigid fingers still held the musket with a 
tenacious grasp. Colonel Duprez hastily exam- 
ined the body, but no wound was apparent on it. 
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“ Where was this man stationed 1” he asked. 

“At the outer gate of the barracks, my 
colonel,” Andre replied. 

“ And you found him thus at his post ?” 

“J did, just as you see him.” 

“On my life, then, this is strange! I know 
not what to make of it.” 

Further examination revealed a faint, livid line, 
a small, semi-circular puncture, upon the middle 
finger of the right hand. The surgeon of the 
regiment was equally at fault with the others in 
arriving at any certainty as to the manner of the 
man’s death; no mark could be found other 
than the one described. The body was speedily 
buried, but the occurrence was not destined to 
be forgotten. 

Another night elapsed, and the morning 
brought additional horrors. Two men had been 
mysteriously stricken down—one at his post, an- 
other as he lay upon his iron bedstead. The same 
livid mark was discovered upon the fingers, but 
nothing more. The whole garrison had now be- 
come alarmed by these mysterious deaths, and 
notwithstanding all precautions, ramors were 
transmitted to the citizens of Aumale. Twelve 
hours had not passed before another victim had 
fallen! A soldier was discovered in the guard- 
room, which happened at the time to be other- 
wise empty, lying upon his face, dead; while 
upon his finger was found the fatal mark of the 
secret slayer. The excitement in the garrison 
was now intense—four victims had fallen by 
some mysterious hand, and every soldier gazed 
fearfully upon his neighbor, as if expecting to 
be the next. Conversation was hushed to a 
whisper, and duties were performed under con- 
stant fear of death. 

Upon the evening of the last death, Colonel 
Duprez was seated in his quarters, reflecting 
anxiously upon these strange occurrences. Jean 
Gouvionne was near him, and several officers 
had just entered the room in obedience to his 
summons. 

“T wish to consult with you, gentlemen,” the 
colonel remarked, “ upon these mysterious occur- 
rences whicn have lately taken place. What 
opinion shall we form as to the author of these 
murders !” 

Various opinions were instantly advanced. 
One was sure that a secret agent of the royalists 
was in the garrison; another, that a terrible and 
unknown disease had broken out, and still an- 
other, that the deaths were mysterious beyond ex- 
planation, and entirely unaccountable. Colonel 
Duprez dissented from all of these. 

“You will remember Raymonde Torvil,” he 
remarked. 
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The officers instantly replied in the affirmative, 
while Jean Gouvionne suddenly started upon 
hearing the name. All eyes were at once drawn 
towards him. 

“ What is it, Jean ?” the colonel asked. 

««]—ah—that is—nothing—it was the singn- 
larity of the name. Who was he?” 

“T was about to tell yon. Raymonde Torril 
was a soldier in my regiment some four years 
since. He was a dastardly, villanous chur, and 
everybody heartily hated him, and wished the 
regiment well rid of him. He— but what affects 
you?” 

“Nothing ; it was a passing tremor. Proceed, 
Tam listening.” 

“ The fellow was twice punished for disorder- 
ly conduct, but it worked no change for the bet- 
ter. Imagine my astonishment and indignation 
shortly after, when I discovered that he had for 
some time persecuted my danghter, Jacqueline, 
with his attentions, and declarations of his lore, 
but that she, intimidated by his threats and 
menaces, had kept the matter secret, and suffered 
from his annoyance in silence. I instantly sum- 
moned Torvil before me, an@ made known my 
discovery. He, far from denying the trath, im- 
pudently avowed it, and made use of other ls2- 
guage which fired my blood with indignation. 
By my orders the reprobate was immediately tak- 
en to the guard-house, and punished with fifty 
lashes. This punishment he endured unflinching: 
ly, but at its conclusion, after a most bitter osth 
of vengeance, he fell insensible at my feet. That 
night he escaped from the guard-house, as well 
as the town, since which I have not heard a eylls- 
ble from. him. Nevertheless, I have always re 
membered his words; the savage and vindictive 
nature of the man prevented me from forgetting 
him or them, and I have ever since had a fore- 
boding that we would yet hear from him. You 
know how my fears have been realized.” 

“ But you cannot mean,” one of the officers 
exclaimed, in utter astonishment, “ that these 
marders have been committed by the hand of 
Raymonde Torvil ?” 

“I do—I am morally certain of it. Depend 
upon it, gentlemen, this man is now lurking near 
us with the means of our swift destraction in his 
hands. Wo must be vigilant, or we are lost!” 

This reply was received in portentous silence, 
and shortly after the conference dissolved, each 
member pondering with terror upon whathe had 
heard. 

“I am almost prepared to enter the regiment,” 
Jean Gouvionne remarked, when he found him- 
self alone with his uncle. “ My preparations will 
all be made in a day or two; and meanwhile, I 
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will exert myself to the utmost to discover the 
secret of these murders.” 

“Do so—do 80, by all means,” Colonel Du- 
prez gratefully replied. ‘“ By heavens! I would 
give almost any reward for the capture of this 
Raymonde Torvil!” 

A strange, dark smile curled the lips of Gou- 
vionne as he left the presence of his uncle. He 
sauntered half an hour upon the parade-ground, 
waiting for the appearance of Jacqueline ; but 
she came not, and he sought his quarters. 

An hoar afterwards, a strange, wild cry was 
heard. The sentry on guard within the barracks 
rushed promptly in the direction of the sound. 
Moving in the direction of the officer’s quarters, 
he was barely too late to intercept the retreat of 
a dark and swift-moving figure; but a short ex- 
amination revealed the cause of the ontcry. 
Stretched upon the floor of his sleeping-room 
‘was one of the officers who had been present at 
the conference; his eyclids quivered slightly, 
and he expired as the sentry stood over him, 
with neither a groan nor the movement of a 
muscle. His orderly was discovered sitting in 
the adjoining room, seated in his chair, without 
one spark of life, and upon the hand of each of 
these men was also found the mark of the secret 
slayer! 





The conduct of Andre Descartes, since the 
first advent of the terrible visitation which had 
80 afflicted the garrison of Aumale was strangely 
cautious and reserved. His voice was rarely 
heard, and then only when absolutely necessary— 
he had determined to discover the author of the 
murders. His suspieions were locked closely in 
his own breast, but they were strong, and he be- 
lieved firmly in their truth. To speak plainly, 
Andre Descartes had an unswerving faith that 
the paternity of these fearful deeds rested with 
Jean Gouvionne. 

Whenever a favorable opportunity offered it- 
self, the soldier watched him. He dogged him, 
followed him from place to place, and hung upon 
his steps with the utmost caution, but all in vain. 
Not the least confirmation of bis suspicions 
could he obtain. Nevertheless, he persevered 
unfalteringly; it had become a fixed pursuit 
with him, for upon his success, he reflected, 
might hang the lives of his comrades, as well as 
his own. 

Upon the day succeeding that of the deaths of 
Captain La Place and his orderly, Andre Des- 
cartes mounted guard, as usual, at the outer 
gate of the town, where we first introduced him. 
When relieved by the night-guard, he returned 
to the barracks, bat not alone. With him was 
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a bold, handsome, young man of twenty-five. 
with whom, as on a previous occasion, he imme- 
diately sought the presence of Colonel Duprez, 
but not now, as then, did he immediately retire. 

The town clock of Aumale had just ceased 
striking ten; the sentries for the night had been 
posted an hour before, with instructions from the 
captain of the guard to exercise redoubled vigi- 
lance. Three persons whom we shall have no 
difficulty in recognizing as Colonel Duprez, An- 
dre Descartes, and his companion of the after- 
noon, crept slowly and cautiously around an 
angle of the paradeground wall, resting ata 
motion of the former. 

“That will do,” he whispered. ‘‘ Lie close to 
the shadow of the wall, and watch silently.” 

A sentinel was passing back and forth near 
the guard-box, close at hand, hamming in a sup- 
pressed voice the Marseillaise. The breathing 
of the watchers grew. slow, and their hands in- 
stinctively sought each other as if to enjoin si- 
lence, as they perceived the figure of a man 
slowly drawing near. The sentinel discovered 
him almost at the same instant, and dropping 
his musket into the hollow of his arm, awaited 
his approach. 

“Who comes !” was the stern hail. 

“Citizen Gouvionne,” was the immediate reply. 

“« Advance, Citizen Gouvionne, and give the 
countersign,” the sentinel resumed, relaxing not 
his vigilance, although he recognized the man by 
his voice and figure, as well as by his reply. 

“ The republic and liberty,” was the reply to 
his command. 

“Pass on in silence, Citizen Gouvionne.” 

The latter obeyed, or rather passed on to the 
extent of a few yards, and then paused. The 
back of the sentinel was turned towards him, and 
quick as lightning Jean Gouvionne darted upon 
him. There was no noise ; the bewildered watch- 
ers could barely detect the rapid motion of the 
murderer’s right hand towards his victim before 
the latter fell back silently into his arms. With 
the same noiseless rapidity, the lifeless soldier 
was placed upon the ground, his gun placed be- 
side him, and Jean Gouvionne proceeded quietly 
on his way. 

“My God!” groaned the astounded com- 
mander, “there can be no doubt now. Let us 
hasten, and shoot down the fiend, before he 
practises his devilish art upon more victims.” 

“Hold! stay a moment,” Andre Descartes 
whispered. ‘‘ See, he is entering that corner of 
the barrack-building which he knows is my lodg- 
ing place. Villain! you have missed your prey 
for once !’” 

After the lapee of a short time, Gouvionne ap- 
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peared again, passing this time near the con- 
cealment of those who were watching him. With 
difficulty Colonel Duprez refrained from drawing 
his sword, and plunging it into the villain’s 
breast, so great was his excitement. 

“See, again!” Andre exclaimed, in a sup- 
pressed voice. ‘He is making for your quarters, 
my colonel; you can tell what he wishes to do.” 

To these significant words, the colonel replied 
through his closed teeth : 

“Tcan—and I know my duty. He has seen 
his last sunrise !” 

Five, ten, fifteen minutes were passed in anx- 
ious suspense, but Gouvionne had not yet ap- 
peared. Suddenly the young man exclaimed to 
his companions : 

“ Heavens! a strange fear has suddenly as- 
sailed me. Colonel Dupres, is not Jacqueline’s 
sleeping-room next to yours? And if—” 

“ Great Heaven ! she may bein danger now,” 
the excited father exclaimed. “Let us go—” 

“ Hist!” interrupted Andre. “ He is coming, 
and not empty-handed, I should judge.” 

Jean Gouvionne had emerged from the quar- 
ters of Colonel Duprez, and was swifdy ap- 
proaching, bearing something in his arms. As 
he approached, the excitement of the watchers 
was by no means diminished by the discovery 
that his burden was the helpless form of Jacque- 
line Duprez, whom hehad seized from her cham- 
ber and gagged, and was now bearing away. 
‘This discovery influenced each of the three in 
the same manner, and they sprang up simuita- 
neously in front of the abductor. The young 
man Waited not an instant; bounding forward, 
he planted a heavy blow in the face of the 
abductor, snatching at the same instant the 
almost insensible Jacqueline from his grasp. 
Gouvionne staggered and endeavored to regain 
himself, bat a sweeping stroke from the musket 
of Andre Descartes laid him insensible at his 
feet. The relief-guard alarmed by the noise of 
the struggle, came speedily up, and to them was 
consigned the safe-keeping of the assassin. He 
was hurried to the guard-house, where he spent 
the night, heavily ironed and strictly guarded. 
The body of the slain sentinel was immediately 
examined, and upon the finger was found the 
same mysterious semi-circular mark, as was 
borne by those who had fallen by the same means. 





One scene more, and our trathfal life-drama 
has its end. 

At sunrise, upon the day following the events 
just narrated, the regiment of Colonel Duprez 
was drawn up on the parade-ground to witness 
the solemn spectacle of a military execution. 
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The wretched prisoner was led forth, amd after 
@ moment’s silence, Colonel Duprez commenced. 
speaking : 

“You see before you, men and officers,” he 
said, pointing towards Jean Gouvionne, “a 
wretch whose present condition can excite no 
sympathy in your breasts. He is the Secret 
Slayer, whose hand has stricken down seven of 
our bravest comrades.” 

Confused exclamations of anger and satisfac- 
tion from the ranks followed this announcement. 

“The mysterious means by which he wrought 
80 much evil,” the colonel pursued, “are un- 
known to us; he has persisted in refusing to 
disclose them. Andre, strip off his disgnise.”” 

The soldier moved forward at the word, and 
tore away Jean Gouvionne’s false hair and 
beard. From a dozen throats went up at once 
the astonished cry : 

“ Raymonde Torvil !” 

“ Ay—it is he, and none other! The mystery 
now lies open to your eyes. Justly punished in 
yonder guard-house four years since, he swore 
revenge in the bitterness of his heart, and then 
made his eavape. The disguise and name which 
he adopted upon his return, a few days since, 
were well calculated to blind me to his true 
character, and it would have been a wonder, 
had we not all been deceived. Under this 
cloak, as you well know, he has been working 
ont his revenge, and only hy an accident were I 
and another saved from his hand.” 

“ That's true,” Andre muttered in an undeg- 
tone. “The villain couldn’t be expected to 
forget the man who laid the lash so heavily om 
his back 1” 

“A providential accident,” continued the 
colonel, “alone prevented him from carrying 
out his nefarious designs to the fall extent. Jean, 
step forth.” 

The young man who had been Jacquline’s 
preserver upon the previous night, now arrayed in 
the handsome aniform of a lieutenant, advanced 
to the colonel’s side. 

“ This,” said Colonel Duprez, “is Jean Gou- 
vionne, my nephew. His timely arrival yester- 
day disclosed to me the whole plot, and placed 
me instantly on the alert. To him is due the 
praise of rescuing my daughter Jacqueline from 
the hands of Torvil, and of assisting in the 
captare of the assassin.” 

A voice from among the near ranks at this 
instant shouted : 

“ Three cheers for Lieutenant Jean Gouvionne 
and Mademoiselle Jacqueline Duprez !” 

Colonel Duprez instantly assumed a stern ex- 
pression of countenance, but he could not main- 
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tain it. Military discipline for the moment gave 
way to the force of enthusiasm, and the united 
voices of the whole regiment pealed out three 
ringing huzzas, which to Raymonde Torvil must 
have sounded peculiarly unpleasant. Lieutenant 
Gouvionne repeatedly bowed his acknowledg- 
ments, and quiet was at length restored. 

“Let the execution now proceed,” Colonel 
Duprez said, in a tone of more than ordinary 
sternness. ‘‘ Raymonde Torvil, have you aught 
to say why your sentence of death should not 
now be carried into effect? I give you one min- 
ute of life.” 

“It’s more than I need,” was the graff reply. 
“Tf success had been mine, your troop would 
have been to-day without a commander, and 
your daughter safe among the royalists, and 
without a father. As i: is, Ihave done you 
harm enough to make me die easy. Havo I 
said enough ?” 

“You have uttered your dying words, at all 
events,” was the significant answer. “ Lieuten- 
ant Gouvionne, I leave the execution in your 
hands. Let it be conducted with all proper haste.”” 

“First company, front rank—forward three 
paces,” was the prompt command of the young 
officer. The men moved quickly up at the 
word. 

“ Ready—present !”” 

A line of muskets was instantly levelled to- 
wards the prisoner. 

“Fire!” 

A bright blaze and a crashing report answered 
the command. The emoke rose from the scene 
of execution, and Raymonde Torvil was discov- 
ered lying upon his face. 

“He's dead,” Andre Descartes exclaimed, 
“and he'll do no more mischief; but it seems 
strange that he should fall before the command 
was fairly given.” 

“« Are you sure that he did?” Lieutenant Goa- 
vionne asked, in surprise. 

“ Quite sure, my lieutenant—I watched him 
closely.” 

Andre’s words excited much remark, and the 
body Was ere long examined. To the surprise 
of all present, the fatal mark was found upon 
the finger! The volley had swept over his head, 
and Raymonde Torvil had purposely become 
his own last victim. 

Little more remains to be told. Lieutenant 
Jean Gouvionne was, after the lapse of several 
months, made the happy husband of Jacqueline 
Duprez, who was heard to say, that her husband 
perfectly filled the idea which she had previously 
formed of her cousin Jean. And although 
Jacqueline did not wed a general, she marned a 
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man who in after years rose until he attained 
that rank, the emperor personally conferring it 
upon him for his bravery at Marengo. 

Colone! Duprez met with a soldier’s fate, dy- 
ing in one of the first of the battles which were 
fought in Italy for the republic. 

We have elsewhere intimated that Andre 
Descartes became one of the “old mustaches ” 
of Napoleon, bat his distinguished services merit 
@ more extended notice at our hands. Steadily 
refasing to leave the ranks, he followed his be- 
loved leader through the campaigns of Italy, 
Egypt, Austria and Russia, was with him at 
Dresden, accompanied him to Elba, and was one 
of the host who rallied around him at Waterloo, 
in that last struggle for the empire, and fell upon 
that field of blood, shouting with their last breath, 
“Vive (Em 1 

The mechanism by which Raymonde Torvil 
accomplished his murderous work was discov- 
ered a quarter of a century afterhisdeath. The 
revelation was made by a noted assassin at 
Paris, at the point of execution, who had left 
the mysterious mark upon scores of his victims. 
The instrament of death was simply a ring worn 
upon the finger. A slight pressure of the thumb 
upon this, caused to start forth upon the opposite 
side a diminutive blade, as fine as the point of 
a needle, upon the end of which was a most pow- 
erful and virulent mineral poison, the introduc- 
tion of which into the blood was almost instant 
death. Hundreds who read the confession of 
this criminal readily recalled to mind the events 
which form the basis of our story, and shuddered 
as they reflected upon the mysterious and fearful 
revenge of Tux Secret Scarer of AUMALE. 


LIFE’S TROUBLES. 

We may compare the troubles which we have 
to undergo in this life, to a great bundle of fag- 
ots, far too large for us to lift. But God does 
not require as to the whole at once; he 
mercifally unties the bundle, and gives first one 
stick which we are to carry to-day, und another 
which we are to carry to-morrow, and s0 on. 
This we might easily manage, if we would only 
take the burden appointed for us each day; but 
we choose to increase oar troubles by carrying 
yesterday’s stick over again to-day, and adding 
to-morrow’s burden to our load, before we are 
required to bear it.—Beecher. 

————_+ =- 2 + 

Tue Ricur Use or rae Eres.—An Italian 
bishop, who had endured much persecution with 
a calm, unroffied temper, was asked how he at- 
tained such a mastery over himself. ‘“‘ By mak- 
ing aright use of my eyes,” said he. “I first 
look up.to heaven, as the place whither I am 

‘oing to live forever, I next look down upon 
the earth, and consider how small a space of it 
will soon be all that Ican occupy or want. I 
then look around me, and think how many are 
far more wretched than J am.” 
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OLD MEMORIES. 





BY M. REBECCA OSDON. 


With the asare sky above me, 
And the springing grass beneath, 
And the rich and fragrant flowers 
Around me like a wreath; 
‘Thus sitting ‘neath the shadows 
Which the waving elms cast, 
Tam sadly thinking— 
Thinking of the past. 
Of a little merry maiden, 
Whose bands of shining hair 
Fell softly o'er a forehead 
Than the Parian stone more fair. 


With her laugh so light and joyous, 
‘And ber heart so wildly free; 

‘The very soul of merriment, 
Unstained and pure was she. 

We roamed the green fields, chasing 
The painted butterfly; 

Or, twiaing wreaths of wild flowers, ° 

+ As the sunny hoars flew by. 
« We were side by side when summer 

Threw her bright biue sky above, 

And the icy wreaths of winter 
ound us firmer in our love. 


0, the many airy castles, 
By golden pleasures gilt, 
In bope's gay, rosy future 
Our childhood's fancy built. 
Our hearts were light and happy, 
As we pictured future years— 
All but the recollection 
Were effaced by bitter tears. 
0, childhood, sunny childhood, 
How like » gladsome dream! 
But thy fondest hopes are broken, 
Like the ripples on « stream. 


‘The jeyous sight of chikdhood 
‘Has forever fled my brow, 
And I often muse if Jesnnie 
Is the some bright creature now; 
They tell me ‘mong the lovely 
Bhe bears the palm alone; 
But ’tis sald the heart soon changes 
When it lists the Hatéerer's tone. 
And I would not now behold her, 
‘Mong that gay and thoughtless train; 
For I know that we can never 
Be what we were again. 





THE FIVE SHILLING NOTE. 


BY ARTHUR W. MACKAY. 





Oxxy one year had passed since Abel Buell 
and Anna West had become a married pair. 
The boy-husband was barely twenty, when the 
year expired ; but however strenuous were the 
Blue Laws of Connecticut in other points, they 
did not forbid the marriages of mere children— 
and Abel. and his wife were little more so. 

Bat if children in years, they were both ma- 
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ture in intellect, sharp and ingenious, and well 
calculated to work their way through the world. 
The town of Killingworth still holds their de 
scendants, and they are among the worthiest 
and best of the sons and danghters of old 
Connecticut. 

An old, halfdilapidated house was the home 
of the youthful pair; but they were looking 
forward to the time when they should build s 
pleasant little cottage, and meantime they made 
themselves quite happy in their shaky and time- 
stained room, that creaked wofully even under 
Anna’s light step. 

A gentle, pretty creature was the young wife, 
modest and quiet enough, usually, but with » 
world of ambition and enterprise in her heart. 
Gentle as she was, she often spurred Abel to 
some new thought or purpose, and more than 
once he would have desponded, in the first year 
of their marriage, had she not helped him both 
to plan and to execute. A small farm supplied 
the wants of their table; a bit of woodland gare 
them sufficient fuel; and out of Abel’s ingeni- 
ous capabilities oe other wants were to find 
their realization. 

In a long-disused chamber at the back of 
their old tamble-down house, Abel had collected 
a variety of odd tools, gravers, saws, files, and 
a thousand other things with which he was coo 
stantly at work in his leisure hours—sometimes 
making little knick-knacks, which Anna woald 
lay away to adorn that pleasant cottage in 
Cloud land, which was ever before her eyes, and 
sometimes exercising his really fine mechanical 
powers upon some invention or other, by which 
he hoped some day to grow rich and prosperous. 

“Come down, Abel! You shall not stay any 
longer in that old cell to-night!” called oat 
Anna’s cheer fal voice, as she stood at the bottom 
of the staircase. ‘“ Come and read to me, while 
I work.” 

«One moment longer, Anna; I am trying a0 
experiment. Come and stay with me till I get 
through.” 

But the little wife scolded and refasegd—de- 
claring that she would go home to her father, if 
he did not stay with her more. Abel laughed, 
as he heard her harmless invectives, and thought 
how quickly he could press an apology, and sea! 
his pardon, too, upon the pouting lips. It took 
him longer than he thought; and Anos, who 
could not bear the loneliness, went up staifs. 

“That is right, love ; now sit down opposite 
me, and look at what I have done. If I was 
inclined to do wrong, love, I could easily meke 
a fortune. But, thank Heaven! I have 0¢ 
disposition.” 
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He held out what had been originally a five 
shilling note, such as was then used in the col- 
onies, but which he had altered to a five-pound 
note so ingeniously, that no one could have de- 
tected it save by the strictest scrutiny. 

“ Abel, what are you going to do with this?” 
she asked, with a half-distrustful look, as he ex- 
plained the process of alteration. 

“Build a palace, and dress you in gold!” 
said he, laughing. “Ah, Anna, if it were only 
right to do this! Bat it is not ; and I shall burn 
this, or perhaps alter it back again. A palace 
bed would be filled with thorns, if I got it 
through dishonesty. But Anna, my love, what 
do you see?” : 

And well he might ask, for the poor wife’s 
face was blanched to the whiteness of death, 
and her eyes, fixed on the window opposite her, 
were distended and wild, as she gazed. 

“ What is it, dear?” he asked, again. 

Anna answered him slowly, and with great 
effort, speaking through her closed teeth, as if 
she feared some one would overhear her. 

“ There is a face—a man’s face at the win- 
dow. Do not look round. Some one, I am 
sure, who intends an injury, has climbed up to 
that high window behind you.” 

Let us go down, then,” said Abel. “We 
will invite him in, and disarm him if he is an 
enemy. But, Heaven bless my little goose of a 
wife! what enemies could she or I have ?” 

And the light hearted boy, thinking she was 
deceived, drew her tenderly down stairs, bright- 
ened up the smouldering fire, and brought up 
from the cellar a plate of appies and a pitcher 
of cider, setting them on the ample hearth to 
warm. Anna recovered her spirits, allowed that 
she might have been mistaken, and tho rest of 
the evening passed off very pleasantly. 

Early, next morning, Anna was surprised to 
gee two or three men coming up to the house; 
and still more, on their nearer approach, to re- 
cognize the sheriff of Killingworth. 

She called hastily to Abel, who was busy with 
some out-door work, and he came in, wondering, 
even more than herself, what business brought 
Mr. Smith to his house. He did not wait long, 
for as soon as he came into the room, a hand 
was laid on his shoulder, and he was arrested, 
in the king’s name. 

“What have I done” ejaculated the sur- 
prised prisoner. ‘Surely, I may know for 
what I am arrested ” 

“Certainly, Mr. Buell. You have been ac- 
cused to the king’s attorney, Governor Griswold, 
of having been detected in counterfeiting money, 
and you are taken at this time to answer to it.” 
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A mortal paleness seemed to overspread 
Abel’s face. In a moment he thought of the 
one shilling note, the face at the window, and 
the hideous punishment that might be his. Poor 
Anna had mercifally fainted at the first sentence 
uttered by the sheriff, and she still lay in 
unconsciousness. 

“Do not waken her!” he said to the officer 
who had stooped to raise her up. “Better that 
she should die, than wake to see me disgraced !”” 
And the proud boy wept great tears at the ig- 
nominy which he felt in his heart of hearts. 

He was taken before the king’s attorney, Gov- 
ernor Matthew Griswold, tried and found guilty, 
by witness, of having altered notes to a large 
amount. Tho man who saw him, had climbed 
to the window from curiosity to see what he 
would Le doing in that lonely chamber, every 
night—his wonder prompting him to bring a 
ladder, that he might ascertain the truth. He 
deposed that he had secn the note altered in the 
hands of Abel, and that when he took it up, it 
was but a shilling note. 

Conscious of his innocence, Abel made a 
manly and spirited defence of himself, but to no 
purpose. Thestern Puritan judge would not 
bend an inch—that is, he would not appear to 
bend. Once off the bench, he was as affable as 
possible, and really intended to do the best he 
could for young Buell, having been a friend of 
his father. 

The case, however, was fully proved. The 
punishment awarded consisted of imprisonment, 
cropping and branding! All and each of these 
were to be administered at once. Buell’s stout 
heart quailed at the sentence, for Anna’s sake. 
Would she ever love him again’—a disgraced, 
mutilated prisoner, branded with his crime upon 
the forehead? His every thought was a con- 
centrated agony. 

He was in the judge’s own room, adjoining the 
court-room, for so the humane man willed it, 
rather than that the son of his old friend, Ste- 
phen Buell, should be seen by the rude crew in 
the prison. The door suddenly opened, and 
Anna was in his arms, showering tears and 
kisses on the pale, stern face. He could not 
bear this. He felt his own degradation and hers, 
in being thus marked ont fora criminal. Even 
the knowledge that he intended to harm no one 
by his unfortunate act, scarcely softened the pang. 

He begged her to go home, and not to subject 
herself to the sneers that would follow her as 
the wife of a counterfeiter. 

“No!” she exclaimed; “here is my place, 
and all the sneers of the world shall not drive 
me from you:” : 
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“You must not be near me when I suffer the 
punishment, Anna. Not that I fear it for my- 
self, but you would suffer more than I.” 

“My poor Abel! what will they do to you?” 

“What you must not see. Hark! they are 
coming now! Leave me!” 

The officers approached him, and gently 
pushed his wife away from his side. 

“T will not go!” she cried. “ Cruel, savage 
men! you shall not do this!” as her eye caught 
the sharp instrument and the hot iron at once. 

“Nay, Anna, stay by me if you will, and 
hold my hand. It will soon be over, and you 
must be calm, or I shall suffer doubly.” 

She clung to his hand, and averted her eyes. 
Nota nerve of the brave boy-husband quivered, 
as the sharp knife cut through the tip of his ear. 
The jadge had ordered them to lay the severed 
piece upon his tongue, to keep it warm, and put 
it instantly back, as soon as the blood ceased to 
flow rapidly. It was done, and united to the 
ear by a small plaster. 

Now came the branding upon the forehead. 
“Lightly, and as far up as possible,” the judge 
had said ; and this part of the punishment was 
scarcely felt, the iron being just placed on the 
skin and held there until the prisoner had ut- 
tered the words—‘ God save the king!” 

Abel was wondering at Anna’s calmness ; but 
as soon as he could look down upon her, he saw 
that she had fainted. 

“So much for letting women in!” growled 
the surly old official; but it was observed that 
he wiped his eyes upon the sleeve of his coat, 
when he carried her out into the air. 

Abel was at first imprisoned in Norwich, but 
subsequently was carried back to Killingworth. 
Anna followed him, establishing herself near 
him, where she could spend most of her time 
with him ; and by the interference of the judge, 
this was allowed. 

She brought instruments to the prison, by 
which ho constracted a lapidary machine, in 
which he fashioned a large and very beautiful 
stone. Anna got it set asa ring, by Abel's re- 
quest, and large enough to fit his own fingers. 

“What will you do with it?” she asked, 
smiling, as the glittering thing lay before them— 
scarcely a meet ornament for a prisoner. 

“You will know by-and-by, dear,” was his 
only answer; and the little wife, grown weaker 
and tenderer by misfortune, did not press the 
matter, but sat down to her work as placidly as 
if the prison had been a palace. 

Not so Abel. His proud spirit chafed con- 
stantly to be free. Here were his best days, the 
golden prime of his years, passing away in a 
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prison for an imaginary crime, and the con- 
temptible spy upon his privacy revelling in free- 
dom! It seemed, too, that his friends, if he 
had any, had forgotten him; for no one came to 
see him. Even his father’s friend, Judge Gris- 
wold, who had been very kind, was now in the 
depths of a political campaign, as he had heard, 
and could not be supposed to remember him. 
Abel was growing hard towards the world. 

His painfal reverie was broken by the entrance 
of his wife, with a newspaper iu her hand. 
This was always a welcome treat, and never 
more so than now ; for the first words he read 
were the announcement that Judge Griswold was 
elected Governor of Connecticut. 

“Now, Anna, dear wife, you shall have this 
Ting. lL intended it for the governor, but little 
thought who was to fill that office. I entrust it 
to you. If the new governor thinks that an in- 
nocent man, who can be of use in the world, had 
better stay here in prison, I will not dispute 
him ; bat I do believe that Matthew Griswold, 
now that he has the power to serve the son of his 
old friend, will not spurn the petition of my wife. 
Go and ask him, Anna—and trust me, he will 
not refuse you.” 

And she did go; and she won the pardon for 
Abel by her own eloquence alone—cunningly re- 
serving the ring as a dernier resort, if her wo- 
man’s tongue should fail. Then she gracefully 
urged him to wear it in remembrance of two 
gratefal souls, who, on the distant shore to which 
they should now emigrate, would pray for his 
prosperity and happiness. 

In a foreign land, far from the scene of his 
mortification, Abel Buell earned a name among 
the best class of artisans as a lapidary of no 
small merit. No one knew why he wore the 
long hair, which hung so inconveniently over 
his work, and shaded forehead and cheek #0 
deeply ; nur did he ever betray that his youth 
was passed in America. Even when the thun- 
ders of the Revoluiion came booming over the 
sea, until they were echoed on other shores, he 
could not resolve to breathe the air which had 
once oppressed him, so deep and lasting was his 
sense of the injustice he had sustained. 

But when children gathered around them, 
Anna’s heart yearned so lovingly for her native 
vales, that he could not refuse to go with her 
and them, to taste once more of New England’s 
hospitality. To his surprise, no one appeared 
to remember his disgrace; and he began to 
think that he had thrown away a great deal of 
unnecessary sensitiveness upon what was 80 
soon forgotten. His midnight spy was no 
longer in existence. . 
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THE DROP OF WATER. 





BY M. B. ANDERSON, ¥. D. 





The drop of water which to-day 
Sparkles on the diamond's face, 

‘To-morrow will have fled away, 
In roral mists the rose to grace. 


‘Po day it beautifies the pearls 
Which stud the ocean’s bed— 

To-morrow, furiously is hurled, 
In fleecy snow-fiakes sped. 


‘To-day it glistens on the rose, 
Like tears on beauty’s cheek— 
To-morrow, mid the thunder’s roar, 
A distant land doth seek. 


To-day, resolved to azure cloud, 
Agalo, to-morrow, dew; 

To-day, to flowers its freshness “ford, 
‘To-morrow, death bestrew! 


A drop of water—O, how amall 
The seeming worthless thing— 
Yet, drop by drop, combined, withal, 
Hence mighty oceans spring. 
+ —___—_. 
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BY MRS. AGNES L. CRUIKSHANK. 

“Motuer, what makes you look so, are you 
worse ; do you want anything I can get you? 
Tell me what I can do for you, mother, but don’t 
look at me so.” And the speaker, a tall, dark 
looking young man, bent down until his shaggy 
locks rested on the pillow, where lay the pale 
face of a dying woman. Twice the livid lips 
easayed to utter articulate sounds, and twice the 
words died away in a faint gurgle; but the third 
time she said, ‘‘ Wine!” and her watchfal at- 
tendant on the instant placed a broken cup to 
her lips, out of which she feebly drank the reviv- 
ing cordial. 

Again he entreated her to let him assist her, 
and it was mournful to hear the pleading tones 
of that strong voice, so full of sorrow and despair. 

“Owen, you can do nothing for me, I am 
dying.” 

The young man made no reply, only buried 
his face in his folded arms, and groaned as he 
leaned on the pillow. 

The woman appeared to gain new strength, 
she raised herself on her elbow and touched him 
with her thin hand, ‘ 

“ Boy, this is not a horror to me, I have long 
expected death to come; I'do not fear him, but 
it is dreadful to die before my vengeance is ac- 
complished. Owen, what would youdo to make 
your mother die happy?” 
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“ Anything, mother ; speak and tell me what 
you want, and I will do it if it bring me to the 
gallows.” 

The woman shut her eyes and breathed heavi- 
ly for a few seconds. She was struggling hard 
with death, but her will was invincible. 

“Thave much to tell you, Owen. Give me 
more wine, for that cold hand grasps my heart 
again. What is the night like? I th{nk I hear 
the wild wind roaring round the cot.” 

“tis a dark, stormy night, mother. The 
rain is falling heavily, and the thander rolls in 
the distance.” The man shuddered as he spoke, 
and crossing the miserable room, stirred up the 
fire into a brilliant blaze. It shone on four 
smoke-stained walls and a blackened roof, the 
interior of the meanest kind of hovel. The bed 
was wretched in the extreme, and all looked 
black, damp and dirty, out of which the woman’s 
white face looked with startling contrast. 

“Dark and stormy!” she muttered. “ Dark 
and stormy, like my life; but it is nearly over 
now, and then there is no more, no more !”’ 

Again her con came to her side. She laid her 
thin fingers on his great brown hand. 

“ Owen, on auch a night as this, five-and-twen- 
ty years ago, I fled my father’s house with Owen 
Craig, your father. The old man cursed me 
then. Two years after, when my mother died of 
a broken heart, he cursed me again, and when he 
laid himself down to die, his last words were to 
drive me from his presence. It was horrible, but 
I would have endured treble the torture for 
Owen’s sake, my idolized husband—the being 
whom I loved and worshipped alone out of all 
the world. We were happy then in a pretty cot- 
tage he had inherited from his father, and work 
was plentiful on the neighboring estate. People 
said Richard Conway was going to marry, and 
great preparations and improvements were going 
on. Your father, who had a good friend in the 
steward, found good employment and excellent 
wages. I know not what broke up this long- 
talked of match ; some said that the lady, Jane 
Beresford, refused to keep her plighted troth 
when she heard how wild and lawless a lite her 
middle-aged lover had Jed, others that he was 
the unwilling party, having heard several strange 
stories whispered about the lady Jane’s youthful 
days. Certain it is that the match was broken 
off, and a terrible enmity arose between the two 
families. Richard Conway lived a wilder life 
than ever, drank deep, and was the terror of the 
neighborhood when in his crazy fits, and Lady 
Jane entered a French convent, where she short- 
ly died. Two years after this, the head of the 
Conway family died, and he became Sir Bichard 


480 


claiming all the estates and every shilling of the 
property, to the exclusion of his cousin, an or- 
phan girl. But people said he had destroyed the 
will of his old uncle. Up to this time I had 
never seen Sir Richard, hut he came to our cot- 
tage one day, when weary with shooting, and 
begged a glass of water to quench his thirst. 
‘Would that he had died of hunger and thirst ere 
his fearful footsteps crossed our happy threshold. 
Would that I had perished ere my hand minis- 
tered to his wants. He came again and again, 
and the last time he dared to tell me his hateful 
errand. I drove him from my presence and told 
my husband when he came home, but the mis- 
chief was done. A steady system of persecution 
goon reduced us to poverty, and drove us from 
our pretty home, and in a miserable cot, little 
better than this, my twin children were born. 
You were strong and hearty, but my little girl, 
my delicate little danghter, was too frail to en- 
dure such hardships. We saw her pining daily, 
while I, faint with hunger, was unable to give 
the sustenance she needed.” 

“You shall have food,’ your father cried. 
‘I will not see you and your little ones perish 
before my eyes, while others revel in splendor.’ 

“He went away bat soon returned, bringing 
in his hand a hare. I knew it had come from 
Sir Richard’s park, but it was no time to indulge 
in scruples when no food had passed my lips for 
three days. I ate greedily the broth he prepared 
for me, and gave some to my infants, and your 
father watched us with tears running down his 
face, yet he himeelf ate nothing. In less than a 
week he went out again one evening. I knew 
his errand, but could say nothing to prevent it. 
That time he did not come back, and all night I 
strove to quiet the cries of my little, hungry 
babes, who were again suffering for food. 

“ At noon next day, Sir Richard himself came 
and told me all. My husband would come no 
more. They had caught him in the act of car- 
rying away the stolen hare; a fierce fight had 
ensned ere he could be taken, and the head 
gamekeeper had received a severe wound. My 
husband was in prison, and the hard-hearted ty- 
rant told me, with bitter malice, that ‘when he 
left it he would monnt the scaffold.’ Tht eve- 
ning my little girl died of cold and hanger, but 
I shed no tear, it was a relief to know that her 
sufferings were over. I thought of my father’s 
curse when I saw the little limbs quiver and 
stiffen, and then grow still for ever, but I was 
stronger now than in my best days. 

“Carefally I wrapped you up and fastened 
you on my back, then took the little cold corpse 
ef my dead babe in my arms, and thus burden- 
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ed, I left the cottage and set out for my native 
town, now the place of your father’s imprison- 
ment. I never knew how the long journey was 
performed, only that kind people on the way 
gave me food for the children, and wondered I 
would not let them touch the one I held so care- 
fally, but I reached home at last, found friends 
who listened pitifully to my story, who buried 
my dead child beside my parents, under the 
shadow of the old church, and who, when I was 
ill, tended you and bronght me back to con- 
sciousness and misery. Your father’s trial came 
on, not for poaching but marder, the man whom 
he had struck on that fatal night was dead. 

“T found friends who would fain have seen 
justice done, from the physician, who swore that 
the man had killed himself with liquor, to the 
lawyer, who exerted every nerve in the vain ef- 
fort to save an innocent man’s life. Vain efforts 
indeed when opposed to such inflaence as Rich- 
ard Conway. Sniffice it, boy, that they condemn- 
ed your father and sent him to a felon’s grave. 
Again I felt the working of the curse, and I left 
the innocent, happy home of those who had shel- 
tered and succored me, for I would not bring the 
sorrow and suffering to their door which I felt 
was my doom. You know only too well how 
we have struggled through these years, how, 
without any faults on our own part, we have been 
driven from society and sent out here to starve 
on this desolate moor. We owe this all to Rich- 
ard Conway, whose vengeance has never slept. 
He is an old man now, has never married, sad 
boundless wealth has fallen to his lot. He lives 
in luxary, while we, whose comfort he destroyed, 
perish here for bread or have to steal it to main- 
tain life. I hoped to see the day when retribu- 
tion should fall on his head, when sorrow should 
crush his proud heart, and bitter scorn drive him 
mad as it has me, but now I am dying, and he 
still lives to rejoice in the desolation he has 
made.” 

She paused, faint and out of breath with the 
exertion of speaking, while with flashing eyes, 
clenched hands, and hard drawn breath, the son 
sat muttering threats of vengeance. It was ter- 
rible to see the anger in that dark, fierce face, 
terrible to hear the wicked words which boded ill 
to the man whose evil deeds had now for the first 
time reached his ears. 

At midnight, when the storm raged fiercest and 
the thunder rolled heavily overhead, the soul of 
the miserable mother departed, and Owen Craig, 
the poacher of the Black Moor, found himself 
alone in the world. He had loved her alone of 
all his fellow-creatures, and with her departed 
the restraint which had hitherto marked his con- 
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duct. He had stolen his neighbors’ game solely 
for his and his mother’s support ; now he would 
do it for vengeance, to retaliate in every possible 
way for the unmerited wrongs of his parents. 
There was much of evilin this man’s nature ; 
his love for his mother was the only redeeming 
trait, and she was not capable of leading him to 
higher and better aims. Her words had filled 
his soul with longing for revenge, and he listen- 
ed eagerly to the suggestions of the evil spirit, 
who is ever near to assist in leading men to de- 
straction. 





At the very hour, when with an aching heart 
and in savage gloom young Craig was placing 
the sods on the lonely grave he had made on the 
Black Moor, a scene of a different description 
was taking place in a mansion but a few miles 
distant, and between two people who little dream- 
ed of poverty, loneliness, guilt or sorrow. 

In the library of her beantifal home sat the 
lady Constance Beresford, one ot England’s fair- 
est daughters, her companion a young man every 
way her equal, yet an unsuccessful suitor for her 
hand. The deep blush on cheek and brow 
showed the Iady’s agitation, even while she played 
in seeming indifference with a costly fan, while 
the gentleman, walking moodily up and down 
the room, displayed equal if not more annoy- 
ance. The sweet voice of the former first broke 
the silence : : 

“When you have finished your promenade, I 
Mhould be glad to ask youa few questions, Clar- 
ence; there is something about this I cannot un- 
derstand.” 

He came without 4 word and threw himself on 
8 low cushion at her feet. He was not more 
than three-and-twenty, slight and elegantly form- 
ed, with bright chestnut curls above his white 
forehead, and blue eyes which looked all the love 
he felt for the fair girl before him. From infancy 
he had been the petted darling of two aristocratic 
families, singularly well provided with unmar- 
ried female members; with a princely income 
and uncontrolled liberty, he was yet too refined 
and fastidious to fall into the common errors of 
young men of his class, yet a glance at the two 
would have satisfied you that Constance Beres- 
ford could bestow no love on a man whose high- 
est efforts were made for his own gratification, 
whose greatest sacrifices were paid at the shrine 
of fashion. 

To be acknowledged the best dressed and most 
accomplished man of his set, to be admired for 
his well shaped foot and ledylike hand, to have 
his taste consulted on matters of dress and equip- 
age, both by male and female friends, to be the 
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oracle, the pattern, the admiration of all his ac- 
quaintances, this and this alone was the end and 
aim of the Hon. Clarence Howard’s ambition. 
And yet the man had much that was good in his 
compesition, qualities which developed by adver- 
sity, would have won him respect, but uncalled 
for in his luxuriant life, were unnoticed and un- 
known, and suffered to be overran by the rank 
weeds of idleness, vanity and adulation. But 
we have left fair lady Constance too long. 

“ What motive had you, Clarence, for renew- 
ing this conversation which once before I bade 
you never to resume ?”” 

“ Have I not told you the motive which urged 
me, love to yourself, dear consin? Think you 
that is not of itself sufficient to induce a man to 
face all dangers and perils, even to the braving 
of your anger 7” 

The slightest possible frown darkened the 
lady’s brow, as she bent forward a little and 
looked in his eyes. 

“Why will you trifle with me, Clarence ? Do 
you wish that even our friendship shall be ended ? 
Remember I have not much patience to spare; 
and I know that it was not love alone which sug- 
gested to you the idea of renewing your suit.” 

The smile left the young man’s face at her tone 
and manner. : 

“I will not trifle, Constance, since it annoys 
you. Truth to tell, I am in no mood for jest- 
ing; yet I had but little hope, and should not 
have come but for your brother’s urgent request. 
I knew you too well to believe you could change, 
and this interview, though it has pained me, is 
scarce a disappointment, in spite of all Alfred 
said in favor of my hopes.” 

Lady Constance did not answer for a few 
moments ; she was in deep and painfal thought, 
and her companion went on speaking again : 

“We are both young, Constance, and time 
may give you a more favorable impression of 
me. May I not indalge some hope that in the 
future—” - 

“Not the least, I shall never change, Clarence. 
I like you well as friend and brother, but you can 
never be more to me.” 

“But the reason, the reason. Do for pity’s 
sake give me a reason!” he exclaimed, petulant- 
ly. “What have I done to make. myself so 
hatefal to you?” 

She smiled quietly at his little show of temper. 
“I despise your whole mode of life, Clarence ; 
your useless days and wasted nights, your devo- 
tion to dress and fashion, your dancing, your 
guitar playing, your little fopperies. I could not 
marry a man who would perfume his pocket 
handkerchief, carl his whiskers, or sit at my feet.” 
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Clarence sprung to his feet and went away to 
the window, while Constance shut the fan in her 
hand with a violence that shattered the delicate 
ivory carving. There was again silence for a 
few minutes, and then she rose and went to him. 

“Clarence, it is your own fault. You make 
me say such things to you, by persevering in a 
most annoying course. Let us be friends, as we 
used to be before any such nonsense as this was 
thought of.” 

He took the hand she laid on his arm, but 
when he would have pressed it to his lips it was 
hastily withdrawn, and she had teft the room. 

Let us follow her to her own boudoir, where 
she sat in silence and loneliness, until her maid 
came to ask permission to absent herself for a 
few hours, a favor very readily granted; then 
when the girl had withdrawn, lady Constance 
lighted a small lamp, undrew the heavy damask 
drapery which shaded the window of her room, 
and hung the light in a chain apparently placed 
there for that purpose. To throw around her 
person a warm shawl was the next proceeding, 
and then, precisely as the clock on the great stair- 
case struck ten, she extinguished the light, and 
with noiseless footsteps left the room, and after 
passing through long halls and dreary corridors, 
went out upon the gardens by a side door, only 
used by the family, and which she locked after 
her. 

Altogether it was a most mysterious proceed- 
ing, and only to be accounted for by the meeting 
which took place in another second, when under 
the beechwood she met a tall and stately looking 
cavalier, whose mode of greeting left no doubt 
a8 to the terms on which they stood. Few words 
passed, and those were spoken in love’s own 
tone, too low for other mortals to overhear, bat 
by-and-by the gentleman drew his companion’s 
hand through his arm, and together they walked 
to a shady arbor which he wished to enter, bat 
finally consented to her wish and sat down on a 
rustic bench outside. 

“The night air is chill, love. I trust you will 
take no cold.” Very carefully be folded the 
shawl about her, keeping it secare with his arm, 
but still she spoke not. 

“Tam not satisfied with these stolen visits, 
Constance, precious as they are. I feel that I 
am doing wrong, making you do the same, and 
acting unworthily altogether. I would call you 
mine before the whole world, and not steal here 
like a thief in the night to enjoy an hour in your 
society. I know not what to do for the right. 
Sometimes I think it would be best to give up 
all my hopes; best for you at least.” 

Very softly she laid her hand upon his lips. 
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“Richard, you must not say such things, 
cannot permitthem. You are sad again to-night, 
and cannot view matters in the best light. Isis 
useless for you to make such resolves, for I will 
not be given up.” 

He kissed the little hand and held it fondly in 
his own. 

“Love, it is for your sake I dread these meet- 
ings, the peril to your fair fame should it ever be 
known, and I tremble at the scene you wonld 
have to encounter with your father and brother, 
should it come to their knowledge.”’ 

Lady Constance laughed lightly. 

“You are more than usually sad, to-night, 
Richard, but you need not try to infect me with 
your terrors. My father has never forbidden me 
to meet you, nor do I feel myself bound to hate 
you because of the dislike between our families ; 
as for my fair fame, if it is ever called in ques- 
tion, I shall proclaim you my champion and ex- 
pect you will kill my enemy.” 

And thas with merry jests she strove to ban- 
ish the cloud. 

“J think I will go and see my uncle, to-mor- 
row, if a reconciliation can beeffected. I sheald 
not hesitate to come to an explanation with your 
father; in fact, I would face anything to have 
the right to meet youhere. I cannot endure this 
suspense any longer.” 

And thus they talked, the young lovers, until 
the chimes rang out the midnight hour. 

“One moment longer, Constance,” Richard 
pleaded, as she started to her feet, alarmed at the 
length of their interview. “One moment, dear 
one, I have a strong presentiment of danger or 
trouble; it may be that this will be our las 
meeting.” 

She laid her hand upon his shoulder, nd 
looked up in his sorrowfal, loving eyes. 

“Tn sorrow, in trouble, in life or death, dear 
Richard, lam yours and yours only. Let as 
only keep hopeful, do right and trust in God, 
aud we shall yet be happy.”’ 

Without another word he pressed her to his 
heart, kissed her white brow, and they parted. 





Lady Constance stood under the shadow of the 
marble portico, twining rose buds round the neck 
of her favorite fawn ; she wore them in her Ft 
bright curls, on her bosom, and fastened in arib- 
bon at her waist. How she loved the sweet roses 
and the bright sunshine. Just at this moment 
the world seemed unusually pleasant. Perhaps it 
was theremembrance of last night's conversation 
which lent nature this unusual brilliancy. Sad 
denly voices fall on her ear, her father and broth 
er, and both appear agitated. 
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“ Bless my heart, what a shocking thing,” she 
hears the elder gentleman say. “ And they ac- 
cuse his nephew of the murder. O, I cannot be- 
lieve it, bad as I believe all the Conways are.” 

“But it is actually so, father. They arrested 
the young man early this morning. He was 
found lurking in the woods not far from the 
house.” 

“ And is the old man dead? Richard Conway 
dead?” And while he spoke there was a touch 
of remorse at the recollection of his own long 
cherished dislike. 

“ He is dead, sir; stabbed through his heart 
last night, and his nephew, now Sir Richard 
Conway, is arrested for the murder.” 

The old man walked slowly up and down the 
room, something like a tear glittering under his 
shaggy gray eyebrows. 

“We were boys together, and I know he loved 
Jane, poor Jane. It might have been her fault 
as mach as his that the match was broken. Poor 
Jane! poor Richard ! both dead and gone.” 

Fortunately, in the depth of his sorrow, the 
father beheld not that crushed form, clinging to 
the marble pillars for support; the death like 
face, the grief stricken figure of his daughter. 

Silently, Lady Constance crept to her cham- 
ber, the dark shadow of this dreadfal horror go- 
ing with her, making her heart beat with a dull, 
heavy pain, and her brain throb with its intense 
agony. Where was all her joyous light-heart- 
edness of an hour ago? She stood beforo her 
mirror, and with a shadder removed the roses, 
whose bloom made her own pallor more conspic- 
uous. Bat Lady Constance was not one to sink 
under grief, let it come in what shape it might. 
Richard was innocent, she knew that—what had 
she to fear? She knew not, and yet the terror 
clung to her heart. If she only knew the par- 
ticnlars, and she dare not inquire. : 

Once she thought of rushing to her father and 
telling him all, entreating him to save the man 
she loved, hut the next moment brought a smile 
at her own folly. No, she would wait. She had 
advised Richard to have patience, little dreaming 
how soon she should be called to practise it her- 
self. We dare not linger on the weeks of suffer- 
ing that passed, the agonies Lady Constance en- 
dured in listening to the varied versions of the 
subject which occupied all minds, and which 
wore upon her own until her father threatened 
to call in a physician if she did not soon recover 
her lost bloom and cheerfulness. 





“« And so you are really determined to attend 
the trial, mama?” said Miss Eveline Harcourt, 
as with a fearfully indolent yawn she arranged 
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the soft pillows of her sofa, and took an easier 
position. ‘Iam afraid it will be a dreadfully 
vulgar affair, and I have a horror of such scenes ; 
besides, { don’t believe Alfred will go.” 

“ But my love, I know he will, and Constance 
too, for I asked him yesterday. It will be really 
quite a fashionable affair, for you see there are 
many things to be considered. It Richard Con- 
way is acquitted of this, you know, love, there 
will be Conway Park and twenty thousand a 
year awaiting some fortunate girl, and it will not 
do to throw away such a chance. The Howards 
and the Hardinges and the Stranshams are all 
going, and you must remember, my dear child, 
that your two sisters have less fortune than you 
have, and are not likely to fnake such a conquest 
as you have done. Younger sons are not always 
as fortunate as Lord Alfred, in having large for- 
tanes left them, and unless I do something to 
help them, my poor girls may both die old maids.” 
And Mrs. Harcourt wiped away a tear which 
the dismal prospect had called up. And thus it 
came about, that Richard Conway’s trial was 
truly,as Mrs. Harcourt had foretold, “a fash- 
ionable affair.” 

Conway Park and twenty thousand a year! 
The owner an “oxtremely fine-looking young 
man,” as the mother of the four blooming Misses 
Howard said complacently to herself. ‘What 
a catch for one of the girls!” And so looking 
their loveliest, there they were on the day that 
Richard Conway was to be tried for his life, and 
with them a bevy of fair Stranshams, with their 
cousins the three Miss Hardinges, “the three 
graces,” as they were called among their gentle- 
men acquaintances. And there, too, sat Lady 
Constance between her father and brother, the 
young lover whose attention was divided between 
the proceedings and his indolent lady-love. 

There were few witnesses, the old steward of 
the murdered man being the principal. He had 
parted with his master, in the library, at ten 
o’clock, had seen that the house was secure, and 
immediately retired to his own apartment. At 
twelve o’clock he was awakened by a strange 
noise, had heard a groan, followed by hasty, 
heavy steps, and the slamming of a door. On 
hurrying to his master’s room he found him on 
the floor dead, and lying ina pool of blood. Had 
roused the other servants, but found all efforts to 
recall life unavailing. 

The wife gave precisely the same testimony, 
and both were positive as to the hour. 

The head gamekeeper was examined next. 
He had met “ Master Richard ” in the park, at 
daybreak. ‘‘ Thought he looked badly, as if he 
had not slept any all night. Told him what had 
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happened, when he caught hold of a tree to 
steady himself, and looked dreadfal pale.” 

Then came young Conway’s housekeeper and 
her husband. ‘He ordered dinner earlier than 
usual that evening, and rode away immediately 
afterwards and was goneall night. Butthat was 
not uncommon, Mr. Conway had been gone all 
night several times during the past two months.” 

There were a few other unimportant witnesses, 
and then the lawyers had it to themselves. 

The case looked very darkly for the prisoner. 
Evidently his own counsel was laboring uoder 
some difficulty, or thought his client guilty, for 
many rematked the careful avoidance of one 
particular. 

As the prosecuting attorney said with an ill- 
concealed sneer: “If the prisoner was not at 
Conway Park at midnight, why not prove where 
he was at that particular hour of the night in 
question ?* It was proved that he was there at 
day-dawn, wandering in the park, looking pale 
and weary. It was rather suspicious that the 
heir should have been so near at the very hour 
when the blow of a midnight assassin was put- 
ting him in possession of a princely fortune.” 
He alluded to the ill-feeling between the uncle 
and nephew, and other suspicious circumstances, 
until “guilty”? was written in the expression of 

h juryman’s face as plainly as if the letters 
themselves had been there. 

Richard had cast but one glance on the assem- 
bled ladies and their attendants, and unconscivns 
of the one pale face watching him with trembling 
anxiety, gave his whole attention to the court. 

- “Don’t you think him extremely handsome, so 
romantic looking?” asked Eveline Harcourt, of 
her “ most devoted,” in a languid whisper. 

Lord Alfred scarcely liked the superlatives. 
He raised his glass and took a cool survey of 
Richard, then inhaling the delicate perfume of 
his handkerchief, drawled out: ‘Passable! I 
think he is passable, but the idea of murder is so 
vulgar. To get one’s hands and clothes stained 
with blood, how the thought turns me sick. If 
they let him off I shall always turn faint when 
he comes near me.” 

Miss Harcourt gave an affected little scream, 
half smothered by her lace handkerchief. “ How 
dreadfully you talk, you'll frighten me to death.” 

“Tam afraid there is no chance for him,” 
whispered Mrs. Harcourt to her next neighbor. 
“ And the next heir is a married man with a 
family. O, what a pity!” 

“My child, you are very pale, and I feel you 
tremble. You allow this to agitate you too much. 
We had better retire. The scene has lost its in- 
terest for most of our acquaintances.” 
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“But, father, you do not believe he did it.” 

There was something in Lady Constance’s fice 
which made her father draw back. 

“I shall be really angry if you allow this to 
make you so nervous, Constance. Of course he 
did it, there is not a doubt about it. What is 
more probable, besides, why not tell where he 
was that night ?”” 

“Lady Constance Beresford !” 

How the name echved through the great room, 
sending a thrill of astonishment through the 
whole assembly, striking Richard Conway like 
an electric shock, for he well knew what was 
coming, and paralyzing Lord Alfred so that he 
only made a feeble grasp at his sister’s dress as 
she rose from her seat and moved forward. 

There was a great stir and agitation in court 
as the lady threw back her veil, and laying her 
white hand on the book presented to her, took 
the witness’s oath, speaking the words distinctly 
and slowly, her face meanwhile wearing the cold, 
calm, haughty expression which had long gained 
her the name of being the proudest of her proud 
race. Turning to the judge, before any ques- 
tions could be asked, Lady Constance thas ad- 
dressed him : 

“My lord, I came here not to answer imper- 
tinent questions, bat to inform your lordship and 
the gentlemen of the jury, of a fact which is im- 
portant in the present state of this case. The 
prisoner, Richard Conway, was not at Conway 
Park at twelve o’clock on the night of the mar- 
der.” 

The lady’s words ware distinctly heard in the 
dead silence which had fallen, and never perbaps 
did so short a speech make so great a sensation. 

‘If not at the scene of the murder, can the 
lady declare on her oath where he was!” 

The solemn voice of the judge restored the 
gijence. The slightest possible tinge of color 
rowé.to the lady’s cheek, ag she replied : 

“At the hour mentioned, he was at Beresford. 
House.” 

The judge mused for an instant. The coan- 
sel fur the prosecation rose. 

“ My lord, the prisoner could scarcely have 
been at Beresford House, without the cognizance 
of other of its inmates. Some of the servants 
must be able to swear to this fact, for in so im- 
portant a case, it is well to have all the evidence 
possible.”” 

Lady Constance felt the crimson flashing 
cheek and brow, as she heard the next question. 
Too well she knew that none but herself knew 
of Richard’s visit. Again the judge asked : 

“ Who can prove this, Lady Constaneiig” 

She felt that hundreds of eyes were scanning 
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her face, hundreds of whispérs would be spread 
to her shame, if she yielded to the confusion, 
and lastly the thought that Richard’s life de- 
pended on her firmness, gave her strength. She 
was on the point of declaring that their interview 
bad been alone, when from out a gay party of 
ladies, stepped Clarence Howard, and walking 
slowly forward, took his place at her side. ° 

Constance sank into the chair placed for her, 
while the elegant Clarence, after taking a survey 
of the assemblage, the greater part of whom 
appeared to inspire him with intense disgust, thus 
addressed the court: 

“ Sir Richard Conway was at Beresford House 
on the night of the murder, at the hour of 
twelve. The Lady Constance had an interview 
with him, at which no one was present but my- 
self. Her father and brother were away, and 
noné of tho servants were aware of his being 
there. When the clock struck twelve, the lady 
warned him of the lateness of the hour; ata 
quarter past, he took his leave. Sir Richard 
having chosen to keep this secret, doubtless for 
fear of bringing the Iady’s name into court, I 
did not feel at liberty to speak of it; but Lady 
Constance having come forth nobly to tell the 
trath, and save an innocent man, I am happy to 
be able to add to the strength of her evidence.” 

Bowing slightly 7, court, and profoundly 
to Lady Constance, he then expressed his wil- 
lingnéss to answer ary questions, very few of 
which were asked ; and the gentleman fanning 
himself with a lemon-colored kid glove, daintily 
stepped across and took his seat in the midst of 

” his party, when he put a vinaigrette to his nose 
with all the airs of a fine lady. 

Lady Constance left the place with her father, 
but her brother did not return until Richard was 
pronounced innocent. 

As if to confirm the verdict, a note was 
handed to the jadge immediately after, from the 
keeper of a lunatic asylum, saying that a young 

- man had been placed in his care, and from the 
* natare of his ravings, it was very_evident that 
- he had been the murderer of Sir Richard Con- 

way. Richard was at once set at liberty, but 

* was immediately captured and borne off in tri- 

umph to “ Eveline Lodge,” very mach to Alfred 
Beresford’s discomfert, who could not help con- 
trasting thie stately owner of twenty thousand a 
year with his own pany self and very moderate 
fortune. 

But as no harm came from the match-making 
lady’s mancavres, we must believe that Richard 
wore a shield upon his heart, which rendered 
him invulnerable to the charms of fair ladies. 

As soon as he could escape from the attentions 
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of his fair hostess, Richard hastened to ascertain 
who the man was for whose crime he had suf- 
fered so much. It proved to be Owen Craig, 
“the poacher of the Black Moor,” and very lit- 
tle inquiry sufficed to give a reason for the 
dreadful deed. Maddened at the. recital of his 
mother’s wrongs, he had taken fearful vengeance 
on the aathor of her sufferings, and with ene 
blow ended Sir Richard’s wicked life. The ex- 
citement of doing such a deed, added to what 
he previously suffered, had completely unhinged, 
his mind, and he lived for many-years a dan: 
gerous maniac. 

The exciting scene of the trial proved almost 
too much for Lady Constance ; but after a few 
days’ illness, she began to regain her apual 
health—a recovery which was greatly hastened. 
by her father one day leading in Richard Con- 
way, to whose visits he now gave an unqualified 
consent. ~ 

The old mansion on the Conway estate was 
soon after pulled down, and a beautiful home 
soon stood in the place, to which Richard car- 
ried his fair bride one sammer morning amid the 
ringing of bélls and the cheers of his devoted 
tenantry. 

“May your pathway be ever as now strewed 
with flowers,” said Clarence Howard, .as he 
bowed over the bride’s fair hand, too well-bred 
to let others see the pang it cost him to lose the 
only woman he had ever loved; bat when a few 
years of travel had cured him of this romance, 
he became the most intimate friend at the Con- 
way mansion. 

His presence at the stolen meeting in the gar- 
den, on that eventful night, was a subject he 
loved to jest them about, and at last the fait 
lady learned to speak of it without turning pale. 
» I little thought,” he would say, “ when I 
was cursing the fate that led me there to be an 
unwilling listener to your conversation, that it 
would in the end te. the means of doing you 
both a great service.” 

And Richard, remembering with a thrill his 
gentle wife’s unpleasant situation on that day, 
grasps Howardés hand, forgetful of all his fop- 
peries in the recollection of the timely assistance 
he had been to them both. 

orn 
PASSING AWAY. 


We have short time to stay as you; 
‘We have as short a spring, 
As quick a growth to meet decay, 
As you or anything: 
We die, 
As your hours do; and dry 
Away, 
Like the summer's rain, 
Or as the pearls of morning's dew, 
Ne'er to be found again.—Hrricn, 


Curions Matters. 


Photograph of Saturn. 

At the Roman Observatory, M. Secchi has obtained a 
good photograph of Saturn, which shows not only the 
dark space between the planet and ring, but the shadow 
of the planct upon the ring. It also establishes two 
points of considerable interest: First, that the planet is 
darker than the ring; and, second, that the light of the 
planet is more powerfal than that of our moon. The 
proof of this is, that it requires twenty seconds to pro- 
duce a photographic image of the moon, while that of 
Saturn 1s produced in eight minutes, or 480 seconds. 
Bat Saturn is st least eighty times farther from us than 
the moon; and instead of requiring eighty times the 
number of seconds to produce his image, he requires only 
twenty-four times. M. Secchi infers from the planet's 
superior photographic power that he is surrounded by a 
Teflegfing atmosphere, while the moon ts destitute of 
such, and entirely black. 





A fat Fish. 

‘The Siskawit, a fish of Lake Superior, is reported to be 
the fattest fish that swims elther in fresh or salt water. 
‘The fishermen say that one of these fish, when hung by 
the tall in the hot sun of s summet's day, will melt and 
entirely disappear except the bones. In packing about 
fifty barrels, a few seasons ago, at Isle Royale, one of the 
fishermen made two and s half barrels of oll from the 
heads and leaf fat alone, without the least injury to the 
marketableness of the fish. Besides this leaf fat, the fut 
or ol {s disseminated in a layer of fat and a Jeyer of lean 
throughout.the fish. They are too fat to be eaten fresh, 
and are put up for the market like the lake white fish 
and Mackinac trout. 


Improved Parasol. 

A late Parisian invention consists in making ® paraso} 
on that {t can be folded in the form of 8 fan, instead of 
folding {tin the common manner. A small piece of brass 
is attached to the end of the shank of the parasol, and 
on the two aides of this plate two other plates are hinged. 
‘To these latter, the ribs of one half of each plate of the 
ferss0l are secured by joints which only allow them to 
move in the same plane of the plate. The two sides of 
the parasol fold together Hke # fan, and the al 
handle is jointed, to fold between the two in the; 
Teapoer. 















Astonishing, but true. 

A curious calculation has been made by a lover of the 
astonishing. He finds that 1 pin dropped into the hold 
of the Leviathan the first week of the yeer, 2 the second, 
4 the third, 8 the fourth, 16 the fifth, and so on, doubling 
each week, for the whole year (52 weeks}, the entire num- 
ber of pins dropped would be 4,503,590,627,870,495, the 
weight of them (allowing 200 pins to the ounce) would be 
626,292,858 tons, or tonvage enough to fully freight 
twenty-eight thousand ahips of the aise of the Leviathan. 





Parallel Customs. 

In America we expect proof of a young husband's en- 
durauce and bravery. We look to see him tolerate tora 
time his mother-In-law's invasion, and then to behold 
him defeat and expel ber. Curiously enough, Dr. Lie- 
ingston enys that in certain tribes of Africa “no hus- 
band is regarded as a worthy member of society, until he 
has received a severe scourging, and leas killed @ rhinco- 
exon.” . 


CURIOUS MATTERS. 


An Ancient Goose. 

‘A correspondent of the Cincimat! Gasctte, writing 
from Hunterdon County, New Jersey, says: “‘ There isa 
goose in his neighborhood that has seen the frosts of 
eighty-three winters, owned by one Mr. Schomp Thie 
goose, famous for its great age, has been kept in the 
Schomp family ever since the Revolutionary war. When 
the news came to the people of Reddingtom Townehi, 
Hunterdon County, that the war was ended, and thet 
they were free people, they collected to have a general 
drinking jollification. There being some cause for a 
goneral rush into the yard where there were four geam. 
three of them were killed, and the one that escaped. 
is that which I now speak of. Two years ago sho laid 
four eggs which she hatched. The young family are 
living and doing well. I was informed by Mr. Schomp, 
who has owned the goose for the last fifty years, of these 
facts.” 





A Delicious Beverage. 

A dandified attache at Constantinople travelled inte 
Koordistan, Intending to copy Layard and write a boot. 
He was what he called roughing it, with stx or seve 
horses carrying his necessaries; i.¢., a few things he 
could not possibly do without. Among them were his 
wooden frames for cleaning his boots and shoes. anda 
case of bottles, of s peculiarly fine varnish, for bis pol- 
ished leathers. He was attacked by the Arabs, who oree- 
hauled bis kit. When they came to the botties, they 
opeoed them; and the varnish being made with Madeim, 
and scented with all sorts of good thiogs, it emeit 20 
nice that the thieves thought it must be something to 
drink. In vaio did he explain that it was paint for his 
boots. They were sure it was too delicious for that; and 
in order to try, he should drink some. So they took est 
one of his own cut-giass tumblers, and made him drink 
a glass of bis own boot varnish! 


Curious Pitcher. 

Prominent among the curiosities at the Mermitage, 
once the home of Genetal Jackson, Is a wooden pitcher, 
remarkable both on sccountof the artistic skill displayed 
and the celebrity of the tree from which the woed was 
procured. It was made of wood from the elm tree under 
which Willlam Peon made the celebrated Indian treaty. 
The pitcher was presented by the coopers of Philadelphia; 
d, though it Is not larger than s common cream-jug, ® 
ins seven hundred and fifty staves. The hoope, lid 
handle are of silver; the bottom is = msgnifying 
, by looking through which one is enabled toere the 
Joluts, which are Invirible to the naked eye. 

The Mammoth Cave. 

A recent writer says that the avenues in the Mammoth 
Cave of Kentucky, thus far discovered, number'two hun- 
dred and seventy-five, and their aggregate length is esti- 
mated at two hundred miles. Mr. Holsten, who was in 
the cave when the iron lamp was loet, still resides near 
ite mouth. He is now ninety years ofage. Stephen, the 
old guide, died last year. The temperatare of the air of 
the cave, the same writer remarks, is at Sifty-nine degrees 
Fahrenheit, the air dry and salubrious. 





A Strange Fish. 

A fish weighing 47 pounds, and measuring five feet ia 
length, wae caught s few days since at Weet Haven. 
Professor Daua pronounces it to be of the herring species. 
The scales are az large as a dollar, and have the appear 
nee of peari. 








CURIOUS MATTERS. 


Remarkable new Invention. 

A model of an autographio telegraph, the invention of 
Signor Bonelli, the director of Sardinian telegraphs, was 
exhibited at the late exhibition of the manufactares of 
the Sardinian States at Turin. In 8 machine on one 
side of a room, aallp of prepared paper, looking es if 
silvered, and on which # sentence is written, is inserted, 
this machine communteates with another at a little dis- 
tance by an electric wire; a slip of yellow paper inserted 
Detween two small roliers, receives in its passage a green 
stripe, upon which appears the fac-simile of the writing 
on the paper put into the first machine. It is stated 
that this te effected by achemical and electrical combl- 
nation, and though only at present tried across = room, 
ia nevertheless considered applicable for any distance or 
for submarine communication. 

i — 
Crimson Cotton. 

Mr. Thomas Smith, who resides in the immediate vi- 
elnity of Richmond, Virginia, hasa small fleld of cotton 
which Is considered acuriosity by all who have seen ft 
It differs but little in appearance from the ordinary kind, 
except in color, which fs as delicately crimson as a maid- 
en’s blush. Not only is the stock of this of a gorgeous 
hue, but the leaves also, the vividness of color fading, 
however, as it approaches the margin of the leaf. intoa 
purplish green. This is not the effect of disease, or of 
any extraneous circumstance connected with its culture, 
but a peculiarity ia the plant itself, every stock possess- 
ing the same rich and healthfal glow, and as thrifty as 
any cotton in the country. 


Strange Duel. 

The duelling fever would seem to have become epidemic 
in Brussels, and several have recently taken place in the 
regular way; the following, however, is somewhat of a 
novelty; two young men of Lemberg wished to ight; 
but, in order to escape the disagreeable consequences 
which the death of one entalls upon the other, they re- 
solved to draw lote as to which of the two should kill 
himself. He whom fate favored was to quit the city, re- 
ealliog, in a letter to his adversary, the terms of thelr 
agreement; and actually the unbappy young nan, obe- 
dient to the exigencies of mistaken honor, did not fall to 
blow out his bralos on the day and at the hour fixed. 


A Bird Anecdote. 

An English paper relates that a pair of crows recen 
Dullt a nest on s tree neararockery. This seemed t 
give offence to the feathered iuhabitants of the rookery, 
who revenged themselves by occasionally stealing mate- 
rials from their nest. The pereecuted birds, however, 
persevered and completed their nest; but alter a council 
of war in the rookery. a flying brigade attacked the nest 
and quickly tore it in pleces, notwithstanding a deter- 
mined resistance by the iomates. 


Bemarkable Case. 

Aman named Brown, living near Memphis, Tenn , at- 
tempted to commit suicide at La Grange. Mo., a few days 
ince, by shooting himeelf through the head. The ball 
passed through the skull between the eyes, and lodged in 
the back part of the head. Part of the brain was scat- 
tered over the front of hin hat. Medical aid was quickly 
at hand, and strange to say, after a period of Insensibility, 
the man revived, and is now able to converse intelligent- 
ly, and is considered in a fair way of recovery. 
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Canine Sagacity. 

A remarkable instance of canine sagacity has recently 
ocourred in Vermont. A stago-driver between Montpelier 
and Chelsea left Chelsea (where he resides) for Mon tpelier, 
to return to Washington to stop for the night. A child 
of his being very sick when he left home, he requested 
his wife to attach a note to the collar of his dog, inform- 
ing him of the child’s state, and to despatch the dog at 
10 o'clock in the evening, in search of his master. As 
about 11 o'clock, Mr. Snow heard the dog at the door of 
his room in Washington, and upon his collar was tne 
note, informing him that the child was much better. 
The dog had travelled about ten miles, and with remark- 
able precision went directly to the room in which his 
master slept. 


Fatality. 

An extraordinary Instance of fatality has ocourred fr 
New Orleans. A German widow in the Third district wae 
married, a short time since, to her fifth hueband. not one 
of the previous four having outlived his wedding s year. 
A few days since this fifth husband took the yellow fever 
and died. This singular and most remarkable fatality 
among the husbands of one lady would create doubtfal 
talk among her acquaintances, were she not well known 
and respected, and the causes of death of her different 
husbands well known to thelr friends. 


‘Wonderful Hecape. 

As s young gentleman and lady were gazing down from 
the summit of “Lover's Leap,” a high cliff near the 
White Sulphur Springs, Va., a fow days since, the lady, 
in attempting to pluck a flower from the side of the oliff, 
lost her balance, and fell with headlong rapidity down 
the side of the rock. The gentlemen hurried round the 
base of the cliff, expecting to find her mangled remains, 
but hearing her cry of distress, he looked up. and beheld 
his Iady-love safely suspended by her steel hoops from 
the projecting limb of a gnarled oak. 


Ourious Accident, 

A son of Hon. Mr. Duval, of Georgetown, Ky., came 
to his death a fow days since from a very singular ncci- 
dent. His father and mother belog away from ,ho) 
little negro girl got # vial of hartshorn, and w: 
fully holding it to the noses of the children. In ffattlog 

the nose of the little boy, while be Iay upon his 
phe spilled the fluid into his mouth and nose. The 

aa death in thirty hours, the child soffering the 
intense pain. 


Remarkable Skill. 

Captain Trévis, of Louisville, has acquired great repu- 
tation as a good shot, but his feat, performed a fow days 
ago, is perhaps the best on record. It fs related that 
he put a cork on top of a bottle, and on thecork a bullet, 
and then putting the target thirty-four fect from him, 
welded together the bullet heshot and the one he shot at. 


Preserved Silk. 

A plece of black web ilk, nearly a yard long, in a per- 
fect state of preservation, was recently discovered in 
North Troy, imbedded in « solid pine log. ‘The wood had 
apparently grown over the silk, as there was no crack 
where it could have been thrust in. 


A queer Hat, 

The latest novelty is a hat made by a hatter fn Newark, 
N. J., which he calls the “cable hat,” the rim and band 
being finished after the manner of the Atlantic cable. 
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Olipping Hedges. 

Almost all thorn hedges are clipped square, thet is, the 
top is made fiat and the sides perpendicular, the ebject 
of this being to make them as much of a wall as pessible. 
‘This system, it is thougbt, has # great tendeocy to meke 
the hedge grow thin below, and that it is best to keep Ir 
widest at the base, and let it gradually taper to = petst 
atthe top. Hedges kept square ere very apt, when eld, 
to get “ blanky,” and grow bare near the ground, eves 
though the top may be quite thick and fourishiog. Ia 
this onse there is no remedy but cutting down—a dim- 
grecable necessity, for then all shelter is gone at once; 
but by keeping the hedge in s pyramidal shepe, this will 
very sekdom be necessary. 


Carnations in Gardens and Pots. 

Carnations are the pride of a garden, and deserve grest 
careand attention. The commonsorts, which are planted 
in borders, should have a good rich earth about them, 
and be treated like the pink; but the fiver roots should 
always be potted. Refresh the top of the pot with new 
soll, and keep the plants free from decayed leaves. Gea- 
tly stir the earth around esch plant occasionally ; and, 
as plants in pote require more water than if planted in 
the ground, let the carnation be gently moistened every 
other day during dry weather. The watering should 
take place in the evening, for flowers are injured by be- 
ing watered during the heat of the day. 























The Florist. 


‘The sun is high,—the birds o pressed with heat 

Fly to the shade, until refresh ing airs 

Lure them again to leave their cool retreat.— 

I seeabout me groves with flowerets decked, 

‘Waters and fountains, fields with verdure gay. 
Saa pe Miganpa. 





Pretres Volubilis. 

A beautiful climbing plant, with handsome racemes of 
dark purple flowers, and large, dark green leaves. It 1s 
a native of Vera Craz and Martinique, where it ascends 
to the summit of lofty trees, hanging from branch to 
Dranch in gracefal festoons, and producing its flowers in 
great abundance. This plant is sometimes called the 
Easter Flower, because It flowers about Easter, and is 
‘weed in the Antilles for decorating the Spanish churches 
‘here. It should be grown in chopped turfy loam, mixed 
with a Little peat to keep it open. 





Hints concerning Bees. 
Rees are most fond of places where their fsvorite flow- 


ers are to be found; therefore bee keepers should encour- 
age the growth of such shrubs and flowers as are known 
o supply honey and wax in the greatest abundance 
The following are some of the flowers and shrubs gener- 
ally sought for by the little insects, and they add much 


to the beauty as well ss utility of the garden: mignon- 
‘ette, borage, lemon thyme, rosemary snd wild thyme. 
Fields of beans, white clover, and especially buckwheat, 
are of great benefit, as well as many frolt trees. 


Moss Roses. 
‘The moss rose is one of the choloest of flowers, com- 


Dining the glory of rose, the queenly flower, and the 
modesty of the violet. In order to perfect them, four 
things are necessary—a rich deep soil, judicious proning, 
freedom from insects, and watering when requisite. If 
any of these be wrong, the success will be in some way 
incomplete. Soil is the first consideration; what is called 
‘s sound loam they thrive best in, A deep rich, light sol! 
they require, and constant care. 


9 — 

Bulbs. 

‘All hardy bulbs, except those of the Hyacinth and 
‘Tulip, should be kept as dry as possible during t! 
ter, as they are more liable to be injured by 
cold; and when they are taken up to remove th 
sets, etc., it should be in autumn, when the leaves ha\ 
withered, and they should be planted sgain as soon as 
practicable, as they are very apt to be injured by damp 
if they stay long ont of the ground. 


Filower-pots. 
‘There are many kinds of flower-pots, but the common 


red earthen ware are decidedly the best, because they are 
the most porous, snd consequently do not retain the 
molsture 80 8s to be injurious to the plants they contain. 
‘There are some double pots used principally In balconies. 
‘When double pots are used, the interstice between the 
pots should be stuffed with mors kept constantly wet. 





Lopesis. 

‘Annual and biennial plants, hardy, half-hardy and 
tender; but with Hight pink, feathery flowers, and pretty 
ball-llke frait, which ie produced in long stalks, and is 
very ornamental. It requires the usual treatment of 


annuals. 
























Transplanting deciduous Trees. 


In all cases of transplanting deciduous trees, with the 


exception of the Beech and Hornbeam, some pruning 
should be given to the top 20 as to lewen the number of 
branches and leaves, which are to be supplied by the 
root. 
pend partly upon the kind of tree and partly on the fe- 
tention of the planter, but matnly on the climate sed 
soll. Beech trees, when transplanted, are often injered 
‘and die in consequence of having many branches remeved. 
Sycamores and all the acer tribe require little pruning of 
the head. The same may be said of the Holly, Yew, Lime 
and Elm. 


‘The quantity of branches to be removed will ée- 


Wounded Trees. 

A simple composition both to make and ure, In case of 
ounded or diseased trees ie, one part or one quart of 
mon tar, two parts or two quarts of Barly pulverized 
sifted chalk. Put the tar in an fron kettle, beat it, 
‘and, while hot, stir in the chalk. Care should be taken 
not to boil it too much, either when first made or when 
using it, as that will make {t too hard sod brittle. 
Bhould it become 80 by accident, add tar till It is sums 
ciently soft. When used, heat {t till it boils or becomer 
exceedingly soft, and cover the wood with # thin coating 
of It, leaving no place for water to get under the compo- 
sition. It is very healing, and will remain for years. 







Coriaris. 

The myrtle-leaved Sumech. A dwarf shrub, with 
handsome leaves but insignificant flowers. It will srow 
dn any common gerden eet], and is increased by division 
of the roots. 

Liatris. 

Weedv-looking, hardy perenninis, with purplish few. 
ers, which will grow in any common garden soil, and ase 
inoreased by dividing the roots. 
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‘Weeds. 

The flower borders should be carefully looked into and 
every weed extracted, for now is the time when many 
seeds will ripen and prepare 8 ‘nice crop fer the next sea- 
son of troublesome weeds. The vacant places made by 
plants that have flowered, and have had their stalks cut 
down, may be now generally supplied by greenhouse 
plants, such as Mesembryanthemums, etc.; or by pots 
of Thunbergia alata, Schisanthus retusus, Hybrid caloe- 
Olarias, etc.; which have been prepared purposely for 
filling up blanks. A number of German Stocks and As 
ters may now be planted out. The evergreens in the 
shrubberies may be ptuned so as to prevent them from 
touching each over; and those flower seeds which are 
ripe be gathered. 


Band. 

Sand is an important article in the propagation and 
culture of plante, and no good garden, whether large or 
small, ought to be without s stock of it. Sand relatively 
to garduniug is of two Rinds: pure white sliver sand, free 
from earthy matter and ferruginous particles, which is 
only found in particular situations; and common brown 
or gray sand, which is found in pits either with or with- 
out gravel, and on the shores of rivers and the ses. The 
fret kind of sand is used for striking heaths and other 
plants difficult to root by cuttings, and aleo for mixing 
with peat for growing the more tender kinds of house 
plants. 


Anthemis, 

The Chamomile. The Pellitory of Spain, ia s pretty 
Httle perennial, with large white flowers, stained with 
Hise on the back. It is a suitable plant for rock work, or 
doxes in « balcony, as it requires s warm, dry situation. 
Miller raised this plant in rather a curious way in 1782, 
finding some seeds among some Malaga raisins, to which 
they hud edbered. The root was formerly considered 
good for the toothache. The Arabian Chamomile, a 
pretty low-growing annual, with yellow flowers, is now 
called Cladanthus Arabicus. 


Pancratium. 

The Sea Daffodil. Splendid lily-like bulbous rooted 
plants, come of which require a stove, and others the 
Greevbouse. They should be grown in light loam and 
vegetable mould, and should be allowed a senson of rest, 
by being kept without water when not in a growing state. 





Deptford Pink. 

An annual species of Dianthus, with elusters of small 
pink scentless tlowers, something like those of Lobel's 
Catobfly. A native of Britala, generally found in grav- 
elly roils, and growing freely In any garden where the 
soil is not too rich. 


Achimenes. 

A new name applied to the genus Trevigana, some new 
species of which have lately been introduced here from 
Gautemala. Easy of culture, requiriog only rather & 
protected situation; soll s sandy loam. 





Ricotia. 

A very pretty little annual, nearly allied to Lunaria, 
which only requires sowing in an open border in April, 
or planting in @ pot in the house, where it will keep in 
flower all winter. 





Becuridace. 
Stove climbers from the West Indies, with white flow- 
era, which should be grown ins mixture of pest and loam. 


=: 
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Evergreens, 

No garden should be without a due proportion of ever- 
greens, and these plants are more essential in a small 
garden than ins large one. Thelr advantages are, that 
they afford a screen to secure privacy in winter as well as 
insummer; that they preserve an appearance of verdure 
in all seasons; and that they do not disfigure the walks 
by falling leaves. They also afford a rich background to 
thoee shrubs and trees which produce their flowers before 
their leaves; such as the double blossomed Peach, the 
Almond, Snowy Mespilus, and Magnolia Conspicua. It 
is the want of evergreens which gives to the gardens in 
the neighborhood of Paris and most other continental 
cities such an air of meagreness and poverty. But there 
it cannot be remedied, as few evergreens will resist the 
cold of their winters. 


‘Training. 

A new mode of training fralt trees, practised in the 
north of Russia, is well deserving of trial In the colder 
parts of New England, especially for cultivating the 
peach. A tree, one year from the graft, ls headed down 
to two healthy strong wood buds. These are trained 
horizontally, about ten or twelve inches from the ground, 
tos south wall—perbape the north side of e wall would 
do as well In our changeable climate These arms are 
suffered to throw vertical shoots, which become covered 
with frult spars. These vertical shoots are kept shortened 
in toa length of not more than about one or two feet. 
‘The whele tree may thus easily be covered in the winter 
with straw, matting or earth. 


From the Seed. 

Young ladies are apt to lack the patience to cultivate 
flowers from the seed, preferring to obtain cuttings; but 
the most beautiful varieties and choice plants are ob- 
tained from the seed It is very rare to see the same 
flower produced twice from the seed, therefore if any 
especial variety is preferred, and exactly the same sought 
for, bleoniels and perenvials should be propagated by 
layers and cuttings. 


Shade Trees. 

The maple is one of the best trees to have before your. 
door for the purpose of shade. It is not affected one par- 
tiele by the extremes of heat and cold—the leaves never 
curl up, or lose their freshness, and iu the fall the leaves 
change to the most gorgeous tints. The bark ia clean 





smooth, free from all insects, snd the tree isa rapid, 
‘vigorous grower. 





Geraniums. 

All the shrubby kinds of these plants are kept in the 
house as@ general thing. but that is necessary during 
the cold weather. In the summer the plants will thrive 
finely in the open garden, requiring only a little more 
attention than most garden plants. 





Leuoopogon. 

‘Australian balf-herdy shrubs, with spikes of feathery 
white flowers. They are very abundant in the temperate 
regions of Australia, and require only slight protection 
in New Bogland during the wioter. 





Gifly-flower. 

An elegant, showy, fragrant plant, cf two kinds—bien- 
nial and annual. The annuals are commonly called Tea 
Weeks’ Stock. Of these there are several varieties, red, 
white, purple and scarlet. Kvery garden should have 
them. 
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The Housewife. 


Fine Rhubarb Jam. 





Let the rhubarb be drawn on 8 dry day; wipe the | 


stalks clean, but do not wash them; perl off the skin and 
coarse fibres, and slice the stalks thin. To each pound 
thus prepared, allow a pound of fine sugar in fine pow- 
der; put the frait ina pan, and strew a quarter of the 
sugar amongst it and over it; let itstand until the sugar 
is dissolved, when boll it slowly tea smooth pulp; take 
it from the fire, and stir in the remainder of the sugar 
by degrece; when it is dissolved, boll the preserve quickly 
until it becomes very thick, and leaves the dottom of the 
pon visible when stirred. The time required for prepar- 
ing this preserve will depend on the kind of rhubarb 
used, and the time of year in which It is made. It will 
vary from an hoor and a half to two hours anda quarter. 
‘Fhe juice should be slowly drawn from it at first. 





To preserve Purple Plums. 

Make a syrup of clean brown sugar; clarify St, and 
when perfectly clear and boiling hot, pour it over the 
plums, having picked out all unsound ones and stems; 
let them remain in the syrup two days, then drain it off, 
make it bolling bot, skim {t, and pour it over again; let 
them remain another day or two, then put them ina 
preserving-kettle over the fire, and simmer gently until 
the syrup is reduced, and thick or rich. Ove pound of 
sugar for each pound of plums. Small damsons are very 
fine preserved as cherries or any other ripe fruit. Clarify 
the syrup, and when bolling bot put in the plums; let 
them boil very gently until they are cooked, and the 
syrup rich. Put them in pot or jars. 





Tomato Oatsup. 

Take ripe tomatoes and seald them just suffictent to 
allow you to take off the akin; then let them stand for a 
day, covered with ealt; strain them thoroughly, to re- 
move the seeds. Then to every two quarts, three ounces 
of cloves, two of black pepper, two nutmegs, and a very 
little cayenne pepper, with a little salt. Boll the Hquer 
fer halfan hour, and then let # cool and settle. Add a 
Pint of the best cider vinegar, after which bottle it, cork- 
ing and sealing it tightly. Keep it always ins cool place. 


Baked Sweet Apples. 

‘Wash well the apples; place them in a pan with avery 
little-water, that the julce may not burn, if they are to 
‘de cooked ins brick oven; then put the apples ina jer, 
cover them close, and bake them five or sixhours. Sweet 
apples should be baked long after they are tender. 





Arrow-Koot Jolly. 

Steep for some hours, in two table-spoonfuls of water, 
the peel of a lemon, and three or four bitter almonds 
Pounded; strain, and mix it with three table-spoonfuls 
of arrow-ront, the same quantity of femon-juice, and 
one of brandy ; sweeten, andetir it over the fire till quite 
thick, and when quite cold, put it into Jelly ginsses. 


Oold fried Chicken. 

Cat the chicken in quarters, and take off the skin, rub 
it with an egg beaten up, and cover it with grated bread 
Seasoned with pepper, salt, grated lemon-peel, and chop- 
ped parsley, fry it in butter, thicken a little brown gravy 
with flour and battor.add a little cayenne pepper, lemon 
pickle, and mushroom catsup. 





THE HOUSEWIFE. 


To make good Coffee. 

Put two ounces of freehly-ground coffee Into = emall 
saucepan, over s gentle fire, stirring occasionally unti? 
the coffee ts thoroughly heated. Then pour over it a 
Pint of boiling water, covering closely that the aroma may 
not escape. Let it stand near the fire from four to six 
minuter; now strain the coffee very gently through » 
plece of thick gauze. Warm it sgain over the fire, add 
hot milk and sugar (crystallized is the beet), and serve it 
at table. 





Jam of Green Gages. . 

Put ripe green goges into a kettle with very little wa- 
ter, and let them stew until soft; then rubthem through 
a nieve or colander, and to every pint of pulp pata pound 
of white sugar powdered fine; then put it in a preserving 
kettle over the fre, stir it until the whole is of the con- 
sistence of jelly, then take it off; put the marmalade in 
anal jars or tumblers, and cover as directed for jelly. 
Any sort of plums mey be done in this manner. 





To stew Pears. : 

Pare them and cut them fn halves, if large, or leave 
them whole, if amall; put them in a stew-pen with » 
very little water, cover them and let them stew till ten- 
der, then adds small teacup of sugar to a quarter of » 
peck of pears. let them stew until the syrup is rich; = 
lemon boiled with the pears, and sliced thin when the 
sugar is put io, improves both flavor and celor; ors. 
wineglass of red wine may be used instead. 


Pea Fowls. 

‘These magnificent birds make a noble roast, and when 
young are very excellent; they are larded, plain roasted, 
and served with the tail stuck into the bird, which you 
have preserved, the head with its feathers being left 
folded up in paper, and tucked under the wing; roast 
about an hour and abalf, take the paper from the head 
and neck, dress it upon your dish with water-cresses, and 
the gravy and bread-seuce separate in a boat. 





To keep Damsons. 

Pat them in small stone jars, or wide-mouth glass bot- 
tles, and ret the mup to their necks in a kettle of cold 
water; set it over the fire to become boiling hot, then 
take it off, and let the bottles remain until the water is 

Id; the next day fill the bottles with oold water. and 
cork and seal them. These may be used the same as 
fresh fruit. Green gages may be done in thie way. 


To dry Plums. 

Split ripe plums, take the stones from them, and lay 
tbem on plates or sieves to dry in s warm oren or hot 
sun; take them In at sunset, and do not put them out 
again until the sun will be upon them; turn them that 
they may be done evenly; when perfectly dry, peck them 
in Jars or boxes lined with prper, or keep them in bags; 
bang them in an alry place. 


To bake Pears. 

Wash half peck of tart pears, cut the stems #0 as to 
leave only an inch length; pyp them in an iron pot over 
the fire, with half a pint of water snd a pint of molasses 
to them ; cover the pot or kettle, and let them boil rather 
gently until the pears are soft and the syrnp rich, almost 
like eandy ; take care not to scoreb it. 


THE HOUSEWIFE. 


To boil Rice. 

Wash well in two separate waters a pound of the best 
Carolina rice, then have two quarts of water boiling ina 
stewpan, into which throw your rice, boil it until three 
parts done, then drain it on a sieve; butter the interior 
ofastewpan, in which put your rice, place the lid on 
tight, and put it ioto = warm oven upon a trivet until 
the rice is perfectly tender, or by the side of the fire; 
serve it separate with curry, or any other dish where re- 
quired. Prepared thus, every grain will be separate and 
quite white. 





Btewed Pigeons. 

Clean and cut them in quarters. Wash and season 
with pepper and salt; put them in astewpan, with as 
much water as will nearly cover them. Pat in » plece of 
butter mixed with a little flour. Let them stew until 
they become quite tender. If the gravy should be too 
thin, add a piece of butter rubbed in flour, and let them 
stew a few minutes longer. When done, if not sufficiently 
seasoned, more may be added. Then send to table hot, 
in a covered dish. 


BSucocotash. 

‘Take one dosen ears of greeu corn, cut the grains from 
the cob, wash one quart of lima beans and mix with the 
corn. Put the whole on to boil in two quarts of water 
with one pound and a half of nice pickled pork. Ifthe 
pork should not make the vegetables salt encagh, add a 
tue more, with black pepper to the taste. When the 
water has boiled away to one half of the original quan- 
tity, serve the whole in a tureen as soup. 





Beef Steaks. 

Take two or more sirloiusteaks; pound and wash them. 
Place the gridiron over the fire, and when hot, put on 
the steaks and cover them close. They require to be 
done quickly. In turning, do not stick a fork in them, 
as that will cause the juice to escape. When done, place 
them on « heated dieh—season with saltand pepper, and 
baste well with fresh butter; then send to table hot. 
Doughnuts. 

One and « haif pints of rich milk, half a pint of melted 
butter and lard, half a teacupfal of sugar, some salt, half 
of 8 amall sized tablespoonfal of ground cinnamon, and 
four exge—well beaten. Let your dough rise in your 
crock, and then make it up into a loaf not very stiff. 


Afterward work it up again, cut out your cakes, sad let J@ 


them rise before you bake them. 





Boiled Orabs. . 
Boil them in salt and water twenty minutes, take them 
. out, break off the claws, wipe the crabs very clean, throw 
away the small claws, but the large ones may be cracked 
and sent to table. Rub a little sweet oll on the shells, 
to make them a fine color. 
Fried Calf’s Liver. 

Cut the liver In thin slices, wash it, put it in salt and 
water, and lot it stand for half an hour, to draw out all 
the blood. Then wash it, and season with pepper ands 
Uttle more salt. Fry it in lard; serve hot and nicely 
browned. 


Lamb Pie, 

Cat a small neck of lamb into chops, which must not 
be too fiat, season them lightly with pepper and salt, and 
lay them in your ple-dieh, with s few new potatoes in 
slices, pour in a little water, then cover and bake. 
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Nectar. 

Chop half a pound of raising in the sun, one powsd of 
powdered loaf sugar, two lemons sliced, and the peel of 
one. Put them Into an earthen vessel with two gallons 
of water, the water having been boiled half an hour, and 
put them in while the water is boillog. Let itstand three 
or four days, stirring it twice a day; then strain it, and 
in'e fortnight it will be ready for use. 


Bauce for Plum Pudding. 

‘A good sauce for plum pudding may be made by melt- 
ing some fresh batter In the way butter is usually molt- 
ed for sauce. Then add to it some brandy, either » wine- 
glassful or half one (according to the quautity of sauce 
required), sweeten it to the taste with moist sugar. Give 
the whole two or three whisks over the fire, and serve it 
in a sauce tureen. 


Baroness’s Pudding. 

Three-quarters of a pound of suet, three-quarters of = 
pound of flour, three-quarters of s pound of raisins 
(weighed after stoning), and ® pinch of salt. Mix well 
with new milk, and boil in a cloth four hours and a half. 
We can confidently recommend this pudding, and would 
advise our subscribers to try it as soon as they posalbly 
can. 





To remove Mildew. 

Take two ounces of chloride of lime, pour on it a quart 
of boiling water, then add three quarts of cold water; 
steep the linen twelve hours, when every spot will be ex- 
tracted. This will be found to quite surpass the butter 
milk and chalk receipt so often used. 


How to olean Leather Gaiters. 

The following will give thems good polish. The whites 
of three eggs evaporated till the substance left resembles 
the common gum, dissolvedin a pint of gin, and pat into 
an ordinary wine bottle, and fill up with water. 





Carrot Jam. 

Boll some carrots quite tender, rub them through = 
colander, then through a sieve; toone pound of pulp put 
one pound of white sugar; boil it tos jam; when nearly 
cold add the juice of two lemons, and the rind grated fine. 





Carrot Marmalade. 

Boil one pound of carrots, and scrape off the outside; 
make syrup as for other sweetmeats, only adding one 
ounce of ginger to one pound of sugar: boil it well, and 
strain till the carrote are quite clear. 





To remove Sunburn. 

Rectified spirits of wine, one ounce; water, eight oun- 
ces; half an ounce of orange-flower water, or one ounce 
of rose-water; diluted muriatic acid, a tesepoonful; mix. 
This is to be used after washing 





Substitute for Coffee. 

Borape vlean three or four good parsnips, cat them into 
thin slices, bake till well brown, grind or crush, and use 
in the same manner as coffee, from which it is soarcely 
distinguishable. 


Browning for Cakes. 

Half a pound of molst sugar, two ounces of butter; 
adda little water. Simmer till brown. A little of this 
mixture will give a rich color to cakes. 


Editor's 


Gable. 





MATURIN M. BALLOU, 


Epiror anp Prorrietor. 





FOR THE NEW YEAR! 


We have already commenced to perfect our 
arrangements for the coming new year, at which 
time we shall vastly improve and beautify all of 
our publications. New type, new style, new 
heading, every thing will be made perfect and 
beautiful, in the typographical department, and 
especially in the contents of our journals. We 
are closing engagements with several new and 
talented contributors, and shall be able to say, 
in a few weeks, that no paper in this country 
can show so large and select # corps of talented 
assistants, engaged upon its columns, as our own. - 
New papers are springing up every day, all over 
the country, but the public do not easily forget 
old favorites, or lose confidence in thoroughly 
established and completely successful publica- 
tions. Be not deceived by flashy advertisements, 
or loud promises. Judge calmly for yourself, 
and remember that those who have been tried 
and approved, are the safest and best! 

Enterprises which require extraordinary puf- 
fing, and immense expenditures in advertising, 
to sustain them, have little of real intrinsic value 
in themselves. The public do not require to be 
told on every page of the daily press, which 
miscellaneous journal or magazine they should 
purchase, they know their own taste best, and 
will select and adhere to those which in them- 
selves present most that is really valuable and 

‘interesting. Our own journals were never more 

* popular or prosperous than at the present mo- 
ment, and this popularity has been sustained by 
putting labor, talent and money into the papers 
themselves, not by plecarding the town, nor 
filling the daily press with flash advertisements, 
calculated to excite the curiosity of the inexpe- 
rienced ! 


a 





To cer a Ririe.—Leave your smooth-bored 
gun outdoors over night—in the morning, it 
will be rifled. 

See, 

Pux.—A lever, small enough to be used by 
any man, but strong enough to raise the whole 
world. 





—_ +2 + —_____ 


Metararsics.— Words to stay the appetite till 
facteare ready. Feeling for a science in the dark. 





UNTIMELY REFUSAL OF RELIEF. 

A baker in Paris, a very charitable man, who 
had always, upon principle, a sous, or a roll, to 
bestow upon the poor, became at length s0 beset 
and imposed on, that weary of the visitation of 
the pauper host, he solemnly vowed he would 
never more relieve one of them. How often are 
we made, like Jephthah, to repent of rash vows! 
And not long after taking this, a miserable look- 
ing object presented himself at the baker’s door, 
imploring a crust of bread for pity’s sake—he 
was starving. “Starving, indeed!” cried the 
baker; “that’s the old story. But I am not 
now tobe so taken in. March, sirrah !—yon'll 
get nothing here, I assure you!” The emaciated, 
miserable object crawled away; the baker had 
the curiosity to watch him, and saw, alae! that 
his tale had been but too true; for many steps 
he had not proceeded from this beneficent trades- 
man’s now inhospitable door, ere he fell to the 
ground dead! So shocked was the good baker 
by this circumstance, that he opened his house 
to all beggars as before; and retracting his firet 
vow, made another equally solemn, that none 
hereafter who applied to him for relief, should 
ever depart from his door without it. 


———__+-. * 





Dirripexce.—Donglas Jerrold says, Dif- 
fidence is an acquaintance that hourly picks your 
pocket ; that makes you hob and nob with fus- 
tian, when otherwise you might jostle it with 

qcourt ruffies. 
————_—+<- 2 +___. 

Insupicious Praisx.—The keenest abuse of 
our enemies will not hurt us so much, in the es- 
timation of the discerning, as the injudicious 
praise of our friends. 

$+ 

Mazgizep Hapriness.—Married happiness is 
a glass ball; folks play with it during the honey- 
moon, till falling, it is shivered to pieces; and 
the rest of life is a wrangle who broke it. 





Tosacco.—A triple memento mori dust for 
the nose, ashes for the mouth, poison for the 
stomach. 





Procness.—The goal of yesterday will be the 
starting-point of to-morrow. 
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THE PUBLIC LANDS. 

The lands belonging to the United States have 
been acquired by deed of cession from some of 
the older States, and by treaty with other powers. 
They constitute a vast and invaluable domain, 
and have thus far, and in the future will be, the 
chief element in the growth and extension of the 
Union. Up to the present period, the quantity 
of lands sold by the government, amounts to 
about three hundred and sixty-four million acres. 
The proper and judicious management of this 
vast national possession has been one of the most 
serious subjects that have engaged the attention 
of statesmen. Occasionally wild schemes have 
been started for distributing these lands among 
the States, or of giving them away to settlers. 
This policy has thus far been successfully re- 
sisted ; and the plan has obtained of disposing of 
the lands in moderate quantities,from time to time, 
as the wants of the country might require, and 
at prices so low as to bring them within the means 
of all enterprising and industrious persons. This 
plan, with the addition of the privilege of pre- 
emption in favor of actual settlers, as detailed 
by us in a recent number of the Flag, has worked 
admirably thus far, in facilitating the settlement 
and promoting the rapid growth of the new 
States and Territories. The demagogue scheme 
of giving away the lands for nothing, would 
work badly, by removing from the settler all 
stimulus to industry and thrift in procuring 
the means to purchase bis land, and thus entail- 
ing upon the new States a class of idle and 
worthless squatters, in place of the energetic and 
frugal population that now contribute so mate- 
rially to their growth and prosperity. Such a 
scheme would be a virtual abandonment of that 
care and control over the public lands, on the 
part of the government, which is so essential to 
the establishment of order and the preservation 
of peace in a newly settled region. It would, 
beside this, be a wanton sacrifice of an impor- 
tant and legitimate source of revenue to the 
general government, and to the extent of many 
millions of dollars, annually, render it necessary 
to increase the taxes upon foreign importations. 

Of late years it has become quite common for 
interested parties to get up cunning contrivances 
for plundering the public of their lands, and to 
urge the same upon Congress, for adoption. Of 
this nature are the donations to railroad compa- 
nies, which from time to time are engineered 
through Congress, under the pretence of pro- 
moting internal improvements. The real object 
of the parties interested is to get up a great rise 
on their stocks by means of the land grant, and 
then sell out and pocket a large profit by the 








493 


rise. With this end in view, these sharpers can 
afford to pay well for lobby influence, to get their 
bills through Congress, and do ponr out their 
money quite liberally, as the corruption investi- 
gations of the last Congress showed. Those in- 
vestigations, by the way, although they resulted 
in the exposure and expulsion of several mem- 
bers of the House, were but a mere superficial 
affair, and did not begin to open the mass of 
corruption that lay buried heneath the acts of 
the thirty-third and thirty-fourth Congress. Had 
these iniquitous transactions been probed to the 
bottom, instead of being merely stirred up at the 
surface, blacker deeds would have been brought 
to light than any that were revealed, and other 
names implicated besides those of Matteson and 
his fellow-culprits. 





CHROMATYPE, 

This is one of the most recent processes, of 
really practical utility, in the art of photography. 
It consists in washing good letter paper with a 
solution composed of ten grains bichromate of 
potash, twenty grains sulphate of copper, one 
ounce of distilled water. Papers prepared with 
this are of a pale yellow color, and may be kept 
for any length of time without injury, and are 
always ready for use. For copying botanical 
specimens, or engravings, nothing can be more 
beautifal. After the paper has been exposed to 
the influence of sunshine, with the object to be 
superposed, it is washed over in the dark with a 
solution of nitrate of silver of moderate strength ; 
as soon as this is done, a very vivid, positive pic- 
ture makes its appearance, which then only re- 
quires washing in pure water. 


+e 





A PorpuLaR Fatuacy.—Many people fancy 
that a little fly is only little because it is young, 
and that it will grow up in process of time to be 
as big as a blue bottle. Now this idea is entirely 
wrong ; for when an insect has once attained its 
winged state, it grows no more. : 

one 

MinnasotTa.—The area of the new State of 
Minnesota is 78,000 miles, making it one of the 
largest States of the confederacy. One-fifth of 
it is water, as Minnesota is a State of small lakes. 

Tuscan Insorence.—“ When thou art buy- 
ing a horse, or choosing « wife,” says the Tus- 
can proverb, “shut thine eyes and commend 
thyself to God.” 








Earta anv Hravan.—We gp to the grave of 
a friend, saying, “A man is dead ;” but angels 
throng about him, saying, ‘A man is born.” 
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DEEPSEA SOUNDINGS. 

The depth of the ocean has ever been a sub- 
ject of interesting speculation, and has excited 
all that interest ia the human mind which at- 
taches to the mysterious and unknown. Long 
ago, philosophers, by reasoning from analogy, 
arrived at the conclusion that the bed of the 
ocean, in its cavities, was a counterpart of the 
surface of the earth in its projections, and that 
the greatest depth of the former was probably 
about equal to the greatest height of mountains 
upon the latter. The trath of this opinion could 
not be verified to any considerable extent, until 
recently, owing to the impossibility of sounding 
at great depths with the old-fashioned line and 
plummet. The line would run out to any extent, 
and give no token that bottom had been reached ; 
for the vibration of the shock caused by the lead 
striking bottom does not communicate itself 
through a very great length of line, and the un- 
der currents run out the line long after the 
bottom is reached. 

A few years since, however, a plan of deep- 
sea soundings was introduced into the United 
States Navy, which promised bewer results. This 
plan consisted in the employment of a common 
twine thread for a sounding line, and a heavy 
cannon ball for a sinker, instead of the stout 
cord and leaden plammet formerly used. By 
this means, it was thought that the small line 
could be carried down straight without being 
affected by currents ; and that by observing how 
much length of line was drawn out before the 
heavy weight ceased to draw, the depth could be 
correctly ascertained. Exch sounding, upon this 
plan, involved the expenditare of a weight and 
line, for they could not be drawn up again, on 
accoant of the weakness of the small thread. 
But this was e trivial expense, when compared 
with the important object to be gained. In prac- 
tice, this plan sometimes worked well, bat the 
enormous depths that were occasionally indi- 
cated, led to serions doubts whether even thie 
litle thread was not-drawn out by currents after 
the ball had taken bottom. With this apparatus, 
Lieut. Walsh, of the United States schooner 
“Taney,” reported a cast of thirty-four thoa- 
sand feet, without bottom ; Lieut. Berryman, of 
the “ Dolphin,” one of thirty-nine thousand feet, 
and no bottom; Capt. Denham, of the British 
Navy, reported bottom in the South Atlantic at 
a depth of forty-six thousand feet; and Licat. 
Parker, of the U. 8. trigate ‘‘ Congress,” soon 
afterwards ran out fifty thousand feet in the samo 
region, withont finding bottom. These marvel- 
Tous results showed that the obstacles to accurate 
sounding had not yet been overcome, and that 
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something was sti wanting to distinguish the 
action of under currents in drawing ont the lime, 
from that of gravity. This deficiency was sup- 
plied by the discovery of the law of descent 
which governs this sinking of the weight in the 
ocean; and by always using a line of the same 
size, material and construction, and a sinker of 
the same shape and weight, the sounders were 
enabled to distinguish the action of gravity from 
that of currents, and make their calculations. 
This law of descent shows a regularly decreas- 
ing ratio of speed for each hundred fathoms 
reeled out; and therefore by noting the depth 
reached, and the rate of movement of the kine, 
it is easy to determine whether the action is dee 
to the gravitation of the weight, or to the lateral 
action of currents upon the line, after the ball 
has touched bottom. In the former case, the 
rate of movement is continually decreasing, in 
the latter it is uniform. The application of this 
discovery to the process of deep-sea sounding, 
showed thht the enormous depths of the sea at 
the places indicated by the officers above named, 
were not true, but that the appearance was at- 
tributable to current action. Under this im- 
proved system of soundings it does not appear 
that any part of the Atlantic @cean hitherto 
fathomed has a greater depth than twenty-five 
thousand feet, and the deepest portion is prob- 
ably between the parallels of thirty-five and forty 
degrees north latitude, directly south of the 
Grand Banks of Newfoundland. The ‘act 
lying between Newfoundland and Ircland, over 
which the route of the telegraph cable proceeds, 
is comparatively an elevated plateau, the average 
depth of which for the greater part of its extext, 
is about ten thousand feet; the deepest portion 
being only about twelve thousand five hundred 
feet in depth, and that, midway between the two 
coasts. The soundings for the whole telegraph 
route were made by Lieut. Berrymen, on beard 
the U. S. steamer Arctic, in the summer of 1856, 
and specimens from the bottom were brought up. 
Material from the bottom of the deep sea is 
procured by an ingenious contrivance of Lieat. 
Brooke, U. S. N., whereby alight, hollow cyliz- 
der is carried down with the cannon-ball at the 
end of the sounding line, filled with the material 
of which the bottom is composed, and drawn 8p 
again by the line, the ball itself being detached 
upon reaching bottom, by the combined action of 
levers and slings. By this admirable apparams 
a double purpose is subserved, viz., ascertaining 
the depth of the sea, and also the nature of the 
bottom. From the deepest portion of the tele 
graph plateau, ‘Lieut. Berryman brought ©? 
specimens ef the bottom, which though appes* 
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ing to the eye to be clay, were found upon in- 
spection with the microscope, to be composed 
entirely of minute shells, without a particle of 
sandor gravel among them. Upon a bed of this 
soft and yielding material, far beneath the reach 
of grinding icebergs, and free from the chafing 
action of the upper sea, the Atlantic telegraph 
cable will repose in security ; giving through its 
throbbing pulses the messages from one conti- 
nent t another. The deep-sea soundings of the 
American navy have discovered and exposed 
this secure bed for the telegraph wire, and dem- 
onstrated its adaptation for the purpose ; and in 
doing this, the navy has won for itself a crown 
of honor of which her gallant and accomplished 
officers may well be proud. 





UNIQUE PUBLICATION. 

An unique work has appeared in London, pre- 
pared by Professor Smyth, Her Majesty’s As- 
tronomer for Scotland. It is called ‘“ Teneriffe : 
An Astronomer’s Experiment; or, Specialities 
of a Residence above the Clouds.” It is illus- 
trated with stereoscopic pictures, and is accom- 
panied with a stereoscope. The London Exam- 
iner gives the volume a very complimentary no- 
tice, and says: “ The special interest of this 
work lics in the fact that it supplies the first ex- 
ample of the application of the principle of the 
stereoscope to hook illustration. Nearly all the 
pictures have been taken at heights from seven 
to twelve thousand feet above the level of the 
sea; and on the lower ground, we are shown a 
dragon-tree walk, @ cactus-garden, cochineal- 
gatherers at work, aud other scenes never before 
realized in this manner to eyes in England.” 

ee 

A Lone tneaTRicaL Row.—A gentleman, 
named Rene Perin, au old dramatist and editor, 
lately died in Paris at the age of eighty-five, 
having survived his reputation as an author. 
One of his most noted pieces was played two 
hundred nights in succession, and every night 
the dandies of the city, who were outraged at 
the word muscadin, applied to a representative 
of their class in the piece, mustered in strong 
force at the theatre, armed with sticks to chas- 
tise the actors. They, too, armed themselves in 
a similar manner, and every night there was a 
fight between the parties. Not much damage 


was done, and the excitement filled the theatre. 
oe 


Qorick Time.—A gentleman was one day 
arranging music for a young lady to whom he 
was paying his addresses. ‘Pray, Miss D.” 
said he, “what time do you prefer?” “0,” 
she replied, carelessly, “any time will do; but 
the quicker the betrer.” 
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WHAT FEMALE EDUCATION SHOULD BE, 

The firet maxim in intellectual training is, that 
clever children are sure to be clever, and stupid 
children to be stupid; and the second is, that 
the only cleverness of any use in a child, is that 
which can be continued into maturer life. It fol- 
lows that the great thing is to ascertain what all 
children, clever or stupid, can and ought to 
learn, and then to allow the clever only to go be- 
yond ; while care is taken that their cleverness 
shall be both judged and directed by the proba- 
bility of its ultimate result. Now, what ought 
all young ladies to learn? First, to speak and 
write English correctly, and to read it aloud 
clearly and fiuently. Next, to do plain needle- 
work. It is a great mistake to think that wealth 
can supersede the necessity for this. In the first 
place, this is the most feminine of occupations ; 
next, it affords even the stupidest person an 
opportunity of doing one thing well without be- 
ing attracted by the display that usually attends 
excellence; and lastly, it is a most valaable 
preparation for a useful intercourse with the 
poor. Then must come the rudiments of his- 
tory, geography and ciphering, and as much 
French as the natural ability of the student ren- 
ders possible. Nothing more is necessary, except 
dancing—all else should depend upon nataral 
gifts and personal tastes. Scarcely any woman 
can ever be so learned or clever, that it becomes 
a matter of indifference whether she is also good- 
looking; yet she may easily acquire a profi- 
ciency which will be a source of genuine satie- 
faction to herself and her friends. It must, how- 
ever, be conceded that it is not possible to range 
all girls under the head of stupid or clever, and 
that some common ground of general education 
is wanted, which shall test, awaken, and develop 
their powers as they grow into young women. 
Incomparably the best instrament for meeting 
this want, is to be fuund in the study of standard 
English literature. Accomplishments are quite 
a secondary matter. If men do not get tired of 
the songs, they soon get tired of the singer, if 
she can do nothing but sing. What is really 
wanted in a woman, is that she should be a per- 
manently pleasant companion. So far as edaca- 
tion can give or enhance pleasantness, it does so 


‘ by making the view of life wide, the wit ready, 


the faculty of comprehension vivid; and the 
only trustworthy engine of education directed to 
this end is an honest and intimate familiarity 
with great authors. 
——_ +e + 

A ring SicHtT.—Douglas Jerrold said there 
was no finer sight than a stream of human crea- 
tures passing from a Christian church. 
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JAMES SMITHSON. 

Among the greatest English benefactors of 
our country will be classed James Smithson, 
Esq., of London, a natural son of a former Duke 
of Northumberland, who died some twenty-three 
years ago, bequeathing over half a million of 
dollars to the United States government, for the 
purpose of founding a national institution at 
Washington, ‘‘for the increase and diffasion of 
knowledge among men.” Smithson was a sin- 
gle man, without family ties, and an accomplish- 
ed natural philosopher. In the course of his 
scientific career he contributed several important 
papers to the Royal Society of London, of which 
he was a member. In his will, he speaks in the 
highest terms of the United States; and consid- 
ering this country the most favorable for the ac- 
complishment of his object, to advance the cause 
of science, he confers upon it the hon rable trust 
of dispensing his fortune to that end, rather than 
his native land. Congress accepted the trust in 
1846, and constituted a board of regents to ad- 
minister the same, according to the intention of 
the donor. With a portion of the income accra- 
ing from the bequest, an Institute has been erect- 
ed at the city of Washington, in sight of and 
near to the national monument of Washington. 
This building, which is constracted of brown 
free-stone, in the Norman Gothic style, cost three 
handred twenty-five thousand dollars. It con- 
sists of a central body and two wings, and is 
adorned with a number of towers. The whole 
structure is spacious and imposing, forming a 
graceful monument to the memory of Smithson, 
and at the same time furnishing ample accom- 
modations for the business of the institution. 
This business consists in the increase and diffusion 
of knowledge among men. To accomplish the 
former, scientific men in all parts of the country 
are induced to contribute the results of their ob- 
servation and investigations, which are gathered 
together under the supervision of Professor 
Henry, the resident secretary of the institution, 
and 60 far as useful, prepared for the press, and 
published in the volumes of “The Smithsonian 
Contributions to Knowledge.” Scientific re- 
searches are also carried on at the Institate, by 
competent persons, aided by the use of excellent 
chemical and other philosophical apparatus, and 
a very extensive and complete library of works 
on natural science, embraciog the productions of 
the ablest writers of every nation. Particular 
attention is given to the new pursuit of meteoro- 
logical investigations, and regular observations 
are received from all parts of the country, as to 
the state of the thermometer and barometer, and 
the commencement, progress and duration of 
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storms. Upwards of two hundred and fifty re- 
liable persons are engaged in communicating 
these observations, and it is anticipated thar the 
results thereof will prove in the highest degree 
beneficial, in systematizing and improving the 
business of agriculture. 

For the diffusion of knowledge, the valuable 
library of the institution, containing works of 
the rarest character, and constantly improving 
by the addition of new works, is open to all. 
The plan of this library contemplates the collec- 
tion in one large room, of all the best scientific 
knowledge of the world, so that it may be read- 
ily acceasible to students. The publications of 
this institution, which have already reached nine 
quarto volumes, and the printed reports which 
are annually made to Congress, are distributed 
liberally in this and other countries; and in re- 
turn, the transactions of foreign and domestic 
societies are received and added to the library. 
There is also an extensive gallery of Indian 
portraits of members of the various tribes on the 
continent, which is receiving additions from tame 
to time, and is intended to be a complete ethno- 
logical gallery of the primitive races. Courses 
of scientific lectures upon various subjects are 
delivered every winter daring the sessions of 
Congress, by able professors who are employed 
for the purpose by the government of the insti- 
tution. These lectures are free to all, and are 
delivered in a spacious lecture room of the build- 
ing, well adapted for the purpose. In one large 
hall is contained a very extensive collection of 
curiosities in nature and art, which have been 
brought home by government officers from the 
various exploring expeditions ; in another, is a 
variety of useful and curious philosophical ap- 
paratus, including a sulphuric-acid barometer, 
twenty-one feet in height, and in a room adjoin- 
ing the large central hall, are preserved the per- 
sonal effects of Smithson, such as his servive of 
silver plate, family pictares, and philosophical 
instruments. 

The noble bequest of Smithson yields an an- 
nual income of thirty thousarid dollars, which is 
devoted to the various purposes indicated above, 
for carrying on the institation which bears his 
name. The expenses of the establishment are, 
to some extent, defrayed by annual appropria- 
tions by Congress, leaving a larger sum from 
the income to be devoted to the cnuse of science, 
than would otherwise be available. All the ox- 
pense thus far incurred, except that which Con- 
gress provides for, has been paid out of the in- 
come of the fand, leaving the principal untouch- 
ed, and a surplus of interest amounting at the 
present time to one hundred and twenty-five 
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thousand dollars. The great design of the donor, 
is therefore in a fair way of being accomplished, 
without wasting the means so munificently pro- 
vided by him for carrying it out. The help 
which he has given to the cause of science is in- 
valuable, and promises the most important and 
beneficial results in the future, in which not only 
ourown country but the world at large will 
participate. With the hundred thousand pounds 
which he has entrusted to our country, he has 
laid the foundation of a monument that will 
perpetuate his name for ages to come, and blend 
it in honorable union with the ever-advancing 
triumphs of the human intellect. 











INVENTION OF BALLOONS, 

The admirers of crinoline will be proud to 
learn that the invention of balloons is owing to 
esimilar contrivance. The French give a curi- 
ous anecdote of a simple occurrence which led 
the inventor of such machines—Montgolfier—to 
turn his attention to the subject. It is to this 
effect: A washerwoman of the Rue aux Juifs, in 
the Marais, placed a petticoat on a basket-work 
frame, over a stove, to dry. In order to concen- 
trate all the heat, and to prevent its escaping by 
the aperture at the top, she drew the strings 
closely together which are used to tie it round 
the waist. By degrees the staff dried, became 
lighter, and the stove continuing to heatand rar- 
ify the air concentrated under the frame-work, 
the petticoat began to move, and at last rose in 
the air. The washerwoman was so astonished 
that she ran out to call her neighbors; and 
they, seeing itsuspended in the air, were amazed. 
One individual, however, a simple paper-maker 
from Annonay, named Montgolfier, as much as- 
tonished hut more sensible than the others, re- 
turned home, and without loss of time, studied 
the work of Priestly on different kinds of atmos- 
pheres. The resalt was the discovery of the 
first balloon, called Montgolfier’s, of which he 
was the inventor. As the nautilus probably gave 
the idea of a sailing vessel, so also do very sim- 
ple causes often produce great and unexpected 
results. 





Axsour Ggese.—One Mr. Lane is terribly se- 
vere on geese for their hissing every one that 
passes them, Yet Michaelmas goose hissing 
hot froin the spit, is no contemptible bird. 


+ 22 + 


Tae Poor Wivow.—The Tribune tells a 
story of a widow with four children in New 
York, who gets only nine shillings a dozen for 
making shirts. 
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THE FIRST SCULPIRESS. 

Sabina Von Steinbach was daughter to the 
great architect of the Cathedral of Strasbourg. 
From early childhood she displayed considerable 
talent in modelling, and it was to her that her 
father entrusted much of the ornamental part of 
his stupendous undertaking. Few, as they 
pause before the groups on the portal of the 
southern aisle, and admire their grace and beauty, 
imagine that they are the work of a@ girl of twenty! 
Tradition says, that, by the command of the 
Archbishop, Sabina herself attended to see the 
statues deposited in their destined niches ; and 
that the prelate, followed by all his priests, came 
forth to meet her, and placed upon her brow a 
garland of laurel, consecrated by his own hand. 


— rr 


Battou’s Dottar Monrarr.—One num- 
ber more will close volume eight, for the present 
year, and we shall commence the new volume 
for 1859 with a renewed purpose of excellence 
and increased value in our popular magazine. 
After publishing eight volames, we havo brought 
the Dollar Monthly to a degree of perfection 
which has carried with it the most flattering suc- 
cess. In the former years which the Magazine 
has been issued, it has gradually increased in 
circulation, until there is but one monthly in the 
country which issues solarge an edition. Show 
a copy to your neighbors, and let them see what 
a delightfal monthly visitor they can ensure to 
their families for one dollur a year! 





Ort axp Burrer.—Perhaps our readers 
don’t know that the people of the south of 
France are very fond of olive oil, and use it in- 
stead of butter, which they despise. Well, an 
inhabitant of Provence, on the eve of going to 
Paris, told a neighbor that he meant to have his 
portrait painted there. 

“In what style?” 

“O, an oil painting, of course.” 

“Then,” replied the other, “I advise you to 
carry the oil with you, for in that rascally city, 
they tell me they do everything with butter.” 


———_+-. 





Tue oReater Caime.—lIf thou art but a 
dunce, Heaven will forgive thee, for it has not 
given thee wisdom ; but if thou art not honest, 
begone! 


Povzrtr’s Darts.—Of all the arrows shot 
at our miserable natare, is there one not made the 
keener if whetted on the poor man’s hearth ? 








Drzt.—A regular diet up to the point of tem- 
perance cures more people than physic. 


498 


foreign Miscellany. 


The Crystal Palace, England, has established 
a separate court for exhibition of British sculpture. 

Three petticoats lined with cigars were lately 
taken from a female smuggler from France. 

The Duke of Wellington’s person hegus has 
been exhibited for sixpence in St. Paul’s, London. 

A man lately jumped from the top of the July 
column in Paris und was instantly killed. 

There is a coal pit in Cheshire, England, the 
shaft of which is 686 1-2 yards deep. 

There aré about five hundred vessels of all 
sizes in the British navy. 

The emigration from Treland averages at the 
present time 190,000 per year. 

At Birmingham, England, eight tons of wire 
per week are made into hooks and eyes. 

A communication in the London Times sug- 
gests that the British government should pur- 
chase the Great Eastern steamer for the navy. 

The Czar of Russia has authorized those of 
his serfs who can pay forty roubles to rank as 
free citizens. 

The Marquis of Queensberry, better known as 
Viscount Drumlanrig, lately shot himself while 
hunting. 

Louisa Pyne, the English opera singer, has 
made a fortune of not far from one hundred 
thousand dollars in three years. 

The London Times believes the establish- 
ment of the Atlantic ‘Telegraph to be a guaranty 
of peace between the two cuuntries. 

The French are not such cotfee-drinkers as 
many people suppose. ‘The United States use 
eight or nine times as much as France. 

It is estimated that the Yang-tese Kiang, the 
largest river in China, is larger than our Misois- 
sippi. It is ove hundred miles longer. 

Several of the bishops of the established 
church in England are urging on their clorgy the 
importance of practising extea:porancous preach- 
ing, to reach the hearts of the people. 

The Jews of London intend to present to Lady 
John Russell a boudoir suite, consisting of a 
table and fuur chairs, composed of solid silver, 
as amark of their sense of the obligation they 
owe to her husband. 

The public debt of England is ahout eight 
hundred millions of pounds sterling (£8v0,000,- 
000) and the number of stockholders in it is two 
hundred and sixty-nine thousund seven hundred 
and thirty six (269,736.) 

Great Britain has invested in railroads, since 
1839, three hundred millions pounds sterling 
( £300,000,000.) The gross earnings of her rail- 
roads last year were twenty-four millions 
(£24,000,000) and the declared dividends thir- 
teen millions (£13,000,000 ) 

There are forty-six persons in England who 
have incomes of £450 000 a year, equal to two 
millions and a quarter dollars, while four hundred. 
and forty-four persons have incomes ranging 
from fifty to two hundred and fifty thousand dol- 
lars a year, and eight hundred and eleven from 
twenty-five to lifty thousand. 








FOREIGN MISCELLANY. 


There are said to be 803 nunneries in Spain, 
with 20,018 nuns in them. 

The queen of Spain has declared her intention 
of founding nine great asylums for the poor. 

The Imperial Horticultural Society of Paris 
have announced their intention of holding « 
great exhibition, open to all nations. 

Madame Champagneux died lately in Paris, 
age! 77. She was the only child of the cele- 
brated Madame Roland, who perished on the 
scaffuld during the French Revolution. 

The Turkish colonel who refused to interfere 
in behalf of the French and English consuls at 
the late massacre in Jeddah, has been degraded 
to the ranks and sent toa distant province. 

The first vocal prize at the annual competi- 
tion of the students of the Conservatoire of 
Paris, was lately won by a young Scotchwoman, 
Miss Augusta Thompson, of Glasgow. 

There are 14 general hospitals in London 
which possess an income from realized propery 
of £109,687. There are also 36 special hospi- 
tals, possessing an aggregate income of £117,218. 

The country people who visit London spead 
something like £11,000,000 per annum in it— 
the profiton the expenditure paying the whole 
of the local rates of London, and at least half » 
million toward rent. 

A ukase has been promulgated, prohibiting 
the texching of the Latin tongue in all the col- 
leges of the Russian empire. The hours hith- 
erto devoted to that study will be devoted to the 
positive sciences, 

The decpest coal pit in Great Britain, aod 
probably in the world, has, after nearly twelve 
years’ labor, been completed and opened at 
Duckinfield, Cheshire. The shafe of this pit is 
686 1-2 yards deep, and the sinking of it com 
nearly £100,000. 

Walter Savage Landor, of world-wide literary 
fame, has been convicted at Bristol of a series uf 
atrocious and disgusting libels upon a lady of 
Bath, named Yescombe, who, though formerly a 
friend of his, had in some way offended bin. 
He was mulcted in damages $1000 and cost. 

At a meeting of the Great Eastern Steamship 
Company, it was resolved to receive offers for 
the purchase or charter ot the ship, and to adver- 
tise her for sale at auction, and in the meantime 
to endeavor to raise money by mortgage. 

The American company which undertook to 
raise the ships at Sebastopol, has failed. They 
raised one Turkish steamer, which was rotten. 
The Russian ships being of green wood, are 
probably in the same state. Their inasts are 
gradaally disappearing. 

Persons in England who leave railroad cars 
while trains are in motion, are subject to legal 
penaltivs. A lady was tined five shillings, and 
five shillings costs, a few weeks ago, for having 
stepped out of atrainon the Crystal Palace line 
before the cars had stopped. 

In Australia the Methodists have 670 charches 
and 683 other preaching stations. Communi 
cants, upwards of 25,000; attendants on the 
divine worship, nearly 150,000. The number of 
children in the week-day and Sabbath schools is 
53,559. 





RECQRD OF THE TIMES. 


Record of the Gimes. 


The New Yorkers daily spend 10,000 doMars 
in cigars, and 8500 in bread. 

Tuckerman, the bank robber, is employed in 
the Conn. state prison wrapping joiners’ planes. 

A New England farmer can make more money 
by raising cots than im any ether way. 

Dr. Abiel A. Cooley, who died recently at 
Hartford, was the inventor of lucifer matches. 

Cyrus. W. Field crossed the Atlantic twenty- 
one times on business of the telegraph company. 

A crinolined lady in a 4th Avenue car, New 
York, honestly paid for four seats lately. 

The rooster on top of the flag staff on Wor- 
cester Common is 192 1-2 feet from the ground. 
‘This is the highest flag staff in the United States. 

A new route for an Atlantic cable has beon al- 
ready pointed out; it is through the Bermudas 
and Payal to Portugal. 

Recently, a man named Myers, was respited 
by the Governor of Ohio, just as the sheriff was 
about to prepare him for the scaffold. 

‘The new style of bonnet isa unique affair, and 
resembles » cabbage leaf trimmed with tomaioes. 
The price is cheap—only thirty dollars. 

Accordmg to a computation recently made, 
there are about 6000 Israelites in Cincinnati. 
They are principally engaged in trade. 

‘The New Bedferd Standard reports that the 
father of @ lady in that vicinity recently present. 
ed to her a check for $30,000, in view of her 
matrimenial alliance. 

s liquor dealer in Cincinnati recently received 
an order from a Roman Catholic institation, to 
send ‘ten gallons of the best old Bourbon whiskey, 
and charge the same to the Church of the Mother 
of God fr’ 

M. Jullien is not coming to this country a8 
announced, it seems. His arrangements for the 
fall and winter campaign are already made, and 
he will pive his concerts at the Lyceum Theatre, 
London—the scene of his early triumphs. 

Eleven persons in West Falmouth, living with- 
in a cirenit of three and a half miles, recently 
met together, whose united ages were 897 years. 
The average was 81 years. Among them were 
three married couples. 

The aggregate loss of cable by the Atlantic 
Telegraph Company during theic several expe- 
ditions was about three hundred miles, which 
cost upwards of one hundred and forty thousand. 
dollars. 

The doctors’ fee in New Orleans for a yellow 
fever case is one hundred dollars, more or less, 
killor cure. If taken in season the doctor's at- 
tention is not required after the fourth day, One, 
two and three thousand dollars a week is no un 
common mnount of fees for a good yellow fever 
physician. 

Judging from the following notice, from an 
exchange of @ bank in Minnesota, the money in 
that State must be rayther below par: “ lt may 
be proper to udd that a bushel of notes are traded 
for an iron spoon at the place issued, and gradu- 
ally lose their value while travelling to remote 
sections of the country.” 
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The average product of one acre of etrawber- 
ries in Califurnia, is about half a ton. 

The experiment of growing tobacco in Minne- 
sota has proved quite successful—a heavy crop 
being anticipated this year. 

The folly of one man is the fortune of another ; 
and no man prospers so suddenly as by the 
errors of others. 

The “ Rainbow,” a steel ship of one hundred 
and sixty tons, was lately launched from Mr. 
Laird’s works on the Mersey, which is intended 
for the navigation of the Niger. 

The stamp of the old Charter Oak has been dug 
up and sold to a speculator, and the place is cut 
up for building lots. It is a shame the State did 
not buy the land and build a State House on the 
spot. 

The notorious horse, Cruiser, which, next to 
the zebra, was supposed to present the most in- 
superable difficulties to the horse-tamer Rarey, is 
announced to appear at the Alhambra, says @ 
London paper, as a circus performer. 

The Troy Whig says there ia residing in that 
city a young mechanic, who claims to have con- 
structed a telegraph apparatus which wil trans- 
mit words with twice the velucity that the Hughes 
instrument is capable of. 

A two story passenger car has been invented 
at Philadelphia. ‘fhe upper story is reached by 
a small winding staircase from below. It is not 
accessible to passengers in crinoline, but is in- 
tended fur the use of smokers. 

Potatoes are said to have beey first planted in 
New England in 1719 by the Loudonderry (N. H.) 
settlers, who, embracing sixteen families, put 
their first crop in the ground in May, upon a 
ridge of land now lying in the western part of 
Derry. 

Memphis, Tennessee, is a fast place, and no 
mistake. The otherday, Judge E. W. M. King 
was arraigned before the Recorder for carrying 
concealed weapons. He pleaded in defence thas 
he had no concealed weapons, they being all out- 
side his clothes. The Recorder then fined him 
$10 for di-orderly conduct, in appearing on the 
streets with weapons exposed about his person. 

By the “act abolishing arrest in civil actions,” 
ete., passed during the last session of Parlia- 
ment, imprisonment for debt is virtually abolish- 
ed in Canada. The effect will be to empty the 
jails in Upper Canada of debtors. Now almost 
every jail contains debtors, many of them large 
numbers. 7 

A lad named William Rodgers, aged fifteen 
years, committed suicide in Blackville, Green 
Co., Pa, a few days ago, by hanging himeelt in 
aclearing near his father’s house. The only 
cause assigned for the rash actis the fact thas hie 
father whipped him a short time previously fur 
racing a valuable horse. 

A young lady, eighteen or nineteen years of 
age, daughter of Mr. Haywood, gardener of John 
Jacob Astor, Jr., at Escopus, near Rondout, 
N. Y., died recently from the effects of fright. 
She was riding in a wagon, when the horse took 
fright and ran with great speed for about a mile, 
when he was stopped. The young woman was 
taken from the wagon in a éyivg condition, and 
lived but a few minates. 


Merry- Making. 


A French comedian is out with a farce entitled 
“A Journey Round my Wife.” 

Demijohns are known by the more refined 
term, “ spirit wrappers.” 

The gentleman who has been trying to raise 
the wind, finds himself Lvown all over town. 

Some writer says that the word would in Rafus 
Chonte’s hand writing, resembles a small grid- 
iron struck by lightning. 

Why had a man better lose his arm than a 
Jeg? Because in losing his leg, he loses some- 
thing “ to boot.” 

A wag about town says the head-coverings the 
ladies wear now-a-days, are bare faced false 
foods. 

There {s a man at Brixton so fat, that a child 
was recently killed by his shadow falling upon 





An Trish servant girl, after reading the queen's 
message, Tuesday, said : ‘‘ Faith, an’ shure, an’ 
was it for fear of breakin’ the cable that the 
queen made itao short?” 

An editor in Iowa, is said to have become 60 
hollow from depending on the printing business 
alone for bread, that he proposes to sell himself 
for stove-pipe, at three cents a fuot. 

The Hartford Times suggests that those who 
cannot obtain a cable charm to wear, might take 
es a substitute, a four-pound weight, a string of 
sausages, or some other similar trifle. 

An Arkanens editor complains that for some 
time past, his town has been “ filled with fisher- 
men and loafers,” and wonders ‘‘ what they are 
afer.” After loaves and fishes, no doubt. 

An exchange speaks of achap with fvet so 
Jarge, that when it rains, or when he wants to 

tin the shade, he lies down on his back, and 

olds up one foot, It fully answers the purpose 
of an umbrella. 

Itis stated upon the authority of those who 
have heard it, that a cat, when her tail is pinched 
between a door and post, utters the vowels, a, e, 
t,o, u, with great distinctness. If the injury is 
prolonged, she gives w and y. 

“So, you would not take me to be twenty t” 
said a young lady to her partner, while dancin; 
the polka, a few evenings ago; “what woul 
you take me for?” “For better, for worse,” 
replied he. 

To an impertinent fellow, whom Jerrold 
avoided, and who attempted to intrade himself 
by saying a bright thing, Jerrold said, sharply 
turning upon the intruder, “ You’re like lead, sir, 
bright only when you're cut.” 

Some of the farms of Vermont stand so mach 
on their edge, that plowmen with one short leg 
command double wages. Citizens who distin- 
guished themselves in the late war with Mexico 
will please notice. 

Said « runner to a competitor, before a whole 
depot full of bystanders: ‘I knew you when 
you used to hire your children to go to bed with- 
out their supper, and after they got to sleep you’d 
go up and steal their pennies, to hire ’em with 
ay’in next night!” 








MERRY MAKING, 


A man recently walked two days runing, and 
was weak a fortnight afterwards. 

Why are temperance societies a bar to friend- 
ship? Because they prevent shaking hands. 

juibbs wants to know whether doctors, by 
looking at the tongue of a wagon, can tell what 
ails it. 

Why are ladies like bells? Because you can 
never find out their metal until you have given 
them a ring. 

An Irishman complained of his physician, that 
he stuffed him so much with drugs that he was 
sick after he got well. 

Tt was observed of a celebrated physician, that 
he never said in company, ‘ I drink your health,” 
but “ my service to you, sir.” 

In a book recently published in London, camel 
riding is compared to “ being in a swing twenty 
feet from the ground.” 

Mrs. Partington, speaking of the rapid manner 
in which deeds are perpetrated, said that it only 
required two seconds to fight a duel. 

Why is an invalid, cured by sea-bathing, like 
acontined criminal? Because he is sea-cured 
(secured ). 

A waggish candidate, coming in the course of 
his canvass to a tailor’s shop—‘ What we look 
for here,” said he, “are measures, not men.” 

Gold sweaters are undoubtedly very dishonest 
people, bat they make money out of it. Can 
there, however, we ask with all solemnity, be any 
excuse for copper boilers? We pause for a reply. 

What is that which, supposing its greatest 
breadth to be four inches, length nine inches, 
and depth three inches, contains a solid toot? A 
shoe. : i 

A friend of ours the other night discovered a 
fellow stealing his coal. The thief, observing 
our friend, but thinking himself unobserved, 
stole away. 

We see the question discussed in several 
eastern papers, “whether a school-master can 
kiss his female pupils.” We only know that we 
could when we were a school-master. 

A young lady lately appeared in male attire 
in Baltimore; and one of the editors says her 
disguise was so perfect that she might have 
passed for a man, “had she a little more modesty.” 

A gentleman who has a scolding wife, in an- 
awer to an inquiry after her health, said she was 
pretty well, only: subject at times toa “ breaking 
out in the mouth.” 

An Indiana paper refuses to publish eulogies 
gratis, but adds: “‘ We will publish the simple 
announcement of the death of any of our friends 
with pleasore.” 

In order to ease the labor of milking the 
cows, the Swiss maids sit on little low stools, 
which they carry about with them ready strapped 
to their person, producing an effect more charac- 
teristic than poetical 
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DOG DAYS. 


DEDICATED TO ALL INTENDING PROPRIETORS OF THAT FAITHFUL ANIMAL. 





Young Foodle, a great but not lucky sportsman, b % 
: trained dog of ot I Jneracter 7" | Prospect of Mr. Foodle on the road home with the animal. 
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Which proves ita ability to the fattest satisfaction when 
Foodle takes him out again, 
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‘The dog’s temper is not improved by the operation, and 
Of which he is completely cured by a negro, who under- he takes hei oodle’s it 
stands all that sort of thing. | her pet. Wout, when they. meat Fs pady:love and 


By whom Foodle is arrested, at the instance of an irasci- 
bie cld gent, who declares the dog was stolen from his 
une. 
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ROUND THE WORLD. 


In the following article we present the readers 
‘of the Magazine with a series of highly interest- 
ing pictures, embracing views and characters in 
Japan, China, Borneo, Cape Town, the Sand- 
wich Islands, etc., drawn expressly for us by an 
officer of the United States steam frigate Pow- 
hatan. Though not the work of a professional 
artist, these designs have the rare merit of fidelity, 
and an air of naturalness and spirit. They 
present some of the most striking incidents of a 
Voyage round the world. Many of them delin- 
eate scenes in Japan; and of this country we 
shall first speak, not only from its intrinsic im- 

tance, but because it attracts great attention 

rom the recent treaty, which, it is hoped, will 
lead to a petmanent and profitable increase of 
our commercial facilities. The settlement of 
California, the trade from thence to China, and 
the idea of steam communication with the Pa- 
cific, involving the necessity of supplies of coal, 
together with the increase of the whale fishery in 
the Japanese seas, produced a desire on the part 
of this country to establish commercial inter- 
course with that great eastern empire, the ports 
vf which had formerly been open to European 
trade, but of late had been jealously closed by an 
exclusive policy characteristic of its government. 
Previous attempts at intercourse, and previous 
difficulties, having given our government an in- 
sight into the character of the Japanese, it was 
resolved to send a strong squadron to Japan, in 
‘order that its ap ce might command the 
respect which would not be accorded to an infe- 
rior force. The commander selected for the ex- 
pecieos was Commodore Matthew Calbraith 
erry, a gentleman in every way fitted for re- 
sponsibility and success. e objects of the ex- 
pedition were defined in a letter from the Secre- 
of State to the Secretary of the Navy, as 
follows :-~1. “ To effect some permanent arrange- 
ment for the protection of American seamen or 
property wrecked on these islands, or driven into 
their ports by stress of weather (shipwrecked 
-marinets having been. habitually treated with 
great barbarity by the Japanese). 2. The per 
mission to American vessels to enter one or more 
of their ports, in order to obtain supplies of pro- 
visions, water, fuel, etc., or, in case of disasters, 
to refit.so as to enable them to prosecute their 
voyage. It is very desirable to have permission 
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to establish a depot for coal, if not on one of the 

rincipal islands, at least on some small, unin- 
Pabited one, of which it is said there are several 
in the vicinity. 8. The permission to our vessels 
to enter one or more of their ports for the pur- 
pose of disposing of their cargoes by sale or bar. 
ter.” A letter to the emperor of Japan, to be 
signed by the president of the United States, was 

repared by Daniel Webster. The expedition 

lid not sail, however, until after Mr. Webster's 
death ; when another letter was prepared, and 
signed by Mr. Fillmore, the president, and Ed- 
ward Everett, Secretary. of State, Nov. 13, 1852. 
The letter was splendidly engrossed, and en- 
closed ina gold box of the value of a thousand 
dollars. 

Commodore Perry sailed from the United 
States, in the steam frigate Mississippi, towards 
the close of the year 1852, touched at Madeira 
and the Cape of Good Hope, reached Hong 
Kong in April, 1858, and thence sailed for Japan. 
After uniting all the vessels of the squadron, 
Perry, leading the fleet in the flag-ship Susque- 
hanna (steam frigate), made Cape Idsa on the 
8th of July. Their first anchorage and inter- 
course with the natives was near the town of 

ragawa. On the 14th, the Prince Iwami gave 
Commodore Perry s formal reception on shore, 
and took charge of the president’s letter to the 
emperor. On the 17th, after surveying and 
sounding the bay and coasts, the squadron took 
its departure and spent the remainder of the 

on the China coast. On the 12th of Febra- 
ary, 1854, Commodore Perry re-appeared in the 
Bay of Jeddo, with three steam frigates, four 
sloops-of-war, and two store-ships. They an- 
chored at the American Srchorsee: Some time 
was spent in settling upon a place of meeting 
with the Imperial commissioners and the village 
of Yokshama, containing about 10,000 persons, . 
and jast opposite the anchorage, was finally as- 
signed. ‘the fleet accordingly drew in shore, 
and moored in a line five miles in length, with 
their broadsides bearing on the shore. During 
the whole course of the negociations, Comme 
dore Perry had conducted himself with prudence 
and dignity. He had protested against being 
subjected to the ordinary syatem of espionage 
adopted towarda foreigners by the Japanese, had 
disregarded their orders to suspend his sound. 


ings and surveyings, and while insisting upon 
nothing tureascnable, plainly declared, like Gen- 
eral Jackson, that he would submit to nothing 


wrong. : 

"On the 8th of March,” says an officer of the 
Vandalia, writing to the New York Journal of 
Commerce, “the day appointed for the first 
meeting, about nine han officers, seamen and 


marines, armed to the teeth, landed, and with 
drums beating and colors flying, were drawn 
upon the , Teady to receive the commodore. 
As soon as he ste; on shore, the bands struck 
up, salutes were , and, followed by a long 
escort of officers, he marched up between the 
lines and entered the house erected by the Jap- 
amese expressly for the occasion. Thousands of 
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Japanese soldiers crowded the shore and neigh- 
boring heights, looking on with a good deal of 
curiosity and interest. The house was nothing 
but a plain frame building, hastily put up, con- 
taining one large room—the audience hall—and 
several smaller ones tor the convenience of at- 
tendants, etc. The floor was covered with mats, 
and very pretty painted screens adorned the 


A JAPANESE FUNERAL. 


sides. Long tables and benches, covered with 
red woolen stuff, placed parallel to each other, 
three handsome braziers, filled with burning char- 
coal on the floor between them; hayes re Sieur 
colored crape hangings sus; m the ceil- 
ing, completed the ita of the room. As 
we entered, we took our seats at one of the ta- 
bles. The Japanese commissioners soon came 
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in and placed themselves opposite to us at the | in rank, before it could reach the commissioners, 
ether table; while behind us both, seated on the | every one bowing his forehead to the floor before 
oor on their knees (their usual position, for they | he addressed his superior. Refreshments were 
do not use chairs), was a crowd of Japanese | served in clegantly lacquered dishes—first of all, 
officers, forming the train of the commissioners. | tea, which, as in China, is the constant beverage ; 
The business was carried on in the Dutch lan- | then different kinds of candy and sponge cake 
guage, through interpreters, of whom they have | (they are excellent confectioners and very fond 
several who speak very well, and two or three | of sugar); lastly, oranges and a palatable liquor, 


ita 
Vas 
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who speak a little English; they were on their | distilled from rice, called by the Japanese saki. 
knees, between the commissioners and the com- | A flimsy banquet like this was not very agreeable 
modore. Our interpreter was seated by the side | to such hungry individuals as we, and we were 
of the latter. It was curious to see the intoler- | the more disappointed, for the Japanese using 
able ceremony observed by them—quite humil- | only chopsticks, we had, previously to coming 
iating toa democratic republican. A question | ashore, taken the precaution, as we shrewdl: 

P' had to pass first through the interpre- | thought, to provide ourselves with knives and 
ters, and then through several officers ascending | forks. Imagine, then, our chagrin, when finding 
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nothing’ substantial on which to employ them. 
What was left on our plates was wrapped in pa- 
per, and given to us to carry away, according to 
the usual custom in Japan. 

“The commissioners were intelligent looking 
men, richly dressed in gay, silk petticoat panta- 
Icons, and upper garments resembling in shape 
ladies’ short gowns. Dark c.lored stockings, 


and two elegant swords, pushed through a 


twisted silk girdle, finished the costume. Straw - 


sandals are worn, but are always slipped off on 
entering a house. They do not cover the head, 
the top and front part of which is shaved, and 
the back and side hair, being brought up, is tied 
80 as to form a tail, three or four inches long, 
that extends forward upon the bald pate, ter- 
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minating about half way between the apex and 
the forehead. It is a very comfortable fashiot 

and, were it not for the quantity of use 

in dressing it, would be a very cleanly one. 
Two audiences a week were held, at which the 
same programme was performed as related above, 
except that we fared more luxuriously. Becom- 


ing better acquainted with our taste, they feasted 


G. 


DINNER OF JAPANESE OFFICERS ON BOARD U. 5. SHIP POWHATAN. 


us with a broth made of fish, boiled shrimps, and 
boiled eggs, and very good raw oysters. Atone 
of the interviews (March 13), the presents from 
our government were delivered. They consisted 
ot cloths, agricultural implements, fire-arms, etc., 
and a beautiful locomotive, tender, and sen- 
ger car, one fourth the ordinary size, which we 
put in motion on a circular track, at the rate of 
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twenty miles an hour. A mile of magnetic tele- 
graph was also erected on shore, and put in 
operation. The Japanese were more interested 
in it than anything else, but never manifested 
any wonder. So capable are they of concealing 
and controlling their feelings, that they woul 

examine the guns, machinery, etc., of the steam- 
ers, without expressing the slightest astonish- 
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ment. They are a much finer looking race than 
the Chinese—intelligent, polite, and hospitable, 
but proud, licentious, unforgiving and reven; 

ful.” At length, after much diplomacy on the 
part of the Japanese, the treaty was signed—three 
copies in Japanese being delivered to Commo- 
dore Perry, and three copies in English, signed 
by himself, with Dutch and Chinese translations, 
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being delivered to the imperial commissioners. 
Article first of the treaty establishes peace and 
amity between the United States and Japan; 
article second assigns the ports of Simoda, in the 
the principality of Idzu, and of Hakodade, in the 
principality of Matsmai, for the reception of 
American ships where they can receive wood, 
water, provisions and coal—payment to be made 


in gold and silver ; articles third, fourth and fifth 
provide for the good treatment, security of prop- 
erty, etc., to American vessels and crews ship- 
wrecked on the coast; article seventh we quote 
entire, as it has recently been a subject of dis- 

ate: “It is agreed that ships of the United 
Brates resorting to the ports open to them, shall 
be permitted to exchange gold and silver coin, 
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and articles of goods, for other articles of goods, 
under such regulations as shall be temporarily 
established by the Japanese government for that 
purpose. It is stipulated, however, that the 
ships of the United States shall be permitted to 

away whatever articles they are willing to 
exchange.” The above are the moet important 
articles of the treaty. 


Our first illustration represents a Japanese 
faneral at Simoda. Simoda is situated near 
Capo Fogu, sixty miles from Point Sagami, at 
the entrance of the bay of Yedo. It has an ex- 
cellent harbor, well sheltered by high hills. The 
town contains about a*thonsand houses, built on 
the banks of « beautiful stream at the northwest- 
ern endof the harbor. Excellent water for ship's 





ROUND THE WORLD. 


use is abundantly supplied by numerous brooks. 
The Japanese vessels generally anchor at Kakiz- 
aki, a small village opposite Simoda. Thetown 
contains eight large temples, and a vast number 
of small chapels. The scenery is described as 
| bold and romantic, swelling inland till it reaches 
| a range of barren mountains, about three thon- 
‘ sand feet high. The officers of the expedition 


JUGGLERS AT SINGAPORE. 


were freely allowed to wander about on shore for 
a circuit of ten miles, though at first they were 
watched with that suspicion which charactezizes 
the Japgnese in their treatment of foreigners. 
They received the unwelcome escort of squads of 
| native soldiers, while the traders closed their 
shops, and husbands and fathers concealed their 
| women at the approaeh of the outside barbarians. 
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By degrees, however, this distrust and care were j Mats, are separated from each other by sliding 
abandoned. It was found that the Amorican | screens that are closed or removed at pleasure. 
officers were not in the least inclined to plunder | There age no chimneys in Japan. <A charcoal 
the shopkeepers, or insult the women, and the | fire is built ina little sand-pit in the middle of 
former could display their wares, and the latter | thé floor, and the Japanese are usually found 
their faces with impunity. Some of the girls of | sitting on their knees drinking tea and smokii 

Simoda are very pretty, and heighten their | their pipes. Nota chair or any other piece of 
natural attraction by the skilful use of pearl | furniture can be seen. Tubs of water are kept 
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tainly do not improve their appearance by stain- | readiness against any fire, for confi ions are 
ing their teeth jet black. so frequent and extensive that whole towns arc 

An officer of the expedition writes: “The | sometimes burnt down. The temples chietly 
streets are wide ands t, and the better class | Buddhist, are beautifully situated in the saburbs. 


powder and rouge, while the married ladies cer- | in front of each house, as well as on the roofe, in 


of houses two stories high, plastered and roofed | The entrance to them leads generally through 
with elegant tiles. The interior is kept very | elegant trees and wild camelias. ey are 
elean and neat, and the rooms, covered with ; large, plain structures, with high peaked roofs, 
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MARKET S€ENB AT CAPE TOWN 


resembling tho howses pictured on Chincse 
porcelain. In the space immediately in front is 
a large bell for summoning the faithful, a stone 
reservoir of holy water, and several roughly hewn 
stone idols. The doorway is ornamented with 
curious dragons and other animals, carved in 
wood. Upon entering, there is mothing special 
about the building worth noting, the walled sides 
and exposed rafters having a gloomy appear- 
ance. e altar is the only object that attracts 


The priests count beads, shave their heads, and 
weer analogous robes, and the service is attended 
by the ringing of bells, the lighting of candles, 
and the burning of ineense. fact, except that 
the cross is nowhere to be seen, one could easily 
imagine himself withia a Roman Catholic place 
of worship.” 

Such is a sketch of Simoda, where the officer 
who furnished us with the drawings, witnessed 
the faneral which forms the subject of our first 


attention. It so much resembles the Roman | picture. The body of the deceased, as he states, 


Catholic that I need not describe it. 


Some of | 1 placed in a neatly finished tub, surmounted by 


the idole on these altars are so similar to those I | a wooden rooster. The body is in a sitting 


have seen in the churches of ftaly that if they 
were thutually trmslated I doubt whether either 
set af worshippers would discover the change. 


ition, and the singular coffin is placed on a 
jier supported on the shoulders of the bearers, 


wha wear a hat resembling an invexted willow 
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basket. The procession is preceded by fn priest 
chanting and beating a drum, and ‘ancther recit- 
ing a pra Following the bier are the rela- 
tives of the deceased, dressed in a dort of nun- 
like costume, each being accompanied by a 
friend, holding a tray of fruits, confectionery, 
etc. The rear of the procession is brought up 
by friends and acquaintances. 
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In case of persons holding office, who die sad- 
denly without havia ously resigned in 
favor of their heirs, it is not unusual to bury 
them the night after their death, in a private 
manner; the death, though whispered aboat, is 
Rot officially announced. The heir, who dresses 
and acts as usual, notifies the authorities that his 
father is sick and wishes to resign, Having ob- 
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tained the succession, he soon after announces 
his father’s death, and the formal faneral and 
mourning then take place. The honors paid to 
deceased parents do not terminate with the 
mourning. E: month, on the day of the an- 
cester’s decease, for fifty, and even for a hundred 
days, food, sweetmeats and fruits are set before 
the ifay. These funeral ceremonies are cer- 


2 Ef 
tainly among the most rites of the 
Japanese, mach more than we have given 


igbs be detailed vee ing them. 
‘he second engraving of our series shows the 


mode of conveyance ly: im use, that is the 
palanguin, sappo on. the shoulders. of twa 
stalwort fellows. These vebicles ate finished in 


avery tasteful.manner, being handsomely lac 
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uered, gilded and ornamented. In Simoda, 

ey take the place of horses, the latter being 
used only ander the saddle. The third engrav- 
ing represents the dinner given on bo: the 
Powhatan, in honor of the commissioners ap- 
pointed by the emperor to conduct negociations. 
Commodore Perry invited the officers of the 
squadron to meet the Japanese officials, of whom 
there were about seventy. A very excellent 
dinner was served up, to which the guests did 
ample justice. Toasts to the emperor and presi- 
dent were drank with all the honors, and the 
company did not disperse until a very late hour. 

Our next picture shows a Chinese tanka boat. 
The tanka boats are counted by thousands in the 
vivers and bays of China. They are often em- 
ployed by our national vessels as conveyances to 
and from the shore, thereby saving the health of 
the sailors, who would be otherwise subjected to 
piling long distances under a hot sun, with a 

iability of contracting some fatal disease peculiar 
to China, and thus introducing infection in 4 
crowded crew. 

On her voyage, the Powhatan touched at 
Singapore, the capital of a small island at the 
southern extremity of Malacca. The town 
stands on a point of land near a bay, affording a 
safe anchorage at all seasons, and commanding 
the navigation of the Straits of Malacca. While 
the Powhatan lay at anchor here, the captain 
permitted two jugglers to come on board to 
gratify the wishes of the sailors, by exhibiting 
their skill in legerdemain, which art they profess 
in a wonderful degree of perfection. The feat 
of swallowing a sword was performed, as exhib- 
ited in our fifth engraving. But as the on 
‘belonged to the juggler, the men suspected it 
was prepared for the Parpote, and that the blade 
consisted of ranning slides, which, by the pres- 
sure of the tongue to the point, would be forced 
into the hilt. The Malay, however, was deter- 
mined to confound the doubters, and taking up 
a piece of rough cast iron from the armorer’s 
forge, swallowed it with as much ease and facility 
as he did the sword. The performances ended 
with a lively dai executed by two cobras, to 
the accompaniment of harsh sounds from a trum- 
pet played by an assistant. 

From Singapore let us pass to the Sandwich 
Islands, those gems of the Pacific. The arrival 
atthe Sandwich Islands is always a welcome 
event in a cruise—the delicious climate, the 
abundance of fruits, the romantic scenery, the 
gentle manners of the inhabitants, render this 
portion of the globe peculiarly attractive. Our 
sixth engraving represents a group of Sandwich 
Island girls dancing the hula-hula to the intense 
delight of a group of Jack tars, who probably 
experience as much satisfaction at the exhibition, 
as was ever experienced by the refined Parisians 
at the efforts of Taglioni, Cerito, cr Fanny 
Ellsler. ‘The hula-hula was formerly a favorite 
dance among the Sandwich Islands, but has now 
become nearly extinct through the iniluence of 
the missionaries. There are still, however, a 
few Kanakas, who are addicted to their old 
een rhe dance does not admit of mach 
grace, female going t! ‘h her gyrations 
sinh mechanical stiffness e an automaton. 
‘The next port we shall touch at, pleading the 
peivilege of a roving commission, is Cape Town, 
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the'capital of the Cape of Good Hope, the walk 
known British colony at the Southern extremity 
of Africa. This point early attracted the attea- 
tion of the Datch, who saw that it was of the 
first importance as a watering-place for their 
ships. They accordingly established a colony 
there about the middie of the 17th centary. 
They treated the native inhabitants, the Hottes- 
tots, with great severity, driving most of them 
beyond the mountains, and reducing the remain- 
der to slavery. In 1795, it was captured by the 
English, but restored by the peace of Amiens, in 
1802. In 1806, it was again captured by the 
English, and has remained in their possession 
since. It is defended by a castle of considerable 
strength, and contains many fine public build- 
ings. The harbor is tolerably secure from nee 
tember to May, during the prevalence of 
southeast winds ; but during the rest of the year, 
when the winds blow from the north and north- 
west, vessels are obli to resort to Fulse Bay, 
on the other side of the peninsula. 

Our seventh engraving presents a sketch of a 
group of marketmen at Cape Town. We here 
see the native fish icone Lots parchazere, i. 

ing negro in the foreground is feeding a peli- 
oa with a small fish which he has Parlolned 
from the bench. The principal market of Cape 
‘Town is not very attractive externally, but it is 
noted for the abundance and excellence of its 
fish, flesh and fowl, which supply the intiabitants 
and the ships touching at the port. The sales 
are condacted much after the manner of this 
country. The salesmen are representatives of 
all quarters of the globe, and include specimens 
of the native Hottentot and the genuine Yankee, 
who is always found where money is to be made. 

The eighth engraving is a view of the natives 
and their huts at St. Augustine’s Bay, Madagas- 
car. The inhabitants of this remarkably fertile 
island are composed of two distinct classes—the 
Arabs, or descendants of foreign colonists, and 
the Negroes, or original inhabitants of the island. 
The charaeter of the inhabitants differs much in 
the different parts of the island, and the accounts 
eatly on this subject. The 
tern coast of Africa, separated 
from the continent by the Mozambique channel, 
and is about 900 miles long and 200 broad. Its 
surface is greatly d ified, and its mountain 
scenery is exceedingly grand. The name and 
position of this island was first made known to 
Europeans by Marco Polo, in the 18th century, 
though the Arabs had been acquainted with it 
for several centuries. It was visited by the 
Portuguese in the beginning of the 16th century. 
The French made ral attempts to found 
colonies there in the middle of the 17th centary, 
but abandoned them after ineffectual straggles 
with the natives. In 1745, they renewed their 
efforts with but little better success. In 1814, 
it was claimed by England as a dependency of 
Mauritius, which had been ceded to her bj 
France, aad some settlements were established. 
One of the native kings of the interior, who hed 
shown himeelf eager to procure a know! 
Enropean arts for his subjects, consented, in 
1820, to relinquish the slave trade on conditioa 
that ten Madagassees should be sent to England, 
and ten to Manritius, foreducation. Those seat 
to England were placed under the care of ihe 
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London Missionary Society, who sent mission- 
aries and mechanics to Madagascar. In 1826, 
seventeen hundred children were taught in the 
missionary schools, and the Scriptures have since 
been translated into the native | . 

Onur last view was drawn at Bruni, in the island 
of Borneo, and shows the Sultan’s palace. Pre- 
viously to the Powhatan’s joining the Japanese 
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expedition, and while on her way, her duties 
compelled her to touch at the island of Borneo 
for the purpose of ratifying a treaty which was 
negociated some fifteen years since, and which 
requires renewal every five years. Its objects are 
tho protection and preservation of such of our 
men and ships as have the misfortune to be 
wrecked upon these shores. The steamer an- 
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chored at the mouth of the principal river, and 
the following day a sufficient number of officers 
and men, in six barges, and fully armed, pro- 
ceeded on their mission to Bruni, the capital, sit- 
uated about thirty miles from the coast. 

meeting was held at the palace of the Sultan )the 
house in the centre of the picture), and the nego- 
ciation was concluded in a manner satisfactory 


to both parties. After an exchange of presents 
of trifling value between our officers and the 
natives, and a night passed on his majesty’s 
mats, the party embarked for the ships, the band 
laying the national airs, with a national salute 
from two howitzers. The result of such expedi- 
tions has been to make our flag known and 
respeeted in the remotest quarters of the globe. 
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RELICS OF THE REVOLUTION. 


RELIOS OF THE REVOLUTION. 


There are few objects of more interest than 
mementoes of our Revolutionary days, and the 
actors in the scenes of that time. In accordance 
with this idea, we present our readers with accu- 
rate drawings of some of the relics connected 
with that early 61 ‘le—homely objects in them- 
selves, but deeply interesting, nay, sacred, from 
association. We all know how closely identified 
the ent becomes with the wearer. The 
mantle of the dead Cesar exhibited by Mark 
Antony moved his countrymen to “mutiny and 
rage.” The gray surtout and cocked hat of 


COAT OF WASHINGTON. 


Napoleon were enough of themselves to set all 
Paris in a ferment ; the cap of Gessler was made 
to represent himeelf in the presence of the Swiss. 
Those artists have succeeded best and shown the 
most intimate knowledge of human nature, who 
have represented the Father of his Country “in 
his habit as he lived,” not as a Roman consal 
or a Greek archon. The dress which a man has 
worn acquires something of his personality. 
Thus we recognize a fri at a distance by the 
air of his garments long before we can distin- 
guish his features. The garb of ahero becomes 





part of history, and as we gaze upon the arti- 
cles he has mon when happily they have been 
preserved from the ravages of time, we seem to 
acquire a more fect conception of the man, 
imagination and memory supplying a distinct 
image of the form on which they have rested. 
Hence it is no idle or unworthy curiosity which 
impels us to study and to prize these relics of the 
past. Of the relics of Washington, depicted in 
this article, some are preserved in the Patent 
Office at Washington, and others belong to the 
corporation of Alexandria, Virginia, and are 
deposited in a room over the market 
house of that city. We have first the 
coat of Washington. It is of the old 
revolutionary cut, and made of blue 
cloth, with collar, cuffs and facings of 
buff, and gilt buttons. The vest and 
small-clothes are represented in another 
engraving. Following the coat are seen 
a chair, staff, small sword and belt 
which belonged to Washington. Sac- 
ceeding are sketches of the bier upon 
which his honored remains were taken 
to the tomb at Mount Vernon, and the 
flag of his Lifeguard. In another en- 
graving are his masonic chair, regalia, 
and emblems. All these objects, origi- 
nally of small intrinsic value, are now 
riceless. They are gazed upon yearly 
y thousands of our countrymen, and 
by strangers from abroad, for the fame 
and love of Washington belongs to the 
whole world. In him and through him, 
all humanity was dignified, and the 
memory of the “first in war, first in 
peace, first in the hearts of his country- 
men,” is cherished by the friends of 
freedom in the old world almost as rev- 
erentially as by the freemen of the new. 
If virtue be regarded as an indispen- 
sable element of greatness, as it un- 
doubtedly should be, then our Wash- 
ington stands on record as the greatest 
man that ever lived. Cromwell was 
at— Napoleon was t—in intellect 
snapproachable, but ethere are dark 
spots on the lustre of their reputation. 
Personal ambition sullied the character 
of these wonderful men, and darkened 
the close of their career. But Wash- 
ington was from first to last free from 
the slightest taint of selfishness. More- 
over, his ‘modesty was equal to his 
merit.” From his lips never fell a syl- 
lable about his “mission.” He never 
claimed to be a “man of destiny,” not 
even when he had emerged unscathed 
from the rifle balls of Braddock’s defeat Love 
of country was his raling passion, steadfastness 
of purpose the secret of his success. The victor 
of the enemies of his country, he was master of 
himself. Undaszled by the tempting offers of 
friend and foe, he accepted at the bands of his 
teful countrymen only their anthority to serve 
mm, and he resigned that authority into the 
hands of his coun: en, when his term of ser. 
vice had expired, without a History has 
no other record of self-denial like this. On page 
518 are sketches of the flag of General Morgan's 
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RELICS OF WASHINGTON. 


regiment, the Richmond Rifle Ran- 
ge flag, carried. at the siege of 
Yorktown, a leathern camp chest 
and a pack-saddle, Daniel Mor- 
gan, whose flag we have here dis- 
played, was one of the bravest sol- 
diers of the Revolution. He was , 
born in New Jersey in 1738, At 
the age of seventeen, he accompan- 
fed Braddock as a teamster in his 
fatal campaign against the French 
and Indians. For an allegedinsult 
to a British officer, he received five 
hundred lashes without flinching, 
and an apology for the wrong done 
him with equal indifference. He 
afterwards received a commission 
in the provincial army, made the 
acquaintance of Washington, and 
distinguished himself by his bravery 
and adroitness in fighting the In- 
dians. In 1 he received a cap- 
taincy from Congress, and with 
ninety-six rifles, the germ of his 
famous rifle regiment, marched to 
Boston. He was in the van of Ar- 
nold’s perilous and trying expedi- 
tion to Canada in the autumn of 
1775, and at the siege of Quebec, 
he took command when the leader* 
was wounded. Though he fought 
desperately, he was made prisoner, 
and such was the enemy’s respect 
for his courage, that he was offered 
a coloneley in the British army, 
which he indignantly refused. Ar- 
nold, the American leader in that 
expedition, was afterwards made a 
brigadier general by King George, 
subsequent to his, treason at West 
Point. When restored by exchange 
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to the American lines, Morgan was made a col- 
onel, and did good service with his regiment of 
riflemen. He was next promoted to a bi ier 
generalsbip and marched to the south. Here he 
performed his most brilliant exploit, the defeat 
of the British under Tarleton at the Cowpens, 
January 17,1781. For that service he received 
the thanks of the nation by a vote of Congress, 
anda gold medal. He died full of years an 
honors, July 6, 1800. The last engraving rep- 
resents two glorious trophies—the upper one 4 
flag taken at Yorktown, at the surrender of Corn- 
wallis, and a camp chest and flag captured from 
the Hessians at Trenton. 

Of these revolutionary relics, the articles be+ 
longing to Washington are the most valuable, 
and excite the greatest interest in the beholder. 
A great man seems to impart something of his 
personality to the garments he wears, and the 
vesture worn by the Father of his Country ma‘ 
well be treasured among the most sacred histori+ 
cal relics that time has Tett us. What a charace 
ter was his! How completely rounded his life! 
How fitted at once for the age in which he lived 
and for all time hereafter! It is fortunate for 
the present generation that the tongue of Amer+ 
ica’s greatest orator and the pen of America’s 
most elegant writer are engaged in setting forth 
the transcendent merits and services of our 
national hero—“ first in peace, first in war, first 
in the hearts of his countrymen.” In other 
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lands and in other tongues Washington is no less 
honored than in our own. One of the-finest 
tributes to his tness is that of Fontanes in 
his “‘Eloge funebre de Washington.” It may 
not be inappropriate or uninteresting to our 
readers to translate it. “There are prodigious 
men,” says the orator, “‘ who appear at intervals 
on the stage of the world, with the character of 
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grandeur and domination. An unknown and 
superior cause sends them, at the fitting time, to 
found the cradle or repair the ruins of empires. 
It is in vain that these fore-ordained men hold 
themselves aloof, or are confounded with the 
crowd ; the hand of fortune lifts them all at once 
and bears them rapidly, from obstacle to obsta- 
cle, and from triumph to triumph, to the height 
of power. A sort of supernatural inspiration 
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animates all their thoughts; an irresistible more- 
ment is given to all their enterprises. The mul- 
titude seeks them still in its midst and finds them 
not; raising its eyes on high, it beholds in a 
sphere blazing with light and glory, him who 
seemed but a rash adventurer in the eyes of ig- 
norance and envy. 

“Such is the privilege of great characters : they 
seem to belong so little to modern times, 
that they impress, even in their lifetime, 
something august and antique on all they 
dare to execute. Their work, when 
scarcely finished, attracts that veneration 
which is willingly granted only to the 
works of time. The American revolu- 
tion, of which we are the contemporaries, 
seems in fact forever established. Wash- 
ington began it by onerpy and completed 
it by moderation. le knew how to 
maintain it by directing it always to the 
greatest prosperity of his country, and 
this end is the only one which can justity 
enterprises so extraordinary at the tribu- 
nal of the future. It appertains to war- 
riors alone to mark the place which 
Washington will occupy among famous 
captains. His successes seemed to have 
more solidity than brilliancy, and judg- 
ment ruled more than enthusiam in his 
manner of commanding and fighting. 
In the midst of all the disorders of camps, 
and all the excesses inseparable from 
civil war, humanity sought refnge be- 
neath his tent and was never repulsed. 
In triumph and in adversity, he was 
always tranquil as wisdom and simple as 
virtue. The gentle affections remained 
in the depth of his heart, even at mo- 
ments when the interests of his cause 
seemed to authorize in some sort the 
laws of vengeance. The movements of 
@ magnanimous soul, let us doubt not, 
complete and maintain revolutions more 
surely.than trophies and victories. The 
esteem obtained by the character of the 
American gencral contributed more than 
his arms to the independence of his coun- 
try. As soon as peaco was signed, he 
resigned to Congress all the powers with 
which he had been invested. He would 
only employ the arms of persuasion 
against his misled countrymen. If he 
had only been vulgarly ambitious, he 
might have overwhelmed the weakness 
of divided factions, and when no consti- 
tution offered a barrier to audacity, he 
might have at power, before laws 
had easel ie tata limits. Bat 
these laws were solicited by himself with 
unyjglding constancy. It was when it 
was impossible for ambition to ust 
anything, that he accepted, by the choice 

of his fellow-citizens, the honor of ruling them 
for seven years. He had avoided authority, 
when its use might be arbitrary; he would not 
bear its barden till it had been compressed with- 
in legitimate bounds. Such a character is wor- 
thy of the noblest days of antiquity. We doubt, 
while combining the traits which compose it, 
whether it actually appeared in our century. We 
seem to have discovered the missing lifo of ove 
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of those illustrious men whom Plutarch has 
painted so well. His administration was wise 
and firm within, noble and prudent without. 
He always respected the usages of other people, 
as he would have the rights of American People 
respected. Thus, in all negociations, the heroic 
simplicity of the president of the United States 
treated with the majesty of kings, withont bra- 
vado and withont abasement. Do not search 
his administration for those thoughts which the 
world calls great, and which he would have 
deemed merely rash. His conceptions were 
rather wise than bold: he did not lead admira- 
tion captive, but he constantly inspired the same 
amount of esteem, in the camp 
and in the senate, in the midst 
of business, and in solitude. 
Washington had not those 
haughty and imposing traits 
which impress all minds ; he dis- 
played more order and correct- 
ness than force and elevation in 
his ideas. He possessed partic- 
ularly, and in a superior degree, 
that quality which is thought 
vulgar, and which is so rare, 
that quality no less useful in the 
government of States than in 
the conduct of life, which gives 
more tranquillity than impetus 
to the soul, and more happiness 
than glory to those who possess 
it, or those who feel its effects. 
I speak of good sense, that good 
sense whose ancient laws pride 
has too much rejected, and which 
it is time to reinstate in all its 
rights. Audacity destroys, ge- 
ning elevates, good sense pre- 
serves and perfects. Genius is 
entrusted with the glory of em- 
pires ; but good sense alone can 
ensure both their repose and du- 
ration. Washington was born 
in an opulence which he had 
nobly increased, like the heroes 
of ancient Rome, in the midst 
of agricultural labors. Although 
he was the enemy of yain splen- 
dor, he wished republican man- 
ners to be encircled with some 
dignity. None of his compatri- 
ots loved liberty more warmly ; 
no one more feared the exagger- 
ated opinions of certain dema- 
gognes. His mind, the friend of 
order, constantly avoided all excesses. He dared 
not insult the experience of ages; he did not 
wish to change everything, or destroy everything 
at once ; he maintained in this respect the doc- 
trine of the ancient legislators. Like them, 
Washington governed by the sentiments and the 
affections more than by orders and laws; like 
them, he was simple in respect to honors; like 
them, he remained great in the midst of retire- 
ment. He had only accepted power to strength- 
en the public Prosperity 3; he did not wish it be- 
stowed on him when he saw that America was 
happy and had no further need of his devotion. 
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He wished, like the other citizens, tranquillity to ! 
re- 


enjoy the happiness that a great people hi 
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ceived through him. 
abandoned the highest place ; the greatest name 
in America was still Washington’s. Four years 
had hardly elapsed since he had retired from the 
administration. This man, who for a long time 
had led armies, who was the chief of thirteen 
States, lived without ambition, in the calm of 
the fields, in the midst of the vast domain he 
cultivated, surrounded by flocks which his care 
had increased in the solitude of the new world. 
He marked the close of his life by all the domes- 
tic and patriarchal virtues, after having illustra- 
ted it by all the political and military virtues. 
America looked respectfully towards the retreat 
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inhabited by her defender ; and from this retreat, 


comprising so much glory, often issued wise 
counsels, which had ne less foree than in the 
days of his suthority i his fellow-citizens hoped 
long to hear him, but death suddenly carried 
him off in the midst of occupations the sweetest 
and most worthy of old age.” 

Such is the portrait of our beloved Washing- 
ton traced by the hand of a distinguished for- 
eigner, who shows remarkable aptjtude in. seiz- 
ing on his prominent traits. he death of 
Washington fell like a thunderbolt on the coun- 
try. So short was his illness that, at the seat of 
government, the intelligence of his death pre- 
ceded that of his indisposition. It was Ere 


Bat it was in vain that he 
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vommuniecated by a passenger in 
the stage to an acquaintance 
whom he met in the street, and 
the report quickly reached the 
House of Representatives, which 
was then in session. A solemn 
silence prevailed for several min- 
utes. Judge Marshall, then a 
member of the house, stated in 
his place the melancholy infor- 
mation which had been received. 
The information, he said, was. 
not certain, but there was too 
much reason to believe it true. 
“ After receiving intelligence,” 
he said, ‘‘of a national calamity 
80 heavy and afflicting, the house 
‘of representatives can be but ill 
fitted for public business.” He 
therefore moved an adjournment, 
and the house adjourned. The 
funeral took place on Wednes- 

ay, December 16, 1799. “ It 
matters very little,” says Phillips, 
“what immediate spot may have 
een the birthplace of such a 
man as Washington. No people 
van claim, no country can appro- 
~~ him. The boon of Provi- 
lence to the human race, his 
fame is eternity, and his residence 
creation. Though it was the de- 
feat of our arms, and the disgrace 
of our policy, Lalmost bless the 
convulsion in which he had his 
origin. If the heavens thundered, 
‘and the earth rocked, yet, when 
the storm had passed, how pure 
was the element that it cleared ! 





how bright, in the brow of the 
firmament, was the planet it re 
vealed tous! In the production 
of Washington, it does really ap- 

as if Nature was endeavor 
ing to improve upon herself, and 
that all the virtues of the ancient 
world were but so many studies 
preparatory to the patriot of the 
hew.”” ‘e have said that es 
time rolls on, it does but deepen 
uhd intensify the fame of Wash- 
ington. The slightest memorials 
of this great man are sought 
for with the utmost anxiety. "The 
very few remaining on the stage 
of life who saw him face to face, 
have something of reflected glory 
in the eyes of his countrymen, 
and the movement now approath- 
ing consummation, inaugurated 
by the ladies of Anrerica, to ce- 
cure Mount Vernon as a sacted 
shrine forever, testifies to the ven- 
eration entertained for his fame. 
But his best eulogy, the truest 
gratitude that can be shown the 
Father of his Country, is for us 
to imitate his virtues and to at 
here to the great political prin- 
ciples laid down by him for his 
gaidance and ours. 
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ALONE. 





BY PRANK FORTESQUE. 





Bhivering, ragged, sick, alone, 

Bat s maiden on @ stone; 

While above her sounds the bell 

‘That doth tell her—O how well! 
The midnight hour. 


Fast and faster falls the snow; 

Hard and harder winds do blow; 

White and whiter grows her form; 

E’en her rags are from her torn 
By the storm. 


Btill she eat, and to the gale 

Told her oft-repeated tale: 

‘Want of shelter, want of bread, 

Frosen limbs, uncovered head; 
O, how cold! 


Cold as north wind is man’s heart, 
In sympathy not far apart. 
Who will hear ber—who befriend? 
Who the needed succor send? 
Look above. 
From that body, earth forsaken, 
‘Weary spirit God has taken; 
Frozen lips will move ne more 
‘Man‘s cold charity implore 
Nevee more. 
a 


THE YOUNG BARRISTER. 
A STORY OF THE LAST CENTURY. 





BY GIDDINGS H. BALLOU. 


CHAPTER I. 
THE BOSTON MASSACRE. 


“Dip you hear Sam Adams yesterday at 
Faneuil Hall?” inquired an athletic, good- 
hamored looking youth, of one who sat opposite 
to him ata little round table, in Madam Gui- 
non’s coffee-room—a place no less noted among 
the Boston coffee-takers of a former century, 
than is the celebrated Mrs. Haven’s at the pres- 
ent day. 

“No, Henry,” answordd the other, who bore a 
strong likeness to the first speaker, though 
younger and more delicate looking ; “I was de- 
tained by an accident which happened to me as 
I was riding over the Neck. I had been out to 
Roxbury, and on my retura had got a little way 
past Farnham’s shops, when a mischievous ur- 
chin took it inte. his head to fling a pebble at my 
horse.. The animal shying violontly, threw me 
head foremost to the ground, se that I was 
stunned. When I came to, I found myself in 
the house opposite where the accident had taken 
place. The boy-scamp, who was the first cause 
ef the trouble, and who, as I discovered, be- 
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longed to the family, stood at the door blubber- 
ing most pathetically, no doubt if anticipation 
of the punishment which awaited him as soon 
as he could be properly attended to. Bat Harry, 
on my honor, I can’t regret my absence from the 
oration, mach less my head thumping, since it 
introduced me to the sight of such @ glorious 
creature as Anna Graham.” 

“Eh!” exclaimed Henry, glancing up from 
the coarse page of the Gazette which he had 
been carelessly perusing. ‘You don’t mean to 
say that you have, in this romantic fashion, ac- 
quired the acquaintance of that peerless belle, 
Anna Graham! Really, it is hardly fair of 
you to steal a march on‘ your elder brother in 
that sort of way. Here have I, during the last 
two or three weeks, been pyshiag my approaches 
as boldly as I dared, at parties and otherwise, 
and all at once you, with the help of a just 
breeched boy and a restive horse, have got up a 
scene which I really fear has brought yon a long 
way ahead of me, in spite of the start which I 
had obtained. It is too bad—altogether too 
bad, Willie.” 

“Don’t complain of me, Harry,” replied his 
brother, smiling. ‘I assure you that there has 
been no contrivance on my part. And now that 
the war has begun, let it be to the knife. You 
know that no quarter can be expected on either 
side, when Sghting the battles of Cupid.” 

“ Even so,” rejoined Henry. And his atten- 

tion again reverted to the Gazette. 
' Perceiving his brother, as he supposed, bus- 
ily studying its colamas, Willis More mentioned 
an engagement which required his presence, and 
accordingly took his leave. The Anna Gra 
ham, who had been mentioned in the foregoing 
colloquy, was an orphan, of Scottish derivation 
on her father’s side, her mother having been an 
Englishwoman bred in London. Some time 
after the death of the last-n®ntioned parent, 
Anna had received an invitation from a wealthy 
uncle, on this side of the Atlantic, to make her 
permanent abode with him. As a mere child, 
she had been much attached to him, and, though 
now scarce sixteen, had eagerly accepted the 
offer, under guardianship of the captain of the 
good brig Hesper, which arrived at Boston 
about three months previous to the opening of 
our story. 

Henry and Willis More became attracted to 
her by a certain similarity of circumstance (for 
they also had been deprived of their perents 
years since), as well as by her personal beauty 
and by the grace of her manners. Like insen- 
sibly attracts like, and though surrounded by the 
homage of the wealthy and the titled, a close 
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intimacy ripened between Anna and the two 
young students at law. 

In one respect, these young men had the ad- 
vantage over many of Miss Graham’s hangers- 
on. They had the piquancy which a patriotic 
enthusiasm could confer. The times were fall 
of excitement. Friends and families had be- 
come divided against each other on the merits 
of the question which had arisen. Anna’s un- 
cle, Alexander Graham, was one of those who 
remained inactive when it was in their power so 
to remain. He had great possessions, and was 
afraid to commit them to the waves of civil con- 
flict. Bat his sympathies tended toward the 
popular side—so much so, at all events, that 
Anna soon became touched with the current 
feeling of the citizens. Her red-coated admirers 
were wont to term her the “ Fair Rebel,’ and 
sportively to deprecate her arming hereelf against 
them, which jesting the maiden pretty freely 
repaid. 

But the Mores were unable to treat the subject 
with levity, and the impradent conduct of Henry 
caused a quarrel between the brothers and some 
of Graham’s guests. The host, considering the 
rights of hospitality to have been invaded by 
the young Americans, took part against them in 
such wise that they were left no alternative but 
to cease their visits to the family. 

Henry complained bitterly of the treatment 
which he had received, and even inveighed 
against Anna as being a friend to tyranny. 

“Tl not hear you speak thus unjustly of her,” 
cried Willis. “She is a noble girl—too good 
for either you or I to speak idly of. Were you 
any other than my brother, I would do battle 
with you at once on the matter.” 

“ Willie!” replied the other, facing him whom 
he addressed with a grave and earnest look. 
“Tell me truly—are you notin love with Anna 
Graham ?” 8 

There was no dissembling of countenance on 
either side; and after a momentary silence, the 
younger averted his face, only saying : 

“Harry, I fear it is 60.” 

Not a word more was said on that score; but 
from that moment, they knew each other as 
rivals—brotherly ones, it was true, bat rivals 
nevertheless. A few minutes afterward, Henry 
placed in the hands of Willis a slip of paper, 
with the following explanation : 

“ Willie, our old master Bedloe offers to us 
the office adjoining his own ; and on easy terms, 
the half of his practice. There, on that paper, 
is rough average of the amount of that partic- 
ular department referred to, during the two last 
years. What think you of the offer?” 
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“Of course I can have but one answer— 
accept it.” 

“Town boys, turn out! Tura out all!’ cried 
a voice in the street below. 

“Another fracas between our citisens and the 
English troops,” exclaimed Harry. ‘I had 
hoped these brawls would cease for the present. 
I fear that our people sometimes give offence, as 
well as take it.” 

He had deemed the alarm but momentary. 
In this, however, he was ‘much deceived ; for, 
after an instant of silence, there came the sound 
of increasing tumult, parties of men hurrying 
past with noisy execrations, and then the crash 
of musketry rang out sharp and clear. 

“Good heavens!” exclaimed the brothers, 
starting up in unison! “ there is something here 
of real import.” 

They rushed down stairs ; and as they reached 
the street, the bells of the town rang out the 
prelude of the coming Revolution. We will 
not enter into needless details of a scene 80 uni- 
versally familiar. That day was enacted the 
Boston Massacre. In two hours the town was 
in arms, and a civil war seemed ready to open 
on the spot. Governor Hutchinson was obliged 
to remove his troops from the town limits. 
Captain Preston and his company, the chief of- 
fenders in the scene of violence, were arrested 
on charge of murder, to be tried before the 
civil authorities. By these, and similar conces- 
sions, the indignation of the citizens was quieted ; 
and they rested in anticipation of a speedy pun- 
ishment of the imprisoned offenders. 

It was no later than the following afternoon, 
when the two brothers found themselves already 
installed in their new office. While busied with 
their arrangements, they were disturbed by a 
gentle tap at the door. 

“Come in!” said the elder brother, hastily. 

The door opened, and a female, closely veiled, 
stood before them. The veil was drawn aside, 
and Anna Graham stood revealed to view. Sho 
blushed deeply at the surprise visible in the 
countenances of the young men, and said to 
Harry, at the same time refusing the chair which 
the latter offered : 

“« Master More, I trust that an errand of life 
or death may excuse my boldness in coming 
hither. And, indeed, I have had no little diff- 
calty in searching you out. I may have mie 
jadged,” she continued, with some embarrase- 
ment, “but I have imagined that my intercession 
might be of avail in the "matter which I have to 
disclose. Lieutenant Somers, brother of a 
young friend of mine, and an officer in Captain 
Preston’s company, is imprisoned with his cem- 
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mander on accusation of murder. Without 
doubt, you will recollect meeting the lieutenant 
at my father’s house. His sister, a dear friend 
of mine, is wholly overcome by her fears on his 
account, and indeed my father declares that the 
lieutenant stands in much peril, in case he be 
not properly defended. Maria Somers, then, 
has entreated me to persuade you to plead in his 


defence. She seems to have fixed on you 
especially. Will you accede to her wishes on his 
behalf?” 


“And more especially to your own wishes for 
his welfare?” replied Harry, with a sudden and 
penetrating glance at his fair visitor. 

The latter colored to the temples, then recov- 
ering herself, threw back a look of haughty 
disdain. 

“Methinks, sir, you scarce need question me 
so particularly, Am Ito understand that you 
refuse the request ?”” a 

“No, not so,” replied Harry, hastily. “I 
pray you be seated. Since you desire it, I will 
undertake Lieutenant Somers’s defence; or, at 
least, I will promise to serve him in such way as 
may appear most advantageous to his welfare.” 

“Tthank you,” answered the lady, her eyes 
brightening with gratitude, “not merely for my- 
self, but most especially for my friend Maria, 
whose welfare is, I may inform you, more par- 
ticularly affected in this case than mine own. 
And now, as I am about to bid you adieu, I 
may add to the liberty which I have already 
taken, that of reproving yourself and your 
brother for your long-continued absence from 
our mansion. I trust that we have endeavored, 
in past time, to be fairly hospitable; and both 
my father and myself would hope that differ- 
ences in opinion should not be considered a suf- 
ficient cause for thus absenting yourselves. I 
need say no more. Farewell, sirs, with many 
thanks.” 

As she disappeared, Harry, turning back, 
threw himself into his comfortable leathern- 
bound chair, and gave himself up toa fit of mus- 
ing. From this he was aroused by overhearing 
a faint sigh from his brother. Starting from his 
seat, he went to the latter and grasped him by 
the hand. 

“She is a glorious girl, is she not, Willis? 
But sooner than she should create a spirit of 
contention between us, I would henceforth and 
forever abjare all hope of her regard. Willie, 
it ia hard to say it—but, if fortune offer you op- 
portunity to gain her, push your chance to the 
utmost; win her and wear her for your own.” 

“No, Harrf,” replied the other, returning the 
fond grasp, and glancing up with an affectionate 
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look. ‘It would be useless for me to attempt 
such a thing. My eyes cannot be blind, even 
though I might wish them so. You may not 
perceive it, but I see clearly that Anna Graham 
loves you. You need not feign incredulity ; it is 
asI say.” 

“T would not feign an incredulity which I did 
not feel,” rejoined the elder. “But, Willie, yor 
are too ready, I think, to pronounce in my favor. 
Let it all pass, though, for the’ time being. 
Whatever may be, Willie, let us never forget 
that we must ever remain brothers in heart and 
deed. Thus have we always been; thus are we 
always to be.” 

“Yes, with all my soul!” And the tears 
trickled down the cheek of the younger. “The 
promise we made to our dying mother shall 
never be broken, please Heavew!” 

“And now to business,” continged Harry. “I 
will own that a momentary jealousy came over 
me, through suspicion of Miss Graham’s special 
interest in the lieutenant. He is a fine-looking 
fellow, indeed, and might warrant by his appear- 
ance much misgiving on my part. However, I 
am not going to think of that now. How it will 
fare with his defence, I know not. The feeling 
against Captain Preston and his officers is very 
strong, and we know that the feeling of a com- 
munity cannot but affect, in some degree, the ac- 
tion of its judicial court. Ihave not attempted 
to examine the particulars of the case, but there 
is a rumor about, that Sam Adams has ex- 
pressed himself against the infliction of a severe 
penalty on the prisoners. If he could be in- 
duced to act on their defence, a great advantage 
would be gained on their part.” 

Willis shook his head. ‘He could scarcely 
be induced to take the part of the soldiers 
against the people. The sympathies of Sam 
Adams are too strongly whig to allow that.” 

“Ay,” replied Harry, emphatically. “But 
strong as his sympathies are, he will not suffer 
them to outride his sense of justice. And, not- 
withstanding the confusion of various accounts, 
I do think that the blame was not altogether on 
the side of the soldiery. Letjustice be done. I 
believe that I can honestly stand in defence of 
Lieutenant Somers, and I shall do so, whatever 
may happen.” 

“You are right, as ever,” exclaimed Willis. 
* Certainly, Thad no wish to move you from 
your intention. On the contrary, I would 
cheerfully offer my assistance, if the assistance 
can be of any value. How say you?” 

“We shall soon be able to settle that. You 
know the motto we have chosen, ‘ United!’ We 
never yet had disagreed in its application.” 
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CHAPTER II. 


THE WAR PRISONS OF NEW YORK IN 76. 


“O, Mazra, I can scarce support the thought 
even of the prison which he, which they, are en- 
during. You will not think me too selfish, dear 
friend, that I have him first in mind. No, not 
even while you yourself feel the pangs of a like 
sorrow with myself—like, but not equal, for O, 
itis my husband whom I mourn as one dead. 
Bear with my agony, Maria. It is aterrible pre- 
sentiment that tortures me. O that I could 
stifle the thought !” 

“Be yourself, Anna!” murmured Maria 
Somers, gently pillowing Anna’s aching head on 
her own bosom. “Charles will do all that can 
be done, as you wellknow. We will hope that 
these sad forebodings will soon be dispelled. Is 
it not superstitious thus to give way to our imag- 
inations? Come, then, take courage.” 

“Alas, poor maid,” exclaimed Anna, raising 
her head and clasping her friend in her arms, 
“it is vain for you to dissimulate with that little 
heart of yours trembling and fluttering like a 
dove in your bosom! Poor heart, which loves 
him so dearly! Ah, he shall be yours, if he but 
live! Iwill assume to be prophetess of your 
fatare, and will stake my truth on your fate fore- 
told. Willis shall be yours!” 

Maria, paling and crimsoning, disengaged the 
arms of her friend ; but the latter, clasping her 
the more closely, rained kisses on the cheek and 
lips of the maiden. 

“Nay, it is useless for yon to struggle; and 
you must own that I am the stronger. “Now 
listen! for Iam about to recite a passage from 
memory, while I hold you captive. Do you re- 
member then, little one, that once on a time a 
certtin Lieutenant Somers was on trial for his 
life, with the whole country clamoring for his 
blood? Then a Harry More, my Harry, stood 
up boldly in the front, with a Willis More at his 
side, and fought manfully for your dear brother, 
cheered only by the eagle-eyed Adams, and one 
or two noble spirits, against the revengeful rage 
of thousands who denounced them openly as 
traitors to that cause of liberty which they had 
undertaken to forward. So they fought and 
conquered. And then this audacious Harry 
More refused to be rewarded for his services by 
any other than me who had engaged them. You 
know how I was obliged to reward bim. Bat 
Willis, -Harry’s Willie, goes yet unrecompensed. 
Yet Maria knows it is not always s0 to be.” 

“I know nothing of the kind,” exclaimed 
Maria, indignantly freeing herself from her 
friend. “Your words sting me to the heart, 
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Anna ; that heart which I cannot prevent you 
from reading—ah, so much more truly than I 
would! You know that he loves me not ; scarce 
has a thought of me. How, then, can you—how 
dare you thus torture me ?” 

“TI torture you, Maria?” replied the other, 
sadly. ‘Indeed, I meant it not.” 

“Hallo, young ladies!’ said a voice at the 
door; “I am endeavoring not to overhear you, 


‘but I shall be forced to do so, unless you choose 


to let me in.” 

“Tt is Charles!” exclaimed Maria, as ‘half 
laughing, half vexed, she hastened to open the 
door. 

“ What news?” anxiously inquired Anna, as 
Charles Somers entered. 

“Nothing of importance,” was the answer. 
“T think, however, that their place of confine- 
ment will soon be known to me; and I am go- 
ing, this afternoon, to ascertain if my conjectures 
are correct. There, my dear girls, do not ques- 
tion me now. Be patient, and hope for the 
best.” 

“The best!” said Anna. 
could make the saying true!” 

From the lodgings of his sister and her friend, 
Captain Somers (such was now his title) took 
his way to the new jail, or Provost. For several 
days, Somers had prosecuted his inquiries in the 
New York prisons of war without success. 
Finally, however, he had fixed on the Provost 
as that one of the city prisons most likely to 
contain the objects of his search. Gaining en- 
trance at the main door, be inquired for Captain 
Cunningham’s quarters, whither he was accord- 
ingly directed. There, in answer to his an- 
nouncement of himself, a coarse-featared man 
stood before him, clad in half uniform. Captain 
Somers having stated his errand, the prison lists 
were placed before him. 

“T have such a squad of these rebels on my 
hands, and they have given me such cursed trou- 
ble, that we haven’t always kept the list perfectly 
straight. But it Moesd’t make mach difference, 
you know, a few odd rebels in the Jump.” 

Making no reply, Somers continued his exam- 
ination of the ill-written columns. 

“T do not find their names here,” he said at 
length, “unless this be intended for one of 
them.” 

Cunningham looked over the shoulder of the 
visitor at the spot where the finger of the latter 
was placed. It discovered, couched in scrawl- 
ing, scarce legible lettets, this inscription : 

“ Garry Moor; Number 10.” 

Cunningham burst into a loud laugh. 

“That must be Jack Niggs’s writing,” he 


“Ah, if the result 
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cried ; “arid he was certainly drank when he 
made it, for he can do 2 little better when he is 
sober. As for the rest, I dare say these pot- 
hooks are meant for that devil’s imp you are 
looking for ; and like enough, the other may be 
with him. But come along! I’ll root them out, 
if they are here.” 

Not a little disgusted at the bearing of the 
keeper, as he strode on before him swearing, 
hiccuping, and rattling his massive keys, Somers 
was led down a flight of stairs to a low door 
crossed and re-crossed by iron bands. A senti- 
nel who had followed a little way behind, re- 
mained outside of the threshold while Cunning- 
ham forced an entrance. Surprised at the crowd 
within, and overcome by the foul fumes which 
escaped from the apartment, Somers hesitated 
for a second. 

“Come in, man! come in!” ejaculated the 
keeper’s brutal voice. “Don’t be abashed be- 
fore this noble company of persons, lawyers, 
doctors, pimps, infernal rebels and horse-thieves. 
Look you! in what a pretty pickle they keep 
themselves !” 

“You beastly villain!” said a haggard but 
strong-limbed man, stepping in front of Can- 
ningham. “Are not starvation, poison, and 
outright murder, enough for us? Must you 
come to us hero, among our dying fellows, with 
your slanderous bellowing? Another word of 
this from your lips, and I’ll choke you on the 
spot |” ; 

Half intoxicated though he was, Cunningham 
shrank awa pale and cringing. No interference 
was offered either from the sentinel outside, or 
from Captain Somers within. The latter had 
mot even noticed the altercation, so absorbed 
was he in the condition of the wretched men 
around him. At the opposite part of the room, 
underneath a narrow slit in the wall which 
served as a window, he observed a little group 
gathered about a prostrate and emaciated form. 
Pressing his way towards the spi@, he stood over 
the dying prisoner. A man, scarce more life- 
like, was supporting the victim’s head and talk- 
ing with him in low and endearing tones. 
Somers bent over to catch the words. 

“Willie,” said the dying voice, “you have 
indeed been to me a loving, brother. If you 
live, I need not ask you to remember and care 
for her.” 

Somers had like to have fallen with the shock. 
He sank down on his knees by Harry’s side. 
Bat it was already over. Something between a 
sob and a groan escaped from the breast of 
Somers, and a few manly tears came to relieve, 
n @ measure, his overburdened spirit. He 
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turned to Willis ; but the eyes of the latter were 
glazed and indifferent. The brother saw noth- 
ing, thought of nothing, but the dead. 

“One more dead man’s ration for Cunning- 
ham to draw,” said a bystander, turning away, 

“Queer arithmetic yours!” said another, 
with a dismal mirth. ‘ You know that not one 
of us has had a half ration for two months past. 
Bat half a ration of such stuff is about as good 
as the whole.” 

At these words, thus carelessly uttered, Som- 
ers glanced rapidly around, penetrating in some 
degree the horrors of the prison’s history. With 
blood at boiling heat, he approached Cunning- 
ham, who stood stupidly gazing on the corpse, 
and seized him with a vicelike grasp. 

“Mean, detestable villain !” he cried, or rather 
hissed in his ear. ‘Can you look on your work 
coolly, and without shuddering ?” 

“Let go my arm!” replied the keeper, with 
a hoarse growl. ‘For yonder piece of carrion, 
take it away; or leave it, if you wish. I care 
not. I'l not fash myself over a dead rebel. 
Will you let go, sir? Ho there, sentinel !” 

Somers gave way to pradence. He drew back 
just in time to prevent the spark from lighting 
into action the revengefal beings who hovered 
around him. Willis came to him, and laid his 
bony hands on his friend’s shoulders. 

“Let him alone!” he said. “I would not 
have his life tonched now, if I could. I have 
sworn to live till I see him at the gallows with a 
halter round his neck. Do what you can for 
us, Somers. Get poor Harry’s body a Christian 
burial. But for our sake, and for your own, 
don’t soil your fingers by touching yonder 
reptile.” 

“You are right,” retarned Somers. “ Your 
requests shall be fulfilled. And you, sir,” he 
continued to Cunningham, “ scarcely deserving 
the name of man, take care that these objects of 
your cursed inhumanity and neglect are treated 
henceforth with becoming decency. Not here, 
merely, bat throughout the prison. If you fail 
so to do, I can assure you that it will be the 
worse for your welfare. I will eee that the body 
is removed for proper burial as soon as possible. 
Willis, I trust that I am not ,too sanguine in 
giving you hope of speedy release from this den 
of suffering.” 


CHAPTER III. 
THE DISCOVERY. 


“I am pleased in being able 8 inform you, 
madam, that there is every probability of the suit 
terminating favorably to our wishes. Indeed, I 
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am warranted in assuring you that the enormous 
property which has been in litigation, will soon 
come in possession of Major Somers and his 
sister. At the least computation, fifty thousand 

* pounds will fall to the lady. And I trust that 
she will allow me to congratulate her on her be- 
ing able to receive the news of her good fortune 
with so much composure.” 

Miss Somers smiled, and thanked the speaker 
for the compliment which he had conveyed to 
her. Anna, pale and clad in deep mourning, 
yet looking even more lovely than of old, 
glanced affectionately at her fair companion, and 
then, turning to the skilful lawyer who sat oppo- 
site them, she said : 

“ Sir James, I must also add my thanks for 
your earnest labors. Indeed, I am not certain 
bat that I appreciate the prize of fortane much 
more vividly than does my good Maria, whose 
thoughts seem scarcely able to attach value to 
this omnipotent gold. But the devotion which 
you have shown in her cause, she does most 
fally appreciate ; no one can feel it more deeply. 
But (I am almost ashamed to express my 
doubts after what you have just said) are you 
indeed so confident with regard to the inability 
of the enemy to continue the contest which they 
have hitherto maintained in so determined a 
manner? Will they not resort to still farther 
trickery, before yielding a prize so enormous ?” 

The lawyer smiled—his eye keen and glitter- 
ing, his lips for an instant vigorously compressed. 

“Twill not deny that your suggestion is a 
sagacious one,” he presently replied. “I do 
not donbt that they will continue to attempt, as 
they have heretofore, every species of craft which 
may serve to uphold their failing cause. But it 
will go hard, if the few possible defences re- 
maining to them be able long to withstand the 
batteries which we have brought to bear. I re- 
peat it, then, I think the battle is nearly done. 
And now, ladies,” he continued, wheeling his 
chair a little nearer, “ I have something to relate 
which may be of interest, as bordering, in some 
degree, on that romance in which your sex so 
much delights—” 

“In which we but copy you lawyers,” inter- 
rupted Anna, with laughing eyes. ‘“ Were we 
to judge from certain specimens of high-flown 
diction which have been uttered, at various 
timer, by gentlemen of your so-called unimag- 
inative profession.” 

“I stand corrected,” said Sir James, with a 
deprecating ‘yr. “And now I will go on with 
my story. ‘here has been lately under my 
eyes, or I should say, with more exactness, un- 
der the observance of my subordinates, a certain 
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man about town, for whom it would be useless 
to claim the merit of decent looks or decent 
manners. I have seen him but once or twice ; 
and there is a repulsiveness in his appearance 
which I would scarce care to express. That 
man has led a life of violence, if I am able to 
read physiognomy rightly. He is connected, in- 
directly, with the case of the opposite party; 
only, however, as witness about some trifling 
cirenmstance which is not worth mentioning 
here. Nevetheless I make it a rule, in an affair 
like this, to keep a strict lookout even on the 
most remote operations of the enemy. As I 
said before, the man has the look and bearing of 
acriminal. Yet nothing that I know declares 
him to be actually such. 

“ Benson, as he calls himself, has heen in the 
habit of frequenting an obscure gambling-house, 
where of late he has several times fallen in with 
a young man of whom [know nothing, save that 
he is reported to have a very strange and hag- 
gard countenance, and a look which might be 
suspected to bespeak insanity, did not the pecu- 
liarities of his conduct rather oppose the idea. 
Benson and this man had played against each 
other daring two or three ovenings, and the for- 
mer had almost invariably lost. On the last 
evening, Benson sufferod so severely that he 
lost temper, and threw out some insinuations 
against his antagonist. ‘The latter retorted in- 
stantly with a violent blow in the face. A chal- 
lenge was the consequence. A meeting took 
place yesterday morn, and the young man was 
conveyed to his lodgings—and miscrable ones 
they were—with a ball through the left arm, 
shattering the bone. A medical friend of mine 
happened to be called to the case. I understand 
that the wounded man is an American by birth, 
and, it would seem, from some incoherent scraps 
of talk, was for some time a prisoner of war to 
our people in New York, during the late strag- 
gle. His feverish ravings show that he must 
have been severely treated; and he speaks of a 
brother who died in the prison, and whose death 
he has devoted himself to revenge. But ladies 
—Miss Somers, what have I said?” 

Maria grew very pale, and her friend sprang 
to uphold her in her arms. Maria leaned her 
head on the shoulder of her fair supporter, say- 
ing, in a low voice: 

“Tt is he! it is he!” 

“Impossible!” exctsimed Anna, in @ voice 
whose agitation belied the assurance she affected. 
“It is now little more than a month since Willis 
wrote me that he meditated a voyage to the 
West Indies, for the restoration of his health. 
Most improbable it is, that hecan be here. But, 
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after all, it is better that we should at once 
know the truth concerning the matter. If you, 
or some other friend, Sir James, will be our es- 
cort, we will visit the poor fellow. It will not 
be amiss, at all events, since he must need many 
little comforts which we can convey him.” 

A carriage was summoned, and the ladies set 
forth, accompanied by Sir James, who directed 
the coachman to drive to an obscure street in the 
neightorhood of Newgate Prison. After some 
little delay, they succeeded in reaching the desig- 
nated locality—a street so puny and dilapidated, 
that its name had scarce ever reached the ear of 
the driver of the hack. Leaving the ladies in 
the carriage, Sir James entered the house, from 
whence he emerged after a short absence, telling 
his companions that he had found the apartment 
of the wounded man, and that he was ready, if 
they chose, to conduct them thither. 

“It is a wretched sort of a place at the best,” 
he said ; “ yet not quite so squalid as one might 
have guessed, from the neighborhood it is in. 
Move carefully up these stairs, ladies! You will 
perceive that they are rotting with age and 
damp. Yet it may be that these decrepid habi- 
tations have been, in the old times, the habitations 
of comfort and even of wealth.” 

Ascending four or five ricketty flights, they 
came to a landing-place, turning off from which, 
Sir James opened a door leading into a narrow, 
low-walled room, in one corner of which, on a 
cot bed, lay the object of their search. They 
approached him; but Maria, at first sight of his 
face, clutched her friend Anna by the arm, and, 
pointing to the emaciated sleeper, exclaimed : 

“Ic is as I thought—yet O, how changed !” 

“Changed indeed!” said Anna, with a 
mournful voice. ‘Poor Willis! I scarce should 
have known him. I fear that his days are 
numbered.” 

Though spoken in a low tone, the words fell 
with a perverted significance on the dreamer’s 
brain. 

“No, vile Canningham,” he said, “I shall 
not die, till I have most fully avenged my 
brother’s murder on your detestable existence. 
No, come what will in the meantime, you shall 
not escape my vengeance.” 

His hearers turned on each other an astonished 
look. 

“ What can this mean ¢” inquired Sir James. 

“ Can it be possible,” said Anna, musingly, 
“that this antagonist, against whom Willis has 
ventared his life, is Canniagham himself, under 
a disguised name? What shall bedone? Ought 
we to interrupt his slumber ?” 

“ It is not for me to advise,” replied Sir James. 
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“But it is possible that you may soon have your 
question resolved, since I hear a footstep on the 
stairs which much resembles that of my friend 
the doctor.” 

His conjecture was speedily verified by the ap- 
pearance of this latter personage at the door. 
Pausing for a moment in surprise at sight of these 
unexpected visitors, he advanced with a cour- 
teous inclination of the head. 

“Tam rejoiced, ladies, to find you here,” he 
said, after he had been specially introduced by 
Sir James. “My patient stdnds sadly in need 
of some closer looking after than I am able to 
give him. Medicine may do much, but by no 
means the greater part, towards his recovery. A 
competent nurse should be had, if possible.” 

“ He will scarce want for that, now,” replied 
Anna, “since he is my husband’s brother.” 

“You surprise me,” rejoined the physician. 
“TJ will only say that he is traly fortanate in hav- 
ing such aclaim upon you. With such care and 
attention as you will give, I think he may recov- 
er. Excitement, however, must be guarded 
against. There would seem to be certain mat- 
ters preying on his mind, and exerting an influ- 
ence unfavorable to his progress. Your own 
judgment will prompt you sufficiently in follow- 
ing out my suggestions.” 

“Will it be possible to remove him from this 
place at once ?” inquired Anna. 

The doctor shook his head. 

“T would not risk it now,” he answered. “In 
8 day or two it may be done. In the meantime, 
T think it may be easily managed so that he will 
have all necessary care.” 


CHAPTER IV. 


THE FATE OF PROVOST CUNNINGHAM. 

“Can this be the Provost Canningham, of the 
New York prison notoriety ?” 

“The very same. Now convicted of executing 
a forged will produced in the recent case of 
Somers versus Somers. That affair you recol- 
lect, where there was more than half million 
sterling at stake. Bat hush! Sentence is about 
to be pronounced.” 

The scarce sensible movement which had agi- 
tated the crowded tenants of the court-room had - 
died away in utter silence. The judge turned 
his eyes from the jury to the prisoner. 

“Peter Cunningham, if you have aught to say 
why the punishment of death should not be 
paseed upon you, you now have permission to 
Pte prisoner started to his feet, and, grasping 
the rail, gazed about him with a glazed eye. 
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“My lord,” he said, with a hoarse, half stifled 
utturance, “am a murderedman. My life has 
been sworn away by an enemy. My lord, I had 
the honor of serving his majesty in the late Amer- 
ican war. I was appointed keeper of one of the 
military prisons in New York, and, among the 
rebels there confined was Willis More, the man 
who has had the greatest part in producing my 
conviction. And now, I recollect, this has al- 
ready been spoken of. Yes, my lord, this de- 
signing villain vowed vengeance against me on 
account of my faithful performance of duty, and 
he has dogged me until he bas accomplished his 
purpose. My lord, I throw myself on the mercy 
of-the king, whom I have served, and who, I 
trust, will not sce the life of an old servant de- 
stroyed by foul perjury.” 

Cunningham sunk back nervelegs into his seat, 
and there was a faint murmur of sympathy 
throughout the audience. More sat at no great 
distance from the bar, pale but composed. The 
judges conferred together for a few moments, 
when the chief justice arose, and, patting on the 
ominous cap, summoned the prisoner onve more. 
Again the command was obeyed, mechanieally, 
and as it seemed to many, without the conscious- 
ness of volition. 

“Your appeal, wretched man,” his lordship 
said, in commencing, “ will be duly referred to 
those who alone can have cognizance over it. It 
only remains to me to pronounce the sentence 
which now becomes due by the proper course of 
law. And, deeply feeling as I do the misery of 
your situation, I would not expose yor to greater 
suffering by giving you any hope of reprieve or 
pardon. The circumstances of your past life 
aro, in some degree, known tous. To your con- 
science I leave the decision, whether you have, 
throughoat your military life, shown yourself a 
truly honest servant to the king whose interposi- 
tion you now implore; and whether you are 
clear from the guilt of having perverted his ma- 
josty’s offices to the purposes of your avarice and 
cruelty. But I will forbear to add unnecessarily 
to the bitterness of your thoughts. Be sure that 
the mercy of the king has not left, and will not 
leave unconsidered, any extenuating circumstance 
which might plead in mitigation of your crime. 
‘Yet I must repeat that I cannot (and ought not) 
give you any hope of sucha mitigation. Of the 
charge which you have made against one of the 
witnesses in this trial, I would remind you that 
his position and his testimony have been subject- 
ed to a thorough investigation, and his personal 
bias duly considered in your behalf. ] must say 
to you, that your plea of conspiracy on his part 
has not the slightest foundation.”” 
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The speaker continued in a clear and solemn 
voice, admonishing the prisoner to make due re- 
pertance and a proper preparation for the end of 
life. His words, however, fell dull and unmean- 
ingly on Cunningham’s ears. Around the latter, 
all sounds and forms floated confused and shape- 
less. But soon the knell of the fatal words 
“‘antil you are dead, dead, dead !” pierced his 
brain with a thrill of agony, and he fell back- 
ward, motionless and senseless ns the clod of 
which be was, ere long, to be the equal. 

The trial was concluded ; and the assemblage, 
for the most part dispersed to the various avoca- 
tions of city life. More passed homeward to the 
comfortable mangion of his sister-in-law. Meet- 
ing her in the drawing-room, he was obliged to 
answer her questions concerning the scene in 
which he had been an actor. Despite his efforts, 
a dejection pressed on his spirits, which was but 
aggravated by his recalling to mid the incidents 
of the trial. At length he abruptly exclaimed : 

“ Anna, I would really wish to forget that I 
had had anything to do with this wretched busi- 
ness. I cannot help a feeling of guilt attaching 
to my connection with it; as though I had been 
in some degree a murderer at heart, chasing this 
poor wretch to the gallows, to satisfy the revenge- 
fal thirst which devoured my heart. Yet I have 
struggled against this passion; I even thonght 
that I had conquered it. Had it not been for 
you, for Maria, and for my more than brother, 
Captain Somers, I should not have been able to 
control this madness of mind. Nay, I should 
not have lived to battle it. And even now, a 
certain remorse pursues me. Has not revenge, 
rather than justice, been my aim? I cannot an- 
swer the question satisfactorily to myself.” — 

“A little self-examination may do you no 
harm,” replied the other, “yet you should not 
give way to undue self-reproach. You have suf- 
fered much in the past, Willis, and in considera- 
tion of this there should be something to be for- 
given in your errors of heart. And for what has 
happencd of late, I certainly do not think you 
have occasion to reproach yourself. You under- 
took to aid the attorneys engaged in the interests 
of our friends, without knowing at the time that 
Cunningham was in any way involved with this 
affair. On finding him criminally engaged 
against them, was it not your duty to ferret out 
the forgery which. he had perpetrated? And 
would you not Nwve done the same, had another 
individual been in his place ?” 

“Most probably. I think it must be the sight 
of the man’s utter despair, which has so touched 
mo. I cannot believe that the ruling motive of 
my action, during the last two months, has been 
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a@ thirst for his life. Ever now, I would most 
willingly abate his doom, if so it could be. The 
crime of forgery ought not, in my conviction, to 
be punished so severely.” 

“I have often thought as much. Yet Sir 
James declares this severity to be absolutely ne- 
cessary. He asserts the temptation held out to 
unprincipled skill to be so great, that society 
would not be safe without the infliction of the 
death penalty.” 

“His doctrine may admit of some doubt. By 
the way, it is singular that Cunningham should 
have had the ingenuity to execute so plausible a 
forgery as this false will of the late Lord Somers. 
And it is still more singular, that the persons 
whom it was intended to benefit, should have 
contrived to preserve themselves from the ruin 
which has overwhelmed their subordinate. They 
wove a cunning web of chicanery in the course 
of the property suit. Sir James, and the other 
lawyers who contended for our friends, had like 
to have been baulked, and it was a narrow chance 
by which the case was gained.” 

“You wrong yourself and others, in thus 
speaking,” exclaimed a soft voice behind him. 

“ Ah, Miss Somers—ah, Maria—is it you ?” 
exclaimed Willis and Anna, speaking together. 
“You have stolen & march upon us.” 

Maria continued, with sparkling eyes: 

“It is to the constant vigilance of our friends, 
not to blind chance, that we owe our good for- 
tune; and I trust that we shall net be so un 
grateful, nor these friends so unkind, as to forget 
that benefits should be mutual, in order to be 
really useful or pleasurable.” 

Willis regarded her with a puzzled air. 

“Ido not fully understand the meaning that 
you would convey,” he said. 

“I meant nothing,” she hastened to reply, with 
the embarrassment of one who had spoken pre- 
maturely ; “at least—” 

“ Allow me to finish,” exclaimed Anna, smil- 
ing. ‘Brother Willis, this young lady and her 
brother have made over to you ten thousand 
pounds of the property to which they have be- 
come entitled. The secret might as well come 
to light now, as at any other time.” 

Willis was for a moment thunderstrack ; and, 
judging by his face, the emotions aroused by the 
intelligence were not altogether of a pleasing 
natare, 

«“T did not labor for money,” he said at last, 
with « cold demeanor. 

Anna stared in his face with surprise; but 
presently, with a mischievous glance at her fair 
companion: 

“ Neither for love mor money, Willis?” 
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“You are pleased to jest, Anna,” he replied, 
still with the same constrained manner. “J 
must repeat ; I have no occasion for the money. 
Decidedly, I cannot accept it, or any part of it.”” 

Maria moved teward the window to conceal 
the wound inflicted by this ungracious reply. 

“Yon are a singular being, Willis,” exclaimed 
the offended Anna. “I do not comprehend year 
ways, nor the reasons of them. Of course, it is 
not for me to inquire further. Your positionand - 
fortune, without doubt, place you altogether be- 
yond seach of friendly offices.” 

“T understand you,” said Willis, slowly. “I 
perceive it is peeessary for me to explain. I 
have accepted a mercantile’ agency, which will 
oblige me to set out, next week, for South Amer- 
ica. The salary which I am to draw will be am- 
ply sufficient for my residence there ” 

A stifled cry caused him to look up. 

“She has fainted!” exclaimed Anna, darting 
at him a gtance of indignation. “How dare 
you, sir, trifle with her feelings in such a 
fashion ?” 

He was already by her side, and much more 
agitated than herself. 

“Miss Somers!” heexclaimed. “ Maria! Can 
it be possible that anything which concerns me 
can be of interest to her? Impossible!” 

Half beside himself with the newly gained 
idea, he pressed his lips to the forehead of the 
unconscious girl. Her eyes opened with a look 
of alarm; she sought to disengage herself from 
the arm whieh he had thrown around her. Anna 
quietly glided away unnoticed. 

It was sometime after this, that she tapped at 
the door of the apartment. 

“May I come in?” she asked. 

“ You have permission,” answered Willis from 
within. 

“T merely returned to ask if you would not 
require some addition to your finen before set- 
ting out,” said Anna, with a demure look and 
with her hand still on the doorknob. “You 
men are always so forgetful.” 

Willis colored highly, and was unable to re- 
ply. So amusing appeared his confasion, that 
not even Maria could wholly refrain from laugh- 
ing. 

“T have changed my mind,” he was at length 
able to say. 

“You will remain then, and take the ten 
thousand pounds ?” : 

“ Have done with your bantering,” exclaimed 
Willis, glancing at his interrogatress with a vex- 
ation half real, half simulated. 

“ Am I to be denied my woman’s privilege of 
tongue exercise?” rejoined Anna. “ But hold’ 
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I will be merciful, since you and Maria appear to 
be on such good terms with each other. You 
must have made excellent use of your time du- 
ting my absence, master Willis. And now, 
‘ Sir Benedict the married man,’ fur such I per- 
ceive you are soon to be, I pray you divulge to 
me the day on which you discard your bachelor- 
“ship. There’s no escaping a candid answer, for 
I can read in the mirror of your eyes your fate’s 
- fixed conclusion.” 





NOW I LAY ME DOWN TO SLEEP. 


BY EMMA CARLISLE. 
Gently, gently draw the curtains 
From the children’s little bed; 
Kiss the proffered pouting rose-lips, 
t Smooth each little curling head. , 
Softly, eweetly hear the murmur, 
Breaking through the stillness deep, 
Of the much-loved, childish prayer: 
“Now I lay me down to sleep.” 


Little Annie, like the violets 
Are the shadows of her eyes, 

And within their telltale vision 
Read we dreamings of the skies. 

Like a rosebud fresh and dewy, 
From the yielding stem just riven, 

So is she « thing of beauty, 
Half of earth and half of heaven. 


Brother Will, thet soul of mischief, 
With his wealth of golden hair 
Tossed in many « gleaming wavelet 
Of his brow so full and fair, 
“Btill he is, for a great wonder, 
‘While his black eyes wink and peep, 
And his curly head keeps nodding 
To the tune, ‘ Let’s go to sleep.” 


‘Twins in age, and ¢wins by nature, 
Are the youngest of the four; 

Lovingly they watch their mother, 
As she passes through the door. 

‘Rose and Lily has she named them, 
Fitting type of all most fair, 

And beantifal in flower creation, 
Yea, those little cherubs are. 


Dovelike eyes, whose changing color 
Words of earth can ne'er describe, 
White arms clasped round each other, 
Le the sisters, side by side; 
Dimpled cheeks pressed to the pillow, 
Gaxe they one brillant atar, 
Shining through the open window, 
Up within the vault afar. 
“Lily,” Rose sald, in a whisper, 
“Don't you think the stars above 
Ape the windows of the angels, 
Whence they look on those they love? 


“Fer they shine s0 very brightly, 
Of I think that angel eyes 
Look upon me through the window, 
. Evem that atar up in the skies; 


NOW I LAY ME BOWN TO SLEEP. 


And I wonder, dearest Lily, 
If our little prayer they speak, 
Up within that world of beauty, 
‘Now I lay me down to sleep.’” 


Tenderly and very lightly 
Falls the gentle mother’s tread, 
Stooping o’er her spotiess treasures, 
Visiting each little bed, 
When the morning sun its radiance 
‘Through the children’s room had spread; 
Bat her cheek grows whiter, whiter 
‘Than the morning rebe she wore; 
As her eyes fell on the youngest, 
Fainted she upon the floor: 
ttle Rose's waxen figure 
Knows no mortal heart’s quick beat; 
Fer the last time they have heard her 
Prey, ‘I lay me down to sleep.” 


‘There was weeping wild and mourning 
Through the household band that dag; 
Mourned they for the little sister, 
‘Who from earth had passed away; 
Bat, sweet Lily, while the teardrops 
Fell upon each trembling hand, 
Baid, I know deer Rosy’s happy 
Up in that sweet star-land.”” 


And at night she spoke unto them: 
“Sister, brother, let us wait, 

‘TUl dear Rosy safely entere 
Through the narrow golden gate. 


“ Bwoetly, aweetly comes the starlight 
Through the window, calm and fair; 
Now I think that she fs ready 
For to say her little prayer.” 


Softly, softly rove the murmur, 
Through the stillness pure and deep; 
And that prayer was heard in heaven, 
+“ Yow I lay me down to sleep.” 





HAPPY IN GOD. 


Christians might avoid much trouble and in- 
convenience, if they would only believe what 
they profess—that God is able to make them hap- 
py without anything elee. They imagine that if 
such a dear friend were to die, or such and such 
blessings to be removed, they should be miser- 
able; whereas God can make them a thousand 
times happier without them. To mention my 
own case, God has been depriving me of one bles- 
sing after another; but as every onc was remov- 
ed, he has come in and filled up its place; and 
now, when I am a cripple, and not able to move, 
T am happier than ever I was in my life before, 
or ever expected to bes and, # I ise were 

is twenty years ago, I might bave been 
mach anxteiy Lost Days of Dr. Payson. 





Never condemn your neighbor unheard, how- 
ever many the accusations which may be pre- 
ferred against him ; every story has two ways of 
being told, and justice requires that you should 
hear the defence as well as the accusation, and 
remember that the malignity of enemies may 
place you in a similar situation. 
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THE CONTENTED MAN. 
Why need I strive or sigh for wealth? 
It is enough for me 
‘That Heaven hath sent me strength and health, 
A spirit glad-and free; 
Grateful these blessings to receive, 
I eing my hymn at morn and eve. 


On some, what floods of riches flow; 
House, herds, and gold have they; 

Yot life's best joys they never know, 
Bat fret their hours away. 

‘The more they have, they seek increase; 

Complaints and cravings never cease. 
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BY WILLIAM B. OLIVER. 

Au! that little secluded Scotch manse! How 
brightly bloomed the purple heather on the hill- 
sides and over the moor! and how sweetly came 
the dim, distant chimes from the bells of Edin- 
burgh towers, across the blue stream that sepa- 
rated the village from the “grand auld toun.” 

Bird and bee and blossom! In this sweet 
and quiet spot, nothing disturbed either. The 
squirrel came forth fearlessly, to gather nuts at 
the very doorstep, where the trees overhung the 
roof; and the brown robin perched on the win- 
dow sill, to pick the crambs laid there for itself, 
by the hands of fair Jeannie Cameron. There, 
in that arm-chair, sat the minister, good old 
Archie Cameron; and quietly in another corner, 
knitting-work in hand, was old Aunt Alice, the 
sister of the venerable man, whose wife lay yon- 
der where the setting sunbeam slants across the 
narrow green mound. And in the fork of the 
oak tree that spreads its hundred arms wide over 
the smooth sward, sits sweet Jeannie Cameron, 
her soft blue eyes bent over a book, and her light 
curls floating over her fair white shoulders. 
‘What a loving look the old man casts upwards 
to that sweet face! while Aunt Alice inwardly 
frets to see the lassie spending so much idle time 
that might be 0 much better taken for knitting 
the minister’s winter hose. 

A light langh from the tree, and a responsive 
fond word from Mr. Cameron, complete the old 
lady’s ire. “You'll hae trouble enow wi’ yon 
lassie, if ye lea’ her to sic idle do-naethin’ ways, 
I’m thinkin’,” burst from her lips. 

“Nay, Ailee, she’s but a child yet. Dinna be 
too harsh wi’ her. She is an unco guid lassie to 
her puir old father; and we must treat her 
gently.” 

Aunt Ailee was somewhat silenced by this, 
but she could not help recurring to it again when, 
after a long half-hour, Jeannie still sat in the tree 








"How beautifal she looked in her tartan of 
shaded greens, contrasting with her pure com- 
plexion, on which the sun and wind had no 
power save to deepen a rosy flush! 

“Dinna fash wi’ the wark, Ajlee,” said the 
minister again. “Jeannie is no for wark, I ken 
weel; but I remember it was a’ the same with a 
young Ailee Cameron, years agone. And there 
is sma’ reason to doubt that the little lassie may 
come round into her ways of smartness and 
cleverness as our Southron neighbors ca’ it.” 

The aged spinster was partly mollified by this 
remark, and said, “Ah, weel, gin ye are satisfied, 
it’s no for me to fin’ faut.” 

She stopped short, for over the greensward, 
there came a tall figure, with long, unequal 
strides, long fair hair escaping from a Scottish 
bonnet, and a scarf of very peculiarly blended 
tartan, hanging carelessly from one shoulder. 

A bright, roguish glance at the tree, from the 
blue eyes of the stranger, and a reverent look at 
the venerable old man, made two friends at 
once for the tired traveller. 

““Wha’s that?” asked Aunt Ailee, in a fret- 
fal, peevish tone. ‘A’ the vagrants come to the 
<minister’s. Remimber that there is only a sma’ 
wee drap o’ ale i’ the barrel; so dinna ask yon 
stragglin’ body to take ale.” 

The traveller approached, and as he stood on 
the doorstep, a sudden thought seemed to glance 
across the old man. He rose, and went to the 
door, and beckoned the stranger into the room, 
which the spinster h&d hastily left, knowing that 
if she allowed her brother’s interference with the 
pantry arrangements, he would insist upon a fine 
roasted moor fowl which she had saved for his 
own supper, and various other delicacies which 
she thought quite too good for wandering 
beggars. 

Jeannie still sat in the tree, uncertain whether 
she would be wanted or not; but the minister 
called her away ; and blushing like a rose, she 
heard her father’s whispered introduction of his 
daughter to “one whom we love and honor maist 
under heaven !”” 

Jeannie started in glad surprise. Her little 
hand trembled in the grasp of the stranger, and 
she would fain have dropped on one knee before 
him, had he not restrained her. 

“No, no, lassie! time enough for that,” drop- 
ping his voice, and pressing a gallant kiss upon 
the cheek which no man, save her father, had 
ever kissed before. ‘Time enough for that, 
when the prince comes to his own!” 

“Ay, Jeannie!” said the minister, “we maun 
be prudent. The very wa’s may hae lugs to 
hear news like this. But, gang and help Ailee, 
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and just whisper wha she'll hae to entertain.” 

Half an hour of the united efforts of Ailee and 
her niece served to place a noble feast upon the 
table ; for notwithstanding Miss Cameron’s pre- 
vious asseveragions to the contrary, the ale 
foamed and sparkled in profusion, and not only 
the handsome moorfowl, but a goodly array of 
Scotch dainties, crowned the board. Many in- 
deed were the hampers of game and other rarities 
from Edinburgh, that reached the minister ; the 
gift of grateful pupils who had never forgotten 
their kind, old tuter; so that Glenburne was 
never without the means to farnish forth a gen- 
¢rous repast. 

Miss Ailee Cameron came courtseying and 
fidgetting into the room, with as near an ap- 
proach to blushing, as ber withered cheek could 
summon. The stranger bowed over her hand, 
and pressed it to his lips. How many days 
passed, ere the spinster allowed water to touch 
the exact spot upon her hand, which had been 
touched by royalty! 

Twilight came and went, and the night was 
fast deepening, when the stranger was consigned 
to a chamher where everything was cool and 
sweet, and smelling of the fragrant heather. 

“And, O, Jeannie, darlin’, to think of his 
comin’ aneath oar hamble roof!” saig the min- 
ister, to his child, ashe bade her good-night. 
“Surely a blessing will be upon theso walls 
forevermore, since his footstep has trodden these 
floors !"” 

Jeannie could not answer, for her own heart 
was full of the strange and unexpected visit. 
She retired to bed, but not to sleep; and Miss 
Cameron’s prolonged talk from the adjoining 
room, as she chattered through the open door, 
about the distinguished stranger whom she had 
raistaken for a beggar, rang upon her nerves like 
the clashing of steel. At length the clatter ceased, 
and the maiden, just before morning, sank into 
adoze, from which she sprang up to see the 
dawn far advanced. Already her father and 
the stranger were walking in the garden; the 
prince with his arm thrown affectionately ovor 
the old man’s shoulder. 

Jeannie was about to join them, when she was 
stopped by Miss Cameron, who called ber to 
help her with the breakfast, and she turned to- 
wards the kitchen with a half petulant air, which 
fortunately escaped the lady’s observation ; and 
she only said, to her disappointed niece, “We 
mann set gran’ table for the p—.”” Jeannie’s 
hand was placed on her mouth. 

“Dinna say it, Aunt Ailee! 
hear it, and do mischief.” 

“Lord save us!” retorted the wrathful wo- 


Somebody may 
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man, “what's come over the lassie to order her 
hetters not to speak ?” 

Jeannie apologized humbly ; for she both loved 
and feared Miss Cameron, who indeed was the 
only mother she had ever known. 

A month passed, and still the wanderer lin- 
gered. What evening and morning rambles by 
rocky cairn, by bubbling burn, through deep 
forest and over tracks of moor, all a-bloom with 
purple heather! What softly whispered words 
had Jeannie heard, what love ballads had she 
sung in the depths of the woods, and how often 
had the rosy cheek flushed rosier, as the lips 
that had imprinted the first kiss repeated it again 
and again! Yet Jeannie was conscious of no 
wrong ; for had not her father smiled upon that 
first kiss? Ah, Jeannie! Jeannie Cameron ! 





“Going? Going to-morrow!” burst from 
Jeannie’s lips, as the prince announced his in- 
tention, with his arm about her neck. She did 
not repulse it, for the same arm had been about 
her father’s neck that very morning, nay, every 
morning, as they walked in the garden, for the 
last month. 

The old man eat withio doors, fearlessly trust- 
ing his child with him whom he had taught her 
to love and reverence next to God. Miss Cam- 
ron partook of this feeling, without giving vent 
to a single dissenting tone ; which was contrary 
to her usual custom; but Miss Cameron wasone 
who “put her:trast in princes.” 

Had not Miss Cameron slept so soundly that 
night she might have heard half-stifled sob from 
her niece’s chamber; and had she not been so 
occupied with getting. up a grand farewell break- 
fast, she might have seen the almost frantic look 
which the unbappy girl cast upon the tace that 
was turning away from thedoor. But it was all 
lost upon her. Jeannie’s red eyes were thought 
to be a very natural consequence of her parting 
{rom her sovereign prince, uncertain whether he 
would ever occupy the throne; and as for Mr. 
Cameron, he was too much absorbed in his guest’s 
departure, to notice any one. 

The prince himself seemed full of sorrowful 
thoughts. He parted from them all without a 
word, and turned sadly down the path to the high 
road. 

“Jeanie, love,” said her father, “Iam too 
fooble this morning to walk ; but tak’ your plaid, 
and gang as faras the Lady’s Well, with our 
guest. We will not let him depart alone.” 

Atthe mention of the Lady’s Well, Jeannie 
shaddered. She knew the dreary legend that 
belonged to it. A sad, sad tale it was, of wo- 
mun’s love and man’s treachery—a tale that 
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told of a haunting spirit, still wandering there 
at evening, and breathing wild words of deep and 
bitter woe. When she returned from that walk, 
sho went to her own room, where, for hours, she 
wept over the scarf which her royal lover had 
bound around her white shoulders—the scarf of 
many colored tartan which had fallen from his 
neck, on the day of his arrival. 

She remembered bitterly how her father had 
spoken of the prince leaving « blessing in the old 
manse, that very night! Every day and hour 
those words recurred to her mind. Every day 
and honr, the girl’s cheek grew paler and paler, 
her eyes more dim and her step slower. And. 
yet neither her father nor Miss Cameron. remark- 
ed it, nor noticed gcarcely at all that her appetite 
failed. 

But soon they saw plainly enough that her in- 
tellect was not as clear as usual, She gave in- 
coherent answers to their questions, and avoided 
speaking if possible. Roused to this fact, the 
unhappy old man remembered that insanity had 
been in her mother’s family for generations. 

He rose one morning to the terrible know- 
ledge that bis child was gone. All that the 
strictest search could do, was done, but in vain. 
Nothing. was heard of her, and the minister set- 
tled down to a dreary sense of desolation, that 
was only borne ae all because Christian submis- 
sion was given bim. 


Years afterwards, an aged man, with long, 
silvery hair, dressed in mourning, yet with a 
faded scarf about his waist, sat down by a garden 
railing, where some children were at play. One 
of these children was alittle girl, who afterwards 
when grown up, traced with a powerful pen,* 
the romance of history lingering about two of 
the “immortal names that were not born to die,” 
William Wallace, and that other hero, whose 
brave heart, the Douglas threw into the battle- 
field, to animate the flagging courage of the 
troops—Robert Bruce. ‘Ihe evident weakness 
of the poor gentleman touched the heart of the 
little girl, who tenderly enticed him into her 
mother’s house. The lady was a widow—made 
so by the war of 1745. 

Once within the house, his whole attention 
was absorbed in a military sketch of the position 
of the two armies at Minden, over which hung 
the sword of the lady’s dead husband. Mourn- 
fully he remarked, that he, too, had been a sol- 
dier in his youth. 

“J, too, fought and fell! In the year forty- 
five, I received a wound worse than death; I 
shall never recover from it! Kind lady, I told 


* Jane Porter, author of ‘* The Seottish Chiefs ” 
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your children I was unfit for any shelter but the 
wide heavens ; yet my wound harms no one but 
myself.” 

On urging him to come back, he said, “I can- 
not—I ought never to havecome back anywhere. 
Sin should always be an outcast!” 

“Nay, sir,” said the lady, “the followers of 
Prince Charles were unfortunate—might be 
mistaken ; but their fidelity could never be a sin !” 

He became paler and more wild-looking while 
she spoke, and hastily left the house, leaving the 
lady and her children in tears at his evident 
distress. 

A few evenings afterwards, the same person, 
in crossing the Canongate towards Holyrood 
House, slipped on a stone and fell. A cart 
passed over him at the same moment, and he 
was taken up insensible and carried to the in- 
firmary. An old jacobite sergeant present, re- 
coguized Prince Charles’s colors in the faded 
scarf—colors worn only by himself, and distinct 
from the common royal tartan. 

The sufferer was consigned to surgical care, 
the broken limbs were set, and the discovery 
made that it was a woman who claimed the pity 
and respectful sympathy of the attendants. 
Death seemed very near to the frail, suffering 
being, and she was told so. She would give no 
name, but teld them to send to Glenburne manse 
for those who would give her a Christian burial. 

The next day they came—the venerablo min- 
ister of Glenburne, and his sister—both tottering 
with the weight of yearsand sorrow. No ques- 
tions were asked them—no explanations made; 
but the poorcreature whose sufferings were over, 
was dretsed in a white shroud by the hands of 
the aged woman, and thescarf of Prince Charles, 
which she had worn ever since he fulded it around 
her, was wrapped about the still beautiful clay. 
In the language of the writer above named, “ it 
had been the cherished covering of her too faith- 
ful, though penitent, and often distracted heart. 
Knowing this, the Christian hand which spread 
it there in death, felt, that He who said, ‘I will 
have mercy and not sacrifice,’ and whose re- 
deeming goodness had sealed the pardon of so 
true a Magdalen, would not count as a sin this 
last act of sympathy with the melancholy tender. 
ness of a fond woman’s heart.” 

So let womanly charity hallow the lonely 
grave beneath the oak tree at Glenburne, whero 
the fair, young maiden used to sit, with golden 
locks falling upon the pages before her. And 
let womanly charity, too, blot out the memory of 
her one fault, and cling only to the remembrance 
of her temptation and sufferings. Thus let us 
think of Jeannie Cameron. 
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THE GRAVE BY THE GATE. 





BY MARGARET VERNER. 


Close by my gate an elm tree stands; 
Above my head its branches wave, 

And at my feet its leaves fall down, 
Lake emerald tears upon a grave. 


A grave with pansies at Its foot, 
And clustering roses at its head; 

From which the summer drops its emiles, 
In blossoms rich above the dead. 


A grave, like one dark wave of green 
Uprising from the quiet earth, 

To sweep from out my heart each thought 
To which a weary hope gives birth. 


Agrave whose kindly circling arms 
Clasp one who gave me only hate; 

Hold one whove darkly drifting years 
Swept, night-like, over all my fate. . 


I cannot make him now as dead; 
His lips are white, but not with death ; 
‘The curses leaping from his mouth 
But wrestle with his panting bresth. 


I watch this slender breadth of green— 
I train these roses as they grow; 
Praying to God no sound may wake 
‘The angry sleeper lying low. 
Praying! My prayer is but a bird, 
‘With one wing love and one wing hate; 
The brighter cannot strike God's hepven, 
‘With such a crippled, maimed mate! 


The brighter holds with gentle touch 
The dearest hope a soul may know; 
‘The darker draggles in the depths 
Of Hades’ waters as they dow. 


‘The brighter—Father, give it strength! 
T feel it quioken—see it grow! 
‘The heavens are opening at its touch! 
Thy name be praised!—the mountains go! 
My woman’s heart is sweet in tears; 
The grave is stilled—is atilled to-ddy; 
And to my side there presses strong, 
A love my soul shall know for aye. 
$+ 2-2 + 


THE GREEK LOVERS. 


BY HERBERT LINTON. 





Tue moon was faintly rising over the loveliest 
island of the Archipelago—the “Grecian au- 
tumn’s gentlest eve” melting into deeper night 
amid the soft and lovely valleys and the grand 
old hills of Scio. Along the waves, a radiant 
streak of moonlight lay lovingly, sparkling like 
gems with each motion of the waters; while 
above the mountain peak a single star hung like 
a diamond in the pure blue of the heavens. 

From the gardens beneath the terraces, came 
up the softly blending odors of orange, lemen 
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and almond trees, and mingling with them, the 
fragrance of the luxuriant plants and flowers 
that grow wildly upon those beantifal shores. 
Beyond, was a bolder range of rugged moun- 
tains; and yet again, other ranges that were 
blooming to their summits; while the sea lay 
beneath, calm as a summer lake, an open-decked 
caique rocking upon her bosom near the shore. 

Upon one of these terraces, a young Greek 
was talking in the low, persuasive tones in 
which lovers only express their thoughts. And 
truly, in Sappho’s land there lived no maiden 
who might so well have resembled that unhappy 
songstress, as the beautiful and intellectual 
Ianthe Tharbores. Not in her misfortanee—for 
she was happy in the love of Demetrius Mal- 
etus,and already her father, one of the most 
able merchants of the Levant, had sanctioned 
their attachment. 

They were to be wedded in a few months, 
waiting only for the delightful abode they had 
projected to receive its tinishing touches and 
embellishments; and, meanwhile, the lovers 
duly spent this lovely hour of twilight together. 

All this day Ianthe had been haunted by a 
strange presentiment of coming evil—such as 
will force itself upon the mind, at certain times, 
and which is sometimes followed by a startling 
reality. Before Demetrius had joined her, she 
had walked, scores. of times, over the beautifal 
mosaic court yard belonging to her father’s 
house, and stopped as often before the stone 
reservoir, over which was a grape-vine twining 
about the marble columns. Never before had 
the charms of this spot failed to interest her; 
but now, she could only lean her cheek against 
the cold pillar, and weep with an undefined 
dread of something—she knew not what. 

Her lover laughed at her fears, rallied her 
upon her low spirits, and talked to her of the fa- 
ture and its coming happiness. She smiled, but 
with a pale and wintry smile; and finding that 
she was not to be comforted by words, he sat 
down upon a low bench that stood near the steps 
of the terrace, and drawing her head to his 
bosom, he tried to soothe her with one of the 
wild chants peculiar to the Greek boatmen. 
Under its quieting influence her nerves grew 
calmer. They sat there until midnight—long 
after the diamond star they had admired had 
sunk far below the hill over which it had hung. 

And now rose up the wilder mnsic of a pro- 
cession, making its way in the midnight towards 
the Greek church, their torches shedding a strange 
light over the gardens as they passed, and glit- 
tering upon the dew laden trees. While they 
were still passing, a sound was heard which 
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made every torch drop from the hand that held 
it. It startled the lovers from their dream, and 
they sprang wpon their feet; and in ® moment 
Ianthe’s father was upon the terrace beside 
them, and almost frantic to save hie daughter 
from the coming peril. 

“ What is it, father—dear father? What is it 
that you dread so much?” 

“Did you not hear? Demetrius, did you not 
hear the sound of the Turkish cannen? Already 
the wretches are here upon the island—and O, 
my God! what mercy will they show to any? 
least of all, to poor defenceless ehildren like 
this?” And the strong man shook like the 
quivering aspen above him, with the intensity 
of his emotions. 

There was no time for tears. The father 
passed his arm about the girl, and bore her to a 
recess behind the reservoir, the entrance of 
which was invisible, but which enclosed a flight 
of steps leading to a room beneath, where the 
family had often concealed treasures in their fre- 
quent absences from home. The little erphan 
Albanian boy, who had waited upon Ianthe, 
was hastily aroused from his slambers and 
placed with her, some food and water and a few 
bottles of wine carried in, and then the blue 
stone, that formed the narrow door, replaced— 
with directions how to open it from within, 
should aught happen to the fathor and lover. 
The two then joined the band of affrighted 
Greeks, who, enarmed and defenceless, lay nt 
the cold mercy of the bloodhounds whose cruel 
butchery had already more than commenced. 


Fifty thousand Turks were burning and rav- 
aging the sweetest spot on which the sun ever 
shone; and the hapless Sciotes, although num- 
bering probably nearly as many capable of bear- 
ing arms as their destroyers, were unprepared to 
strike a single blow in defence of the thowsands 
and tens of thousands of helpless old men, 
women and children, who were looking to them 
for aid, in the brief space between them and 
death or slavery. 

Who does not remember the agonized heart- 
cry that was borne to us by every breeze across 
the sea? Who does not remember when gen- 
tle women and little children, even, in our own 
more favored land, devoted their strength to the 
purpose of aiding their unhappy Greek sisters ? 
when noble men, God’s highest image upon 
earth, took their lives in their hands, and went 
forth to the help of their Greek brothers ? 

“Cold is the heart, fair Greece! that looks on thee 

Nor feels as lovers o'er the dust they loved; 

Dull is the eye that will not weep to see 

‘Thy walls defaced, thy mouldermg shrines removed.” 
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In the brief bat terrible strife following that 
evening, Demetrius and the father of Janthe 
were taken prisoners, and reserved with the 
memorable “forty hostages,” most of whose 
bodies hung in & dreary row from the east. 
Even the horrible outrages that were witnessed, 
lately, beneath the burning skies of India, did 
not exceed those which were enacted upon the 
calm shores of the Archipelago. But it is im 
vain to recall the dark prints of the Moslem’s 
footsteps. 

Tanthe waited in agony, until she could en- 
dare it no longer; and when the noise at length 
ceased, she proposed to leave the hiding-place. 
Constantine, the little page, entreated her to al- 
Jow him to go and reconnoitre, and then retern 
for her. But this she would not allow; so they 
proceeded together. What a sight met her eyes ! 
The smoking and blackened ruins of her home 
awaited her, and a silence, like that of the dead, 
reigned unbroken. The beautifal stone houses 
of a handsome brown color, surrounded by 
marble balustrades, belonging chiefly to the rich 
merchants of Scio, were now « mass of stained 
and blackened walls. Three of these had be- 
longed to the father and uncles of Demetrius, 
and one to a relative of her own. Net a soal 
was visible. Janthe went intothe lonely houses. 
On the marble ftoors the fires had been kindled, 
destroying pictures, furniture and hangings, and 
in some, the walls had fallen down with the heat. 

But this desolation, although so complete and 
dreadful, scarcely touched her heart. Her 
thoughts were with the dear ones whom she 
missed, and the deep cry of her soul was for her 
father and lover. But where could she go, or to 
whom could she apply for assistance? Of the 
handred and ten thousand inhabitants of 
Scio, only a fifth part had escaped, while the 
rest had been murdered or sold into slavery. 
The retorning fugitives told her thie, as they 
gathered to their ruined homes. That her father 
had met with one of these fates, she was well 
assured ; and the thought of his gray head tram- 
pled in the dust, or bowing as a slave to the 
Moslem, was too much for her to bear. Now 
her miserable presentiment came back to her 
memory, as fresh as on that day—the last day 
that she had seen those most dear to her heart. 

Among the bodies that had been found, was 
that of a litthe Albanian girl, Constantine’s 
cousin, Ida Parios, and the tender grief of the 
boy over his only relative touched Ianthe to the 
very soul, amid her own deeper sorrows. 

Marcus Tharbores had escaped to the moun- 
tains, from thence in a caique to Spain, and 
from thence into Italy; but his daughter’s un- 
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certain fate brought him back before he knew 
whether it would be safe for him to visit her 
hiding-place or not. A weak, feeble old man, 
struck down as by a thanderholt, he returned to 
the spot which he had left well, strong and 
active. But she was there, in the otherwise 
desolate home, and was safe! 

The cares of Ianthe and Constantine soon re- 
stored him to comparative health; bat nothing 
could make the Greek maiden smile while 
Demetrius was dead or suffering, as she believed 
him. Not daring to leave the ruins until some 
tidings of him should be known, she and her 
father decided to remain in the habitable part of 
their dwelling, at least for the present; yet still 
with fear and anxiety. They knew not how 
soon before the iron heel might be crushing them 
egain. 

They were all three sitting upon the terrace, 
one golden evening, when the last beams of the 
radiant sunset were tinging the darkened walle 
of the buildings, and all things reminded Ianthe 
of the last peaceful eve that she had known 
there. Her quickened hearing discerned the 
sound ef footsteps in the distance, and ere long 
@ form was seen through the shrivelled branches 
of the lime grove. Her heart throbbed wildly, 
and a sudden dizziness: made her almost fall 
fro herseat. Constantine saw and heard, too ; 
but her father made no sign. 

“ Who can it be, dearest lady ?” whispered the 
boy. ‘“ Some news, perhaps.” 

“ Hush ! let me listen to those footsteps. They 
are his, Constaatine! let me go to him.” 

And scarcely a second had passed, ore she 
had floated down the avenue of limes, and was 
pressed to the living, beating heart of Demetrius! 
A spirit had seemed to whisper sweet tidings in 
her ear, and break the sudden truth more gently. 
The first anlooked for sight of his face might 
else have killed her. 

We cannot linger, except in thonght, over a 
meeting like this. Life hath few moments of 
perfect happiness; and theirs was dashed by 
the awful shadow of the Past, and by that inde- 
scribable dread of the Future which, until Greece 
‘was once mere free and happy, must have hev- 
ered over her children’s wronged aad bleeding 
hearts. 

or —__. 


MUSIC. 
Now Music feedeth on the silent air,— 
Like Ocean, who upon the moonlight shores 
Of lone Sigeum. steals with murmuring noite,— 
Devouring the bright sands and purple slopes, 
And £0, content, retires ;—yet music leaves 
Her soul upon the silence, aud our hearts 
Hear, and forever hoard those golden sounds, 
awd reproduce them sweet in after hours. 

Barny Comnwate. 





THE GREEK LOVERS. 


THE DEAD. 


“Earth to earth” and “dust to dust” ‘seems 
to have been the undeviating custom of primeval 
man, Adam, according to Persian tradition, 
was buried in the Island of Serendib, and mighty 
ions, for a long period, guarded the burial spot. 
The resting places of the first glorious women of 
the world are still pointed out by Holy Land 
gnostics—Eve and Sarah—Rebecca and Leah, 
sleep their last sleep, all quietly in the dust. Nor 
wes it till later ages that any other custom ob- 
tained, and that imported from a foreign land. 
Isaac was the first of the great patriarchate, who, 
by his son Joseph, was swathed in cere cloths, 
and so embalmed, placed in one of the hugo 
monolithal coffins of Egypt. Burning the bod- 
ies of the dead had probably its origin in the de- 
sire to prevent ill treatment being offered them. 





KEEPING PROMISES WITH CHILDREN. 


A h gentleman ef nervous temperament once 
called on Dr. Dwight, President of Yale College. 
One of the doctor’s boys was rather boisterous, 
and pestered the nervous gentleman somewhat, 
wherew, he said to him, “ My boy, if you 
will keep still while I am talking to your father, 
Iwill give you adollar.” Instantly the boy 
hushed down calm asa sleeping lamb. At the 
clese of the gentleman’s remarks, ho attempted 
to leave without giving the boy the dollar; bat 
Dr. Dwight was too fast for bim. He put adol- 
lar into the man’s hands, saying, ‘‘ You promised 
my boy a dollar for good behaviour. Give him 
that, as you promised. If, sir, we lie, our chil- 
dren will be liars also.” —ZJndependent. 


+ ore + 


BILESIAN GRAVES, 

* The word “‘beaatifal ” is peculiarly applicable 
to the Silesian cemeteries, which I have never 
geen exceeded in neatness. The Germans, who 
are generally fond of flowers, have adopted them 
as symbols of affection for their departed friends ; 
and every grave is planted with clusters of lilies, 
primroses, violets and forget me-nots, with here 
and there an evergreen. This method of cher- 
ishing the memory of those we love, is at once 
simple and touching ; the hand of the mourner 
rears its fragile emblems of human life, mingles 
her tears on the leaves with the dew of heaven, 
and when the blossoms wither and die, remembers 
she resurrection, of which all nature is a type, 
and is comforted.— AfiHard. 


rr + 
NEVER DESPAIR. 


True hope is based on energy of character. A 
strong mind always hopes, and has always cause 
to hope, because it knows the mutability of ha- 
man affairs, and how slight a circamstance may 
change the whole course of events. Such a 
spirit, too, rests upon itself; it is not confined to 
partial views, or to one particular object, and if 
at last all should be lost, it has saved itself—its 
own integrity and worth. Hope awakens cour- 
age, while despondency is the last of all evils ; it 
is the abandonment of good—the giving up of 
the battle of life with dead nothingness. He 
who can implant courage in the human soul, is 
itr best physician.— Von Arnebel. 


THE TORY’S NIECE. 


DAY-DREAMS, 





BY JAMES FRANKLIN FITTS. 





On the pleasant bank where the wild thyme grows, 
And the scented breese from the meadow blows, 

I have laid me down "nesth the clond-hung sky, - 
‘While the limpid rill that wanders by, 

The gentle murmur of wind-blown trees, 

‘The song of birds and the bum of bees, 

‘Like fairy strains o’er my senees glide, 

In a soothing, lulling, peaceful tide. 

Yet » sombre thought o’er my heart will steal, 

And {ts gloom and sorrow quick reveal, 
For still in each voice and whisper gay 
That floats abroad on this summer day, 
I have heard a sad and an earvest tone, 
A soft lament and 8 love-breathed moan; 
‘Yes—these are the words they seem to 88} 
‘Thou must pass sway—thou must pass away!” 


Is not earth to me still fair and bright? 

Do I hail with tears each morning’s light? 

Has my heart grown old?—do I hear no more 
‘With joy thy steps at my cottage door? 

Have I ceased, perchance, to call thee friend, 

Or wished that these heartsome days might end? 
Do I see no more in my nightly dream 

Her angel pinion brightly gleam? 

Nay—and still I turn from these scenes of earth, 
At the voice to which these ecenes give birth, 
‘And a shadow, garbed in a mantle gray, 

Ever falls, at the words, ‘ thew must pass away!” 





©, give me still mid these scenes to dwell, 
Not yet to utter a last farewell! 

Let me hold thy hand, my friend of old, 

Nor yet may our sad adious be told! 

Let me wander still on the earth’s warm breast, 
Nor yet in her frigid bosom rest! 

Still stroll at night on the moonlit hill, 

And list to the plaintive whip poor-will: 

Still shun the darkness and seek the light, 

‘Asa little child in its time cf tight; 

Still all awhile on life's placid lake, 

Nor cower in fear where its billows break! 

“Tt may not be! Thou hast lingered long,” 
Saith the wearying voice in its saddened song: 
“Thou hast had thy joy, thou hast kept thy feast, 
‘Thy days with mirth have still iocreased, 

And now, even now, in thy heart's fair May, 
‘Thou must pass away—thou must pass away!” 
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BY MRS, CAROLINB A. SOULE. 

“No, no, Bessie; this is the pleasantest way 
home,” and Arthur Mervale gently took his 
companion’s hand, and led her away from the 
dusty turnpike and over a sweet-smelling clover 
field, to where a thick growth of low willows 
marked the meandering of a beantifal river. 
Parting the lithe young trees, they soon stood 
upon its green banks and watched for awhile in 
silence the golden and crimson tides which the 
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sunset rolled over the dense forest that skitted 
the opposite shore, and the softly waving shad- 
ows which lay in the depths of the clear water. 

“Let us sit down here awhile, Bessie, and en- 
joy the glorious evening ;” and pointing to the 
mossy root of an old oak, he motioned her to 
rest herself there, and then threw himself on the 
short grass at her feet. 

“It grows late, Arthar,” said the young girl, 
as the shadows in the river lengthened and the 
sunshine on the forest faded. ‘My uncle will 
worry. Let us go,” and she half-rose to her feet. 

“Not yet, Bessie. You and I will soon see 
turbulent times, darling. Your uncle even now 
suspects my whiggery. Once convinced of it, 
our interviews will be atan end. I have borne 
much for your sake, dearest, but when the rap- 
ture really comes, as come it must soon, I must 
show my colors I cannot for a moment defend 
King George and his red-coated crew. My sym- 
pathies, my exertions, my very life itself, must be 
active in the cause of the colonists, for truly 
their grievances are terrible. So Bessie, sit still 
yet awhile.” 

He took her hand and fondly clasped it. He 
had never yet told his love in words, but his elo- 
quent eyes had spoken it many times, and the 
maiden had long known she was very dear to his 
heart. But now, in the quiet of that June twi- 
light, he whispéred to her all the depth and 
strength of his affection, and when she suffered 
him to fold her to bis bosom in such a warm, 
tender caross, he felt thatber lips, could she have 
mastered her emotion enough to speak, would 
have answered him in thrilling tones. 

“Now we will go home,” said he. ‘Come 
what will, my spirits will never falter after this, 
for now I know yon love me better than any 
other earthly one, and I know too that Bessie 
Van Zandt’s vows are never lightly taken.” 

Ic was a pleasant path, winding close by the 
river. Soft dews fell upon their heads; the in- 
cense of wild flowers, freshened by the evening’s 
coolness, floated all about them; the waters rip- 
pled against the shores in low music-tones; the 
moon shed a soft light on the scene, flecking the 
turf with waving lines of silver, and giving a 
fairy-like beauty to the calm waves of the Mo- 
hawk; a holy calmness seemed to have settled 
over everything, and one could almost fancy the 
earth was on her knees silently telling her vesper 
prayer. 

“‘ How sweet to die just now,” whispered the 
maiden. ‘“ Heaven seems very near.” 

“Sweeter to live, my darling, for heaven is 
here, in our own hearts—but hark! I hear the 
dip of paddies. Conceal yourself a moment in 
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the forest, while I creep into that thicket and see 
who’s coming. These are dangerous times, and 
we mast look out for foes on every side.” 

Scarcely had the maiden sheltered herself from 
observation behind the massive trank of an olden 
elm, and the youth himself in a thick growth of 
briers, whose tangled branches bent over the 
shore and swayed into the beaming water, ere 
there shot out from behind a little headland a 
light canoe with two oarsmen. They had evi- 
dently been drinking, for their talk, though lond 
and earnest, was strangely incoherent, and Ar- 
thur, thongh he listened keenly, could only glean 
from their broken, stuttering words, that a battle 
had been fought between the colonists and Brit- 
ish soldiers, and that they were carrying the news 
to old Ben Van Zandt, the uncle of Bessie. 

“Don’t tremble so, darling,” said the young 
man, tenderly, as the little boat out of sight and 
hearing, he hurried to the hidden girl. “No 
harm can reach you now, for are you not mine 
own.” 

“ But those men, Arthur. Did you not recog- 
nize them. I should know their voices in a thou- 
sand. They are Rupert Van Alstyne’s cronies, 
and hideous and gross as he is, they are yet more 
so. Satan himself could ask no fitter tools for 
his darkest deeds. I always shudder bnt to see 
them, and now they are going straight to my 
uncle’s. Ipray God, Rupert do not follow them.” 

“ There have been rumors afloat, Bessie, that 
your uncle would once have wedded you to him; 
is it 80?” 

“It is, Arthur;” and she clang closer to his 
arm, and then whispered hurriedly, “he would 
have sold me. Uncle, you know, is guardian to 
‘myself, and has until I come of age, the sole 
control of all the money my father left me. Ra- 
pert agreed to relinquish to him two thfrds of my 
dowry, if he could by any means, fair or foul, 
force me to marry him. O, Arthur, heaven and 
my own heart only knows what I have suffered 
from their persecutions. Of late, though, they 
have ceased to trouble me, and left me compara- 
tively free, bat I fear it is but some ruse. -I 
tremble every hour lest I- hear my uncle thunder 
out his commands that I prepare to marry him.” 
And she sobbed aloud. - 

Tender hands wiped away her tears, passion 
ate kisses stilled the anguish of her heart, and 
soothed at length by tho caresses and love-tones 
of her betrothed, the maiden ventured on, nearer 
and nearer her hated home. 

As they emerged from the forest on to the 
wide-stretching lawn that surrounded the amplo 
mansion of the Van Zandts, they beheld a crowd 
of neighbors, men, women and children, cluster- 
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ing about the two men who had arrived but s 
short time before in the canoe. They heard too, 
loud and vehement ejaculations, mingled with 
curses against the whigs and all who favored 
them. 

“Can you steal into the house quietly and 
without their seeing you, dear?” asked Arthur, 
as he drew his companion again into the shadows 
of the woodland. “It will not be best for me 
to show myself to-night, for they seem terribly 
exasperated, and the sight of me might move 
your uncle to violence against you. I will watch 
here till I see a lightin your chamber ; and, Bes- 
sie, should aught befall you, a note hidden in the 
hollow of that old oak, beside which we sat this 
evening, will bring me to your side, though Ru- 
pert Van Alstyne and all his crew were your 
jailors. Go now, precious one,” and he drew 
her yet again to his heart, and then watched her 
with a throbbing breast, as she glided noiselessly 
from one clump of shrubbery to another, till she 
gained the long grape arbor that led directly to 
the back porch. Five minutes later and a light 
shone from the casement of her room, while the 
white curtains were withdrawn and a figure which 
he knew to be hers, leaned forth as if to watch 
the evening’s beauty. A moment he stood in 
lover-like reverence, viewing the sweet picture, 
and then turned hastily away into the forest and 
was soon far away. 

‘Well was it for the maiden that she had lin- 
gered no longer with him beside the river’s brink 
or on the edge of the dim woodland, for scarcely 
had she thrown aside her cape and bonnet and 
seated herself beside her work-stand, ere a heavy 
footstep was heard ascending tho stairs, and in 
another instant a loud, imperative knock at the 
door Seizing’ some needle-work that lay besidg 
her, she said calmly, ‘‘ Come in, sir,” and then 
looked up as if wondering to see him. 

“So you're home, are you, Miss Bessie?” ex- 
claimed he, in disappointed tones. “ Well, it’s 
lucky for you, for if I had found you out scout- 
ing the woods with that chicken. hearted Mervale, 
you wouldn’t have seen daylight again for many 
along day. And now listen to me, girl. I’ve 
had news to-night,—curse the rebels and the 
name of Bunker IIill too—I say I’ve had news 
to-night, which will oblige me and every other 
King George man to buckle on their armor forth- 
with, and which will make me know too who are 
and who are not our friends; and, mark me, 
girl, yon speak no more to Arthur Mervale till 
he shows his colors. If he put on the red coat, 
well and good—but if not,” and he grated hia 
teeth and hissed rather than spake—‘ I'll have 
his heart’s blood outof him. And listen farther. 
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In one week’s time Rupert Van Alstyne will be 
here to join me and my troops. On the day af 
ter his arrival I shall give you to him—ay, mar- 
ry you;” and he bent his eyes fiercely on her. 
“To-morrow the wedding gear will arrive, and 
yourself and aunt and the girls in the neighbor- 
hood, may cut and sew as fast as your fingers 
can, for all must be ready withont fail in eight 
days’ time. And mind me, Bessie Van Zandt; 
one word from your lips against the match, and 
you are aprisoner in this room, on bread and 
water till the wedding day,” and without wait- 
ing for the reply, which her quivering lips seem- 
ed striving to utter, he strode away, slamming 
the door violently after him. 

With a groan that seemed te come from her 
heart’s core, the poor girl threw herself on the 
bed and for hours lay weeping on her pillow. 
Not until the old clock in the hall had pealed the 
midnight chimes did she lift her weary head, but 
then she sat up and seemed for awhile lost in 
thought. Her uncle would have quailed could 
he have seen how stern grew the lines about her 
lips, and how passionate the glance in her dark 
eyes. Some desperate resolution was evidently 
about to be taken by the hitherto timid girl, for 
she soon rose, and lighting a fresh lamp, she 
noiselessly unclosed her doorand crept on tip-toe 
to the dark garret. Fitting from amongst a 
bunch of keys that hung to her girdle, one to an 
enormous trunk, she took from it an old-fashion- 
ed black bonnet with a widow’s veil, a dress and 
“cardinal” to match, a pair of antique shoes, 
some mourning glovesand a reticule. Carrying 
these down to her room and hiding them in her 
closet, she returned, and having re-locked the 
trunk, opened a chest filled to the brim with male 
apparel. Clean down to the bottom went her 
little hands, and then she shudderingly drew 
forth a brace of pistols, and with the exclama- 
tion, ‘they saved my father’s life many and 
many a time—I'll see now if they will not save 
his daughter’s honor,” she hurriedly bore them 
to her hiding place. Then leaving the lamp, she 
groped down the broad staircase that led to the 
front door, and gliding like a ghost inte the low, 
gloomy parlor, she opened a closet door and took 
from a drawer within it a heavy door key, and 
then rapidly regained her room. 

“Now,” seid she to herself, as she flung her 
trembling limbs upon her bed, “now, I defy 
him. How lucky, nay,” and she crossed her 
arms devoutly, “how providential that he ence 
lost the key to my room, when he held me pris- 
oner here, and was forced to forge another, and 
how blessed a moment was it, when I learned 
where he had hidden it, when he found the old 
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one. Uncle, uncle, may God forgive you the 
sins you would commit against your brother’s 
child—that brother too, who almost worshipped 
you,” and then she prayed and strove to sleep, 
bat not until day-light was streaming into her 
window did her troubled thoughts give her rest, 
and then her slumber was but a fitful one. 

She met her aunt and uncle at the breakfast 
table with an assumed composure that did credit 
to her strength of nerves; she washed and re- 
placed the breakfast dishes with a quiet, steady 
hand, and then telling Mrs. Van Zandt that the 
strawberries were ripe enough to gather, she 
threw on her sun-bonnet, took a couple of pails 
and went out towards the south meadow. Fora 
long time her uncle stood and watched her as she 
flitted over the soft green grass, stooping at eve- 
ry other step to gather the scarlet clusters; then, 
seeming to be satisfied, he tarned away, and 
mounting his horse which had been long waiting, 
he rode hastily to the north. An exultant smile 
rippled over Bessie’s lips as she heard the tramp- 
ling of old Ned’s hoofs die away in the far dis- 
tance ; yet she still kept busy at her task, grad- 
ually however drawing nearer and nearer to the 
forest. Once under the shadow of its olden 
trees, she dropped her pails, half-full both of them 
with luscions berries, and darted like a fawn 
through its cool, dim paths, till a sudden angle 
brought her to the river’s brink and only a few 
steps from the trysting tree. Drawing from her 
bosom a note, she hid it in the hollow, and then 
rapidly retraced her steps and was soon wander- 
ing over the green meadow, a low, fiute-like note 
trembling in the soft cadences on her rich lips. 

An hour afterwards and she entered the cool, 
airy kitchen, with both pails glowing to the brim 
with the delicious fruit, and handing them to her 
aunt, said carelessly, “I’ve been quick, haven’t 
I, to gather so many ?” 

“Spry as ever, Bessie. I shall miss your 
nimble fingers mach when you are gone—but 
come to the parlor now and see the new goods. 
Old Obadiah brought them up in his canoe just 
after you went out. See here,” and she dis- 
played satins, silks and laces, “you will havea 
bridal outfit such as a queen might covet.” 

“Indeed, aunt, I tell you once for all, I’ll have 
none of it,” said Bessie, and a queen might 
have envied her the dignity with which she spoke. 

“Why, Bessie—Bessio—don’t now, dear,” be- 
gan her aant, who secretly feared old Ben Van 
Zandt as much as even did her niece, and who 
dreaded the effects of his wrathful temper if she 
sheuld finally refase to become Van Alstyne’s 
bride; “make the best of it, dear. If he isn’t 
handsome, he’s rich you know, and—” 
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“Ugly as sin—bad as the evil one,” interrapt- 
ed Bessie, warmly. ‘I tell you, aunt, I will not 
marry Rupert Van Alstyne. I will die first and 
you may tell uncle so,” and she swept from the 
room and hurried out on to the lawn and to the 
tiver’s edge, where unmooring a little canoe, her 
own especial property, she paddled it to a little 
island about half a mile down the stream, where 
again securing it, she leaped on to the grassy 
bank and hid herself in a rustic arbor. Fora 
few moments she was a pitiful sight, wringing 
her hands, beating her bosom and sobbing and 
wailing as though her heart were broken. But 
her emotions were too violent to linger long, and 
she soon grew quiet save that great tears rolled 
down her cheeks, while her lips moved impetu- 
ously. Suddenly a little bird, a yellow-throated 
warbler, lighted on the grape vine that swung 
above her head, and poured forth such a flood of 
melody that she involuntarily hushed her sobs to 
listen. Louder and more cheerily sung the bird, 
and presently another and yet another gathered 
on the bending bongh, till it quivered beneath 


_their tiny feet, and the whole golden air seemed 


but a breath of melody. 

“Free and hence happy,” murmured the maid- 
en, as she sought in her pocket for a biscuit, and 
crumbled it at her feet. ‘If ye were captive 
how soon would your bright wings languish and 
your sweet tones be hushed. Eat them up, pret- 
ty ones,” as they flew to the ground and gather- 
ed about the sweet morsels, ‘and then sing to 
me, for many a day may pass ere.I listen again 
to the notes of these forest birds. It is my last 
day of freedom here—I know it—I feel it and ”— 
with a sudden resolution, “I will enjoy it too.” 
And rising, she wandered over the fairy isle, 
plucking the broad-bladed grass, the June roses 
and lilies, and the soft mosses that clung to the 
olden roots of the massive oaks. Then regain- 
ing her seat in the arbor, she braided the grasses 
into a necklace and bracelets, and wove a crown 
from the roses and lilies, and wreathing her dark 
eurls and her fair bosom and snowy arms with 
the floral offerings, she leaned her head against a 
rustic column, and closing her eyes gave up her 
thoughts to s sweet reverie. She had not meant 
to sleep, but the low breathings of the wind 
among the leaves, the soft music-notes of the 
birds, the chanting of the waves against the little 
island, the ripple of the current as it swept over 
its rocky bed, were all mesmeric tones, and ere 
Jong lulled her into a slumber as deep and dream- 
Jess as that of nursery childhood. 

Time passed on. The noon mark glided off 
the bank, and the lengthening shadows told that 
the evening hours were fast coming on. Still 
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the maiden slept; but not long now is her quiet 
and blissfol rest to remain undisturbed. A 
canoe comes sailing down the stream, urged on 
by strong and violent hands, even those of Ben- 
jamin Van Zandt and his two meet allies, the 
cronies of Van Alstyne, who had come up the 
eve before. 

“ She is here,” growled the first, as he caught 
a glimpse of her little shallop, as it lay moored 
to the pretty isle. ‘Heaven grant we find her 
whig lover by her side!” But to his chagrin, 
nothing met his eyesight but the lovely girl, look- 
ing like some rare picture, as she lay there in her 
motionless beauty. Rudely does he arouse her, 
shaking her white shoulders with his brawny 
hand, and crying in her ear, “ Wake up, you 
jade! wake up, I say!” 

With a wild scream she opens her eyes, but a 
glance at the fierce-looking men about her so 
appalls her dreamy senses, that she sinks at once 
into unconsciousness. How long her swoon 
lasted she never knew, but when she again 
awoke to life she was a captive in her room, a 
cup of water and a slice of bread beside her. 
The last beams of sunset were streaming through 
the casement. She arose and looked out. A 
canoe was just putting off with the two fiends, 
and as it darted away, she heard her uncle say : 

“ Bid him not fail me. He must be here by 
Monday, for on Tuesday is the wedding.” 

«May be,” murmured Bessie, and went back 
to bed. She counted the hours as they were 
chimed by the old clock, till twelve was struck. 
Then rising, she drew a sheet about her, and 
took her key from its hiding place. For an in- 
stant her heart failed her. ‘If he should have 
left the key in the lock,” said she. But he 
hadn’t, it rested beneath his sleeping head. She 
turned hers noiselessly, and opening the door 
passed through some back rooms till she came 
to the servant’s stairs. Ascending, she entered 
the kitchen. The hearth was still warm, and 
uncovering the embers, she lighted a candle, and 
then taking a plate, and knife and fork, went 
resolutely down cellar. There was a stone 
closet there, and she knew well the way to it, for 
her own hands usually prepared the dainties that 
were set there to keep fresh and cool. Throw- 
ing off her sheet she prepared to partake of some 
supper, for she had eaten nothing since break- 
fast. Bits of cold chicken, currant tarts, seed 
cake and cream cheese made a very comfortable 
meal, after which, securing something as palate- 
able for her subsistence the next day, she went 
back to the kitchen, blew out the candle and re- 
placed it, and then: stole noiselessly to hor 
chamber, and back to bed. 
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Shortly after the usual breakfast hour, she 
heard her uncle’s steps ascending the stairs. 
They paused at her door; then the key was 
fitted and turned in the lock, and he entered 
with a tray containing bread and water. 

“ Bessie,” cried he; but no response came 
from the curtained bed. “ Bessie! Bessie Van 
Zandt!” And his tone grew impatient. 

“ What?” said she at length, queralously. 

“O, you're there, are you, you jade? I 
didn’t know hut you had jumped out of the 
window.” 

“T think too much of my neck,” said she, 
crossly. 

“0, you do, do you? Well, lest it should 
enter that young whig’s brain to rescue you by 
@ ladder, I'll see to-day that bars are fastened 
again into the old stanchions. But first I ask 
you, and I ask it for the last time, will you marry 
Rupert Van Alstyne ?” 

Bessie rose up in bed, and looking like a 
young priestess, with her loose white robes 
shrouding her shoulders, her long, dark hair 
pushed carelessly from her forehead, falling in 
heavy masses about her neck, she said with an 
emphasis that rung in his ears fer many an hour: 

“T tell yon no! Benjamin Van Zandt; I 
always told you so. I will neither marry him, 
nor shall you have my gold.” 

“And I tell you you shall marry him!” 
thundered the uncle. “When you leave this 
room, you leave it to become a wife.” And he 
turned away and locked the door. 

“Ay,” murmured Bessie, and a beautiful 
smile played about her lips, “ for once you spoke 
the trath.” And then she lay down again, nor 
did she lift her head all the weary day, save 
once, and that was when the blackemith entered 
to rivet on the iron bars. But at midnight she 
sallied out again, took her supper in the gloomy 
cellar, and then, grown bolder by last night’s 
security, went out upon the lawn, and stood 
awhile under the moonlight. And every eve- 
ning she did the same till the Sabbath came. 
All that day she sat by the window cautiously 
watching every motion and noise of the house- 
hold. She saw them all go out at half-past nine, 
and embarking in canoes, paddle up stream to 
the little settlement where the old Dutch church 
was built. She saw them come back at four in 
the afternoon, and knew just when they took 
their supper. She saw the cows ‘drove home 
and milked, and then just before sunset, she 
watched her uncle and aunt and the two aged 
servants clamber into the farm wagon and drive 
off. She knew they were going to a prayer- 
meeting some four miles south, and she knew 
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the house was deserted by all save Hannah, the 
trim little Dutch girl, whose lover came regularly 
on Sabbath evenings to do up his courting. 

“Nowis my time,” said she. ‘To-morrow 
Rupert will be here, and he has a thousand eyes. 
Heaven aid me to escape them.” And with 
childish reverence she sunk upon her knees and 
prayed. Rising, she undressed, and after form- 
ing out of blankets and sheets a something that 
resembled a human figure, she dressed it in her 
clothes and laid it carefully upon the bed and 
drew the curtains. Then arranging herself in 
the old-fashioned garments that had been her 
mother’s years before, and hiding her father’s 
pistols under the ample “ cardinal,” she unlocked 
the door, closed it andturning the key and care- 
fully withdrawing it, went noiselessly down the 
front stairs and into the parlor. Here she 
crouched in silence for an half hour or more till 
she was satisfied that Hannah and John were 
deep in love’s mysteries, when she ventured 
boldly out of the front door, and flying rather 
than walking across the lawn, was soon hidden 
in the welcome shadows of the forest. With 
hurried steps she ran on through its misty depths, 
nor paused to draw an easy breath till she had 
reached the old oak. Taking a note from its 
hollow, she hid it in her bosom, and then un- 
fastening a light canoe that lay a few yards dis- 
tant, she sprang into it and was soon sailing 
down the Mohawk. Five, ten, fifteen, twenty 
miles she glided, almost like a bird, too, for the 
wind and current were in her favor, and accus- 
tomed from childhood to a paddle, it required 
but little effort for her to sail so far. 

“JT must be near him now,” said she, “for 
there twinkle the lights of the ‘Plain’ settle- 
ment.” And turning the prow of her boat toa 
little cove, she fastened it to a sapling, and then 
springing on shore and hiding in a thicket, she 
cautiously sang the first line of an old fashioned 
love song. The midnight echoes caught it up, 
and the refrain came back to her from hill and 
river. She waited awhile and then sang again, 
but this time with a quivering lip. Again the 
echoes brought the sweet tones to her ear, but to 
her joy the song ended not with the last word she 
had so tremulously uttered; a second line 
sounded on the breeze, and rich and mellow were 
the tones, and in another instant, a manly form 
was bending over the canoe, and a manly voice 
crying: 

“ Bessie, dear Bessie, is it you?” 

“Ay, Arthur.” And the maiden glided 
from the thicket. She had forgotten her dis- 
guise, and wondered to see her lover stand 20 
mutely before her. ‘Have you no words of 
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greeting, Arthur; O, Ihave endured much for 
you.” 

“ Bessio—is it Bessie 1” 
hand. 

She comprehended it all then, and tearing off 
her bonnet stood before him in the moonlight 
with her soft dark curls drooping over cheeks 
and shoulders. 

“It is my own, my darling!” And he clasped 
her fondly to his heart; but for a moment, 
though; then leading her up a steep bank and 
through some tangled underbrush to where the 
turnpike lay parallel to the river, he mounted her 
on a fleet steed, and leaping on to another, gave 
spurs to both, and never halted till at sunrise the 
little village of Schenectady lay at their feet. 
Arthur had friends there, trusty and generous 
ones, and they stood ready to welcome him and 
his fair friend. But only for a few hours did he 
accept their hospitality. When the noon stage 
set out for Albany, the two fugitives entered it, 
and the other passengers marvelled much at the 
chivalrous devotion the young man showed the 
aged lady, little dreaming of the fair brow, the 
radiant eyes, the crimson cheeks and sweet lips 
which were hidden underneath that widow’s veil. 

At sunset they crossed the Hudson, and mid- 
night found them at an old farmhouse on the 
turnpike, between Albany and Hartford, the 
abode of one who had once been servant in 
Arthur’s paternal home. 

“Do you know of any safer place than this, 
‘for our little ranaway ?” esked Arthur the next 
morning, as they all sat in the old-fashioned 
porch, and he glanced affectionately at the pale, 
but beantifal face of Bessie. 

“TI think Ido, Master Arthur,” said the mid- 
die-aged man whom he addressed. “My wife 
and I talked the matter over this morning early, 
for well as we would like to have the lady’s com- 
pany ourselves, our home is too publicly situated 
and too often visited to be a very secure refage 
for her. But,” and he lowered his voice and 
looked cautiously about him, “but about five 
miles from here, in the depths of the forest, there 
resides an aged couple to whom Miss Bessie’s 
presence would be not only acceptable, but 
agreeable in the highest degree, and once there 
her safety is secured, for not all King George’s 
crew could spy the road that leads to that little 
cabin, for two miles of it is through a dark 
marsh, where every inch of ground quivers like 
quicksand beneath the lightest tread. I may 
tell you a little of their story. They are the de- 
scendants of high-born English families, and for 
years dwelt in stately halls, happy as their hearts 
could wish. But tronbles many and dire came 
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upon them. Their sons were dissolute, and 
came to untimely and violent deaths; their 
daughters, only two, byt beautifal as angels—I 
have seen their portraits—married unprincipled 
men, and after a few years’ absence from the 
parental home, came back to die of grief. And 
while yet their hearts were bleeding with these 
sorrows, accusations of treason were lodged 
against the father by those whom he had trusted 
in as brothers, and with only a moiety of his 
wealth he fled in the silence of night time. 
France first offered him an asylum; then Hol- 
land ; but his persecutors were on his track, and 
in desperation he finally put the sea between him 
and his native land, and found an humble but 
secure home in the depths of yonder forest. Ac- 
cident made them known to me some five years 
since. They were obliged to trust me, and have 
never yet regretted their confidence. Since then 
Ihave gone between them and the world, and 
smoothed their rough life in many a place. They 
are growing feeble now, and for along while my 
wife and I have gone over there twice a week, to 
assist them in their work and to lessen their Ia- 
bors, and they haye lately said to me that if I 
could procure a female attendant whom they 
could trust, and who would be contented in that 
lonely spot, they would be glad to secure her 
services, and would recompense her well. I am 
going to them to-day, and if Miss Bessie will 
venture there with me, I can promise her a safe 
and pleasant home so long as she needs an asy- 
lum, and a father’s and mother’s care, until—’”’ 
He hesitated. 

Arthur finished the sentence, “ Until she can 
have a husband’s.” And then added, “ And I 
may accompany you thither ?” 

* “No, Master Arthur, it is best you shodldn’t, 
for many reasons, the chief of which is, if Van 
Zandt or Van Alstyne should question you as to 
the runaway’s asylum, you can say honestly you 
know not where she is.” Then’ noticing the 
young man’s downcast look, he added, “It is 
only till Christmas, youknow. Once of age, she 
will not need to hide from them, even if she 
should not at once accept a hew legal protector, 
and then you can hear from her so often. Every 
week I can bring letters from her, and send them 
to you, for travellers will be all tha time passing 
by to theeast. And now my opinion is, that the 
sooner we set out the better, for as yet no one 
knows of your arrival.” And calling one of his 
sons he ordered three horses saddled, saying to 
Arthur, “ You may ride with us to the edge of 
the marsh, and if you please, wait me there.” 

They were soon on the road, Bessie pale and 
sad at the thoughts of her strange parting and 
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uncertain reunion, for her lover was going at 
once to join the American army, yet striving to 
wear a brave face that she might keep up his 
spirits, while he, though sorely out of heart, yet 
whispered only encouraging words to her, telling 
her to hope on, even in the darkest hour, for a 
cottage home, fair and beautiful would yet be 
built far hor on the banks of her native river. 

‘Too soon was the swamp reached, and, O, the 

egony of each, as after their unspoken farewell, 
the one reined in his steed under an old tree to 
await the farmer’s return, and the other, the gen- 
tle maiden, turned into the dismal depths of that 
dark, miry, almost pathless morass. 

“Don’t try to guide the beast,” said Solomon, 

«« just give him the rein; he knows the path, for 
my wife has rode him through here many a time. 
And don’t be afraid, my dear,” marking how 
pallid grew the face that looked up to him. 
“You are safe, now, almost as if you were in 
heaven. Just cling to your saddle, and I’ll soon 
have you ina quiet home.” And they rode on. 
“On hard ground again,” exclaimed he, as after 
& tortuous journey of an hour, their horses’ hoofs 
rung ona stony road. “Courage, my dear, we 
shall soon be there now.” And after half a 
mile’s ride through o beautiful grove, they 
emerged into a little clearing which seemed to 
Bessie’s astonished eyes like a patch of beauty 
dropped from heaven. In the centre stood a 
small log house, so overrun with clinging vines 
that it seomed at first but a green and flowery 
mound. To the south of it a little garden 
stretched away in natural terraces ; on the east 
a small but luxuriant fruit orchard reared its 
gracefal young trees, whose branches even thus 
early in the season hung low with their promises 
of a gold and crimson harvest. To the west a 
meadow, soft and mossy as an English lawn, 
sloped down to a silvery brook, whose birth- 
place was in the rocky hill, a little to the north, 
down whose steep bank its pure waters came 
leaping and singing, with bright rainbows spark- 
ling ever about its fairy pathway. Back of the 
rustic lodge, a cool, dim, yet magnificent forest 
stretched away till its long aisles met the feet of 
hoary mountains which completely shut in the 
little nook from the great world beyond. 

“ Alight and rest awhile here,” said Solomon, 
as leaping trom his own horse, he assisted Bessie 
todismount. “ You will find a cool, shady ar- 
bor in the garden, with a spring rippling beside 
it, Go and sit there till I tell them of your 
coming.” 

Besaie did as she was told. It was a lovely 
spot to which she was directed, trailing roses and 
honeysuckles clambering in tangled masses over 
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a frame-work woven from wild grape vines. A 
couch of skins, soft and white, lay piled upon 
one side of the little arbor, and with the welcome 
feeling that here she might rest, Bessie threw 
herself upon them, first taking off her antiquated 
garments and attiring herself in the simple mus- 
lin robe she had brought with her from her 
uncle’s. Dimly shone the blue sky through the 
interlacing tendrils; shimmering and dancing 
among the restless leaves stole a few June sun- 
beams; soothingly did the warm south wind 
whisper amid the beautifal foliage, flinging sweet 
odors over the maiden’s brow, and now and then 
dropping a crimson petal on her pale cheek; 
butterflies fluttered over the flower beds; little 
birds sang in mid-air, and the pure spring bub- 
bled up in low, silvery chimes. The weary girl’s 
senses for a while enjoyed keenly the fair sur- 
roundings, but nature, overtasked, soon pleaded 
so eagerly for sleep, that she closed her eyes 
and was soon wrapt in a slumber as profound 
and sweet as the one she had enjoyed when last 
she visited the fairy island in the Mohawk. An 


‘hour passed on undisturbed. Then footsteps 


drew softly near, and soon an aged man and 
woman look in uponher. Tears gather in their 
eyes as they watch the beauteous picture, and 
murmuring to each other, “She is like our own, 
and we will shelter the poor lamb,” they turned 
and left her to sleep on. 

“Tt was all a dream, then,” whispered the 
young girl, as a while after she unclosed her 
eyes, “a fearful dream, and 1 am still on my 
own green island.” And for a while she dozed 
in that blissful state of semi-consciousness which 
is so like to heaven. Gradually, however, she 
remembered all, and with an earnest wish to learn 
whether she could rest awhile in that woodland 
home, safe from her pursuers, she hurriedly 
went towards the house. An aged matron, with 
a face of angelic sweetness, stood in the rude 
doorway, and kindly motioned her to come in, 
and as she crossed the threshold, threw her arms 
about her, saying : 

“I know your story. Be to us a daughter, 
and we will be parents.” And then the aged 
man rose up, and fulded her to his heart, saying 
kindly, “Our child, our daughter Bessie.” 

Months passed on. The summer riponed into 
autumn, and that, sear and brown a‘ter a brief 
stay of gorgeous colors, sank into the bare, white 
arms of winter. Winds howled drearily through 
the swamps, and snow drifted over the flower 
beds and deep into the window sills and on the 
porch. The voice of the brook was hushed, and 
the songs of the birds were lost. Lonely and 
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desolate looked that little log cabin; but it was 
only upon the outside that cold and dreariness 
reigned. Inside there were warmth and light, 
and hope and joy. Christmas had come, and 
Bessie was free. 

“ Pile on the Yule log now,” said the old man 
to Solomon the younger, who had been brought 
across the swamp when winter set in, todo up the 
hard chores, “and set it blazing brightly too, for 
our guests will soon be here. Ho, Bessie Van 
Zandt, is all ready within ?” 

“Yes, father,” said the maiden, coming from 
an-inner room, “will you come now?” And 
she led him across a dark, narrow hall, to the 
back room of the lodge. ‘‘ Does it not look fit 
for a bridal ?” 

“Ay, darling. I did not dream that you 
could have fitted it up so out of those old chests. 
Verily, Arthur Mervale will think he has stum- 
bled into fairy land, when after leaving that dark 
morass and gloomy forest, he is ushered into a 
seene like this.” And he glanced admiringly 
around. 7 

Carpets, soft and beauteous as flower gardens 
in June lay upon the floor, while the walls were 
hung with crimson drapery, gracefully looped 
here and there aside to give a glimpse of some 
sweet picture-face. The ceiling was snowy 
white with cloud-like lace and masses of muslin ; 
and pendant from it in the centre, arf antique 
lustre-lamp, wreathed with winter clover, the 
bright red berries contrasting finely with the 
dark green foliage. There was no fuarnitare, 
for it was impossible to transport heavy articles 
over the treacherous swamp road, but the Yule 
logs blazing in the fireplace threw a mellow light 
upon crimson cushions and divans, giving to the 
room an air of oriental splendor. 

“Ay, it is fit for a bridal, darling, and now go 
and array the bride, for the groom will soon be 
with us.” 

A whistle, long, loud, and yet mellow withal, 
rang through the lodge. 

“Tt is he—it is Arthur,” said the maiden, and 
half-fainted. 

“ Be brave now, little one. Go and dress. I 
promised hirh « bride, and in bridal garments he 
shall see you.” And tenderly the old man led 
her to another room. : 

A robe of soft, white satin soon fell in graceful 
folds about the slender form, while a veil of rich 
old lace that had shaded an earl’s daughter when 
she wedded, hung over the dark curls. 

“Come, daughter, they are impatient,” said 
the old man, tapping at the door, and he led her 
forth, and into the bridal room, where Arthur, a 
clergyman in robes, the faithfal Solomon and his 
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family, and the aged lady of the house were 
waiting. 

“«Make them one,” said he briefly to the maz 
of God, and ere the betrothed had shaken hands, 
kissed or clasped each other they were husband 
and wife. 

Then the guests left them, and the wedded 
lovers for long hours enjoyed that sweet comma- 
nion of the soul which a treacherous kinsmss 
had sought to still forever. An old-fashioned 
English supper followed and the bride decked a 
Christmas tree for Solomon’s little children, and 
danced and sung with themtill their little golden 
heads drooped on the cushions in sound slumber. 
Then the elders, gathering about the hearth-stone, 
sat till morn was gray in the east, talking and 
listening. 

At sunrise the guests departed, and Arther 
and his bride and their two aged friends spent 3 
happy week together. It was settled, then, as it 
had been partly arranged before, that Bessie re- 
main in the Woodland Retreat, as she bad 
named her place of refuge, till the war was ended, 
when they would seek a home beside the Mo- 
hawk. And for seven long years she dwelt there, 
seeing uo one, save Solomon and his family, aed 
her two aged friends, her solitude cheered ocea- 
sionally by brief visits from her husband. In 
the third year of her quiet life there, a little son 
was given to her, whom at the old man’s request 
she named William Glenville, nor dreamed that 
it was after one of England’s proudest lords. 
With the birth of the little one, new life and 
beauty seemed to throng about that forest home, 
and when Arthur could tear himself from his 
army duties, and spend a few days there, it 
seemed as “though the days of heaven had come 
upon the earth.” 

Peace was declared at length, and freed fer 
ever, he hopefully trusted, from his epaulettes, 
Arthur hastened up the Mohawk to demand his 
wife’s dowry, and to build for her the litle home 
they had so often sketched. He found no treach- 
erous uncle now, ‘for a rude tombstone had 
marked for years the grave where Benjamin Van 
Zandt had found rest from his evil deeds, and 
close beside it slumbered the remains of his 
meet ally, the crafty Van Alstyne. The eld 
family mansion was deserted save by an old 
crone, whom with difficulty Arthur recogaised 
as the aunt of Bessie. - 

“ Take it, yes, take it,” said she, with maniac 
wildness, as he at length made himself known. 
And hobbling into the dark, dusty garret, she 
drew from an old chest the title deeds to Bee- 
sie’s lands, and then limping down into the 
dark, musty cellar, she pointed out the stone that 
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marked the hiding place of Bessie’s gold. “‘ They 
stored it here, he and Rupert,” she whispered 
hoarsely, ‘to have it handy for their use; but 
they never touched a dollar; they died, thank 
God, before they had the chance. And this is 
not all,” said she, more calmly, as she sat at 
eventide with him in what had been Bessie’s 
chamber. “All that I have is hers. I only ask 
that she let me live with her, and that she love 
me till I die, for O, I am so tired of living here 
alone—so weary with having none to care for 
me.” And she bowed her head upon her 
shrivelled hands and wept. 





“ We shall be very lonely, Bessie, when you 
and little William go,” said the old man of the 
Retreat one morning, as the happy wife read 
aloud a letter from her husband, telling that the 
cottage was nearly finished, and describing its 
beantiful location, with the Mohawk’s waters 
gliding sofcly almost before its door and the fairy 
isle lying green and lovely in full sight, and a 
gravelled walk leading to the old trysting oak. 

“Bat you and mother will go with us too,” 
said Bessie. “Of course you will; hasn’t 
Arthur planned a picturesque wing to either side 
of the main cottage, one for you and one for 
aunt? O, we shall be happy household 
there!” a 

“ Yes,” said the old man, dreamily, “mother 
and I will go, and we will be a happy household.” 
And he leaned upon his staff and slept as he was 
wont to do when weary. 

They were sitting in the old rose arbor, and 
Bessie after a while went to the house and left 
him there. But as the afternoon shadows 
lengthened, she sent her little Willie to call him 
in, for she feared the October air would prove 
too cool for his aged limbs. 

“ He wont wake up, mother,” said the child, 
tearfally, “he ‘keeps saying, ‘I am going.’ 
Where is he going?” And the little one looked 
up inquiringly. But his mother did not hear 
him, she had flown to the garden, and was 
already holding the whitened nead upon her 
breast. 

“T am going, going, Bessie—mother will come 
—we shall all be there,” murmured he, and then 
the blanched lips were still, and one of Eng- 
land’s mightiest lay dead. 

They buried him in the edge of that dim old 
woodland, at the foot of an aged oak, and within 
sight and sound of the white waters of the hill- 
side falls. Ard ere a week had faded, they 
opened his grave again to the daylight, and ten- 
derly placed upon his heart the gentle being he 
had 60 long called wife. No monament towered 
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the grass grew thick and green above them ; the 
crimson wild rose and the blue-eyed violet 
wreathed the grave with beauty; the sunlight, 
quivering through the oak leaves, threw golden 
stars upon it all day long, while the moonlight 
flecked it with silver in the night; spray from 
the waterfall gave it continual baptism, while the 
chanting of its waves was like a low sweet dirge. 
They rested well, the earl and his high born 
lady—as well as their proud ancestors who slept 
in the sculptured chapels of old England. 

If Bessie had -toiled for that aged couple 
through seven long years, merely for gold, well 
would she have felt herself repaid, when the 
earl’s will was read, fora princely fortune in gold 
and gems was hers; but like a true woman, she 
had done it all for love, and though she prized 
her added wealth for the good it would let her do 
to suffering hundreds, she would have given it 
all up freely, could she but have had the dear 
ones back again, and dwelling with her in her 
fair Mohawk home. 

That picturesque cottage on the banks of that 
beautifal river! J.ike some rare old painting it 
stands before my memory now, with the sunset 
arching it with golden bows and tinting the tall 
green trees that shadow it, with amber hues; the 
rose vines clustering about every casement; the 
soft lawn sloping to the water's edge, and dotted 
with fragrant flowers; and fairest of all, that 
little shallop, floating down the stream, with 
Arthur Mervale at the oars, and Bessie the gen- 
tle, saint-like wife in the prow, with a fair baby 
on her knees, and at her feet’ two sunny-headed 
little boys. Sweet Bessie! meekly and bravely 
didst thou bear life’s early trials. Wife and 
mother ! thou art crowned with glory now. 





TRUE POLITENESS. 


As to pelicano many have attempted to de- 
fine it. I believe it is best to be known by de- 
scription—detinition not being able to comprise 
it. I would, however, ventareto call it “ benev- 
olence in trifles,” or the preference of others to 
ourselves in little daily, hourly occurrences in 
the commerce of life. It is a perpetual atten- 
tion to the wants of those with whom we are, by 
which attention we either prevent or remove 
them. Bowing, ceremonies, formal compliments, 
stiff civilities, will never be politeness— that must 
be easy, natural, unstudied, manly, noble; and 
what will give this bat a mind benevolent and 
perpetually attentive to exert that amiable dispo- 
sition in trifles to all you converse and live with. 
—Lord Chatham. 





+ 
LOVE. 
Love is blind, and lovers cannot see 


‘The pretty follies that themselves commit. 
SaeKksreaRe. 
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ONLY A JOKE, AFTER ALL. 


BY M. A. ATHERTON. 


“Anp when are you to be married, Annie?” 
asked my friend, Lucy, as I carefully laid aside 
my bridal veil and wreath which I had been 
showing her. 

There was something in the tone of her 
voice that struck a pang to my heart, though I 
knew not why, and I answered hastily, while the 
warm blood mounted to my cheeks: 

“In two weeks from to-morrow evening, if 
nothing happens to prevent.” 

“And that there will anything happen you do 
not expect?” said Lucy, looking seriously into 
my face. 

“Of course not, why should J, dear? Two 
weeks is not a very lengthy period, certainly, 
and before half that time has cxpired Walter is 
coming to Elton.” 

“You are sure of this ?” queried Lucy. 

“As sure as we can be of anything,” I replied. 
“Are you a prophetess? Can you peer into 
futurity, and tell me if there is any reason why 
this shall not be so?” 

“Tam no prophetess,” sighed Lucy, “and 
yet—” 

“And yet, what?” I demanded, impatiently, 
irritated by her manner. 

“And yet, Walter may never come to you. 
Tf he should not?”—she did not finish the sen- 
tence, but fixed her eyes keenly upon my face. 

“There are no ifs about it,” I said. ‘“ What 
has taken possession of you that you appear so 
strangely?” 

“T dare not tell you,” was the slowly spoken 
reply, “but to-day I learned something dread- 
fal.” 

“Dreadful? What can itbe? Walter, no— 
nothing has happened to him,I am sure. Tell 
me, do not torture me a moment!” 

“ Walter—” 

“ What, Lucy? I shall go crazy—you'll kill 
me if you do not tell me wy cried, grasping her 
hands and holding them firmly. 

“Walter is married !” 

“Married, Lacy—married—is that all? Did 
you think to frighten me with such an absurd 
story as that? Shame!” I laughed hysterically 
as I said this, and tears gushed freely from my 
eyes. 
“It is true, Annie ; I read it in to-day’s paper, 
Mr. Walter Mayo to Miss—Mise—I can’t 
think—” 

“Helen Stickney?” I gasped, grasping her 
hands again. 
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“Yes, that was the name. They were mar 
ried in Boston.” f 

“Have you the paper? I cannot credit what 
you may have seen. I must read it—read it 
myself.” ‘ 

She drew it from her pocket and pointed to 
the marriage list. My eyes seemed starting 
from their sockets asIread. My senses were mot 
to be trusted, it could not be, and yet, and yet 
there it was, plain, simple and indisputable : 
“Mr. Walter Mayo of Elton to Miss Helea 
Stickney of Boston !” 

Walter Mayo—my, my Walter, married to the 
proud, wealthy city belle! 

“Go from me, Lucy, please,” I said, tarning 
away. ‘‘ Forget this—me—go!” 

I staggered to » chair as she left the room. I 
pressed my hands to my throbbing temples. I 
tried to believe myself in the midst of some hor- 
rid dream, from which I should soon awaken. 
I would not keep back the tears; I would not 
suppress my wild sobs of grief; I would let them 
come—the dreadful spell would sooner pass 
away. But no, there was no change. My 
heart grew heavier every moment. The light 
that streamed in at the windows was not that of 
the early morning, upon which my eyes had just 
opened. There were sounds of busy life about 
the house; the children were out upon the 
grassy lawn. I had heard their merry shouts, 
and watched them at their play nearly all the 
long summer’s afternoon. There were Sowers 
upon my table; real flowers that my little broth- 
er had brought me in the morning, when the 
dew was on them. I was awake, alive! The 
dreadfal weight on my heart and brain was a 
reality. Before my eyes was a proof of my 
wretchedness—in my hands I held it. God pity 
me, it was real, real ! 

“Mr. Walter Mayo to Miss Helen Stickney,”’ 
that was all! all but my hoart was breaking. 
My brain whirled like a maniac’s. ‘This mighty 
truth clasped itself about everything. Ik was 
within me, and around me—above me and be- 
neath me. There was no leaving it, no forget- 
ting it. There was no rest for me; constantly 
my heart must bear up its terrible load of grief. 

“And yet it was no wonder,” I thought, while 
the calmness of despair settled upon me; “no 
wonder that he should prefer the brilliant, ac- 
complished city belle to me, me the simple, 
quiet, unpretending country girl! I had often 
heard him praise her; she was like a sister to 
him, he had said. Perhaps, of a sudden he had 
found that he loved her better than me, God only 
knew! But, O, it was so cruel, s0 hard to bear! 
I could not—could not live!” 
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“Did people ever die suddenly, when such 
griefs came upon them?” I wondered. Hf so, 1 
believed I was dying. I rose and went to the 
mirror. My face was as white as death; my 
eyes as wild and starinz as though I was wreet- 
ling with the great conqueror. Lines of purple 
lay aboet my lips, which looked as if they were 
frozen ; frozen with such a pitifal expression of 
woe dagnerreotyped upon them! I clasped my 
icy hands over my eyes to shut out the picture 
which I had not strength to turn away from. 
My senses seemed leaving me, as with a low 
moan of agony going from my lips J sank help- 
lessly upon the floor. 

‘When I awoke to consciousness I was in my 
mother’s room, lying upon her bed, with her dear 
face, anxious and tearfal, bending over me. 
“I was dreadful sick,” she said. “She had 
found me lying like one dead, upon the floor of 
my room. How long I had been there she could 
not tell. She bad not called me at tea-time, 
because she thought I went out with Lucy Car- 
Tier, and had not returned. The doctor said I 
must be quiet.” 

“The doctor?” I repeated, wenderingly, 
staring absently into her face. 

“Yes, dear, the doctor—good Dector Owens, 
here he is, now,” and she stepped aside that I 
might see him, bat I turned my head away, 
murmaring : 

“Walter, Walter!” 

“Do you wish to see him?” asked the good 
old man, pressing his cool hand upon my 
forehead. 

“See him? 0, no, no, sir!” I cried, a sud- 
den strength coming upon me, at the thought. 
“I shall never see him again ?” 

“Well, well, you needn’t dear, don’t mind jt,” 
he said, soothingly, believing me delirious. 
“ There, there!” 

Tsank wearily beck upon my pillow, and as I 
did so, I heard my mother whisper myname. I 
listened attentively. 

“ Had we better telegraph to him?” she said. 

“ There is no particular cause for your doing 
so. A letter sent in the mail to-morrow morning 
will answer as well. I do not apprehend any 
serious results from this attack. Do as you 
please, however.” 

“T guess we'll send to-night, then. Walter 
can come then in the first train to-morrow,” an- 
swered my father. 

“Don’t, don’t send for “him,” I cried, spring- 
ing wildly up. “If you love me, do not let him 
know thatI am ill. I shall be better soon. Do 
not look at me so, Iam not delirious; I know 
what I am saying—don’s send for him !” 
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“ Why not ?” asked my mother. 

“ Because, because,” I faltered, “ Teannot tell 
you why !” 

“What is it, child?” queried my father. 

“ Walter will never come here again for me; 
he is—” 

«© What ?” 

“He is married to some one else! Fread it in 
to-day’s paper!” I said. 

“To-day’s paper?” repeated my mother. 

“Yes, it is in my room, go for it !” 

The paper was found, and the evidence of 
Walter’s perfidy read by each member of the 
family, before the wretched truth could be real- 
ized, thena blank silence followed, and my 
mother eame to my bedside, and put her dear 
arms lovingly about me, and said, if all others 
failed, she should always remain true; that she 
should rather suffer from his fickleness a thon- 
sand times over, than bear up under his guilt, 
and that it was all right, all for the best, even 
though my heart broke under the burden which 
bore down upon it. 

How from my inmost soul I blessed that 
mether for the comforting words she spoke to 
me, and while I nestled closely in her arms, like 
a frightened, grieved child, and felt her warm 
tears upon my cheeks, her tender kisses upon 
my lips, through my sorrow, a little vein of joy 
found its way, and I thanked God for my 
mother—for my mother’s love! 

In a few days I was up and about the house. 
The pride that had been numbed by my first 
shock of sorrow, took up life again and came 
{nithfally to my aid. I puta seal upon my lips. 
Upon them should linger no regrets; play no 
words of passionate tenderness ; tarry no names 
which had once been uttered with so much. of 
gladness. My heart should prison all its griefs, 
thongh in their rebellion, it were torn and broken. 
Pride should be the stern sentinel which I would 
set to watch over it, Pride the sexton which 
should bury from the eyes of the world my woes ; 
the mutilated corpses of my once brilliant hopes. 
‘The world should have no tombstones to look: 
upon, and say, that insuch a place my dead was 
lying ; J, and I only must know the silent rest- 
ing-place. 

And thus the days went on, till the time set 
for Walter’s coming was at hand. The story 
of his marriage had spread rapidly through the 
village. Every gossip was busy with the rare 
piece of news. If I went upok the street, I was 
watched as eagerly as though I were a condemn- 
ed criminal, or a wild, ferocious animal, that was 
bent upon some fatal mischief. Some said that 
1 was most heart-broken; others that I was 
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nearly insane, and others still, that I had settled 
away into a sort of stupor from which I should 
never be roused ; that in all human probability I 
should not live but a short time. God knows, 
I prayed that the last might be so, that every 
day I asked earnestly never to see the light of 
another; the bridal robes laid away so care- 
fally might be my shroud, at the time I had 
thought I should become a blessed, happy wife. 
* The day on which Walter was to come dawn- 
ed at last. I knew, I expected that it would be 
& wretched one to me, and I shuddered when its 
light broke clear and rosily in at my windows. 
O, how everything mocked me, on that morning ! 
The mist rose up like a fragrant breath from the 
lowlands at the first warm kiss of the sun, and 
lay like a white mantle at the feet of the sweet, 
green hills. The fields stretched away, glisten- 
ing in the sunlight, as though their mantles were 
studded with costly jewels ; and the birds hymned 
out their praises, rich and clear upon the morn- 
ing air. In all this glory how wretchedly, how 
wickedly I cursed the very fate that bade me 
look upon it—live to see it. 

Iput on my bonnet and shawl and wandered 
out into the woods, where no human voice could 
reach my ear, and then when the silence grew 
more terrible than the busy, bustling sounds of 
homan life, I went back to the village again; 
wearily towards home. I went past the depot. 
A train of cars had just that moment come in. 
Ihad promised to meet Walter there, at that 
very hour. I tarned back, I knew not why; 
perhaps I thought to cheat myself for a moment 
into the belief that I should meet him as I had 
promised ; that the past week was a myth, a 
dream. As I did so, a well-known voice sound- 
ed upon my ear. Itumed quickly around, the 
blood receding rapidly from my brow, cheeks 
and lips. Merciful Heavens! Walter Mayo 
was standing directly before me, with a beautifal, 
showily dressed woman leaning on his arm ! 

“O, i€ I could but be away from this spot!” 
I thought, as @ terrible faintness came over me. 
“Was pride frightened from her post again 4 
Should I give up there, sink before all those cold, 
criticizing eyes? No, no!” and with a strong 
effort I moved on, directly past them. As I did 
80, Walter’s gaze fell upon me. 

“Ah, there is Annie,” he said, “this way, 
Helen,” and going towards me he held out his 
hand. 


I drew back. A rapid, angry light shot from 
my eyes. My lips quivered, my whole frame 
trembled with emotion. I would not bear his 
insalts, and every word that he might speak to 
me, after the great wrong be had done, was, in- 





deed, an insult. I tooked disdainfully at his 
proffered hand and tarned away. 

“Why, Annie, what is the matter, you are 
looking as white as death?” he exclaimed, lay- 
ing his hand upon my arm. “Why do you 
tarn away so—what does this mean?” 

O, how the tenderness of his voice went 
down to my heart, and plead with the stern sen- 
tinel pride! How it roused my quiet dead—my 
dead that I had placed in their graves—the cold, 
ivy graves of forgetfulness ! 

“And why do you dare speak to me, sir!” I 
said, ina voice hoarse with passion. “I have 
no words to waste apon you!” - 

“Annie, Annie, I cannot believe my senses— 
what is the meaning of this ?”’ 

“ Your heart is baser than I thought, if you do 
not know the meaning. Let me go, I have noth- 
ing to say to you. I cannot wish you and your 
beautiful bride joy, even, for ia my heartI have 
only curses, curses for you! that is all.” 

“Bride, bride, Annie, are you mad? I have 
no bride!” 

I laughed his words to scorn as he uttered 
them. ‘Do not add another falsehood to the 
pyramid that you have already raised,” I said. 
“And yet, what could be the use of such a 
denial,” I thought, as the words died away upon 
my lips. f 

“ You shall not go, until youexplain yourself,” 
he said, grasping my hand, firmly, as I turned 
away again. “Speak, Helen, teli her that I 
have no bride, and never hoped to have, but her !’” 

“ But,” I began, hesitatingly, my voice grow- 
ing strange and hollow, “but what did that 
mean—your marriage—in the paper?” 

“My marriage—is it possible—did that cursed 
joke reach you? And have you been crediting 
it all this while?” 

“Is it not true? O, Walter, Walter!” 

“Sure, Annie, as I hope for heaven, it is not! 
Some malicious person, I know not who, sent 
the marriage to the paper, and the first I knew of 
it was by the report which began to circulate 
among Helea’s and my friends. O, if I had 
only known of this! and still I ought to have 
known how it would have been, my poor, dear 
Annie! You are faint—see, Helen, how white 
she is growing!” And taking me in his arms 
as though I had been an infant, he bore me rap- 
idly to a carriage, holding me tenderly to his 
breast, while passionate regrets and words of 
endearment fell from his lips. 

‘Ah, what is the use to prolong my story, read- 
er. We were married at the appointed time— 
and I have no wish to die, out of all the bleseed. 
happiness that surrounds me. 
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THE PRETTY APPLE GIRL 








BY M. H. MACNAMARA. 








‘The lily was not whiter 
‘Than the pallor of her face; 
The stars were not brighter 
‘Than the eyes wherein I trace 
A look of pensive sadness, 
As if life were ebbing low— 
Of» son! unused to gisdness, 
Of a heart attuned to woe! 


Her form was thin and gracefa), 

And her hair was darkly brown; 
Her step was slow and faltering, 

As she wandered through the town; 
Of every stranger asking, 

‘With smile and voice to charm ; 

‘Will you purchase of the apples 
In the basket on my arm?” 


Some would pause to pity her, 

And note her faltering step; 
« Pretty maidens passed her by, 

‘And in silent sadness wept, 

To think that one s0 beautifal— 
‘They knew that she was good— 

Should toll thus in mid winter 
For a scanty livelihood. 

fhe lsbored for s helpless man, 
‘And old and blind was he; 

‘The grief that goawed hie daughter's heart, 
‘The old man could not see. 


He could not see her pale, wan face, 
Nor her lustre-fading eye— 
He little knew that suflertog heart 
‘Was soon about to die! 
‘The angels came one summer eve, 
And sang around her bed; 
And when the morning brightly dawned, 
‘The suffering child wae dead! 
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BY FREDERICK WARD SAUNDERS. 


“Now, do you mean to say, Jinx, that you 
really have so much trouble with mosquitoes as 
you try to make us believe?” inquired my friend 
Johannes Tauros, as we sat at the breakfast 
table of our boarding house. 

“Confound you, can you look me in the face 
and say that same to me?” I asked, turning 
fiercely upon him. 

Johannes laughed, and well he might laugh, 
for my features presented a carious study for a 
painter—or a glacier either. Iam particularly 
sensitive to the bite of insects, a mosquito com- 
monly leaving a lump rather smaller than a 
door knob, and on the night before, the wretched 
little trumpeters, having carried my mosquito 
bars by assault, proceeded to carry mein the 
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same manner. I generally sleep en my right 
side, with half my face buried in the pillow, and 
my nose gracefally twisted towards the left. It 
was while lying in this unprotected position that 
the cowardly villains found me and basely shed 
my blood. One look in the glass in the morn- 
ing did my business fer me, as far as my temper 
was concerned, for that day at least. 

O what a sight was there, my countrymen ! 
Did youever? No I never! The right side 
of my face still retained the look of serene 
beauty which is natural to it, but the other, the 
unprotected side, baffles description, as writers 
say when they intend to describe the aforesaid 
bafiler. My “damask cheek ” was swollen up 
even with the nasal promontory, my forehead 
was so remarkably protaberant that a phren- 
ologist who would have set down Webster’s per- 
ceptive facalties at ten, would have placed me at 
ten thousand. My left eye was nearly closed 
and had a horrible squint; half of both lips 
were altogether too “ pouting” even for the 
most sable among our colored brethren, and the 
whole concern was of a lovely brick color, with 
here and there a blotch of dark purple, and be- 
sides all the rest it itched slightually. 

I was painfully eonscious what wide differences 
of opinion my appearance would create in the 
minds of the various people I should encounter 
through the day. The pretty young lady passing 
on my right would wonder who that handsome 
young divine could be, and where he would 
preach next Sunday. The equally pretty girk 
on my left would shrink to the utmost edge of 
the walk to avoid that horrid man who must be 
& murderer or worse. 

“It’s very singular,” persisted Johannes, ma- 
liciously, “how a few harmless insects could 
give you such a truly marvellous mug as -you 
are sporting this morning—that is, sapposing 
that your sudden deformity is really owing to 
them, as you say it is.’” 

“Do you doubt my word, sir?” very fiercely 
indeed. 

“Not at all, my dear Jinx-—-quite the contrary. 
T have always considered you a gentleman who 
would speak the truth upon all occasions—yes, 
and upon a pinch, even more.” 

A langh all round the table at my expense did 
not tend to improve my temper, but I had sense 
enough to restrain my anger, for to have seriously 
resented what was evidently intended as a harm- 
less joke, would—as no one could look me in the 
face without laughing—have been a little too 
absurd, 80 I contented myself with spluttering 
out: “I suppose you don’t “ave bany such hia- 
sects in Hengland ?” 
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“OQ yeswedo. Bat have been thinkmg how 
very strange it is that as my room adjoins yours, 
I should have so little trouble with them, while 
you suffer so much, and here’s Tompkins, too, 
who rooms with you; I oan’t detect a single 
blotch upon the whole vast expanse of his 
countenance. By the way, Jinx, you didn’t get 
home till after twelve last sight, you must have 
seen something of that fireman’s row jast below 
here. A blow of a fist on the side of « man’s 
face—wiN—sometimes—” 

Johannes paused, and gased musingly into 
the depths of his coffee-cup, while the rest 
of the boarders quaked with merriment. This 
was too much for me, ao fiercely swallowing the 
last of my steak, I hastily tossed a cup of coffee 
down my throat the wrong way, which’ choked 
mre to such a degree that it was at least two min- 
ates before I succeeded in catching my breath, 
with a great gasp, I rese from the table, knocked 
over my own chair, caught my foot in the skirt 
of a lady's dress, and with my face buried in my 
handkerchief choked and barked myself out of 
the room. 

Some three hours later in the day I was seated 
in my office very busily engaged in scratching 
myself, when in walked Tompkins. 

“Well, Jinks, what do you propose to do 
about it *” he asked, as he brought himself and 
the sofa together with a great flop that knocked 
a cloud of dust out of one or both of them. 

“Be hanged if I'know. The fact is, now that 
T’ve had time to think of it, I don’t blame any 
one for raising a good laugh; I should have 
done the same thing myself.” 

« Jinx,” retarned Tompkins, solemnly, “I’m 
astonished at you. The time has been when 
you would scarcely have allowed yourself to 
breathe until you had get something handsome 
in train for a fellow that has set the whote mble 
laughing at yeu, and you must doit now. Taint 
fair towards me, taint patrictic neither to let a 
foreigner get the better of you before the whole 
house, even if he is a good fellow.” 

“Well, to tell the truth, Tompkins, with the 
exception of scratching myself, I have done 
nothing else this morning than try to study up 
some smart joke to make John Bull laugh out of 
the other side of his mouth at breakfast, bat so 
far I’ve hit upon aothing.” 

“Well, I have,” rejoined Tom, trinmphantly. 

ee You a7 

“Yes, me; and the slickest of it is, that I will 
place him im the identical fix you were in your- 
self, only worse. What suy you to employing a 
gang of skeeters to walk into him to-night ?”’ 

“Pooh, what a fool you are! How do you 
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propose to raise the varmints¢ I fancy I see aa 
advertisement—“ Notice to skeeters out of em- 
ploy. Wanted, one thousand able-bodied 
skeeters, to whom good—” 

“Don’t trouble yourself about that part of it,” 
returned Tompkins, rabbing his claws in great 
glee at the prospect ef a good practical joke, 
“the skeeters are already hired, and waiting for 
business.” 

“ Bat how the deuce—” 

“Just what I am going to tell you You 
know back of onr store is an old rain water cs 
tern, that hasn’t been used since the Cochiteste 
water was brought in. Well, this morning I 
was poking about the yard, when I happesed to 
knock the cover off the cistern, and up flew s 
dozen er more skeeters right in my face. No 
sooner did Isee them than it put me in mind of 
something I couldn’t think of. So I slammed 
the cover back again to keep them in until I 
could make up my mind why the sight of them 
had struck me so very curiously. First they 
naturally reminded me of your scrape; then I 
imagined how you would have felt in that cis 
tern ; then I thought how any other fellow would 
feel, and I had my planat once. Running hack 
to the store, I got three or foar pieces of netting 
about a yard square. One of these I mskes 
into a sort of bag and holds it down snug to the 
opening of tke cistern. Soon as the cover was 
off, the skeeters sees the light and begins so rise 
by dozens and twenties till the bag was as fall 
as it ought to be, with a proper regard to the 
comfort of the animals themselves; then I ties 
a string round the neck of the bag, and did the 
same with three others, and there they all are, 
humming and buzzing away like so many bee 
hives’ nests. And I tell you they are skeeters— 
monsters. J’ll bet any man a dollar many of 
them will weigh a pound !” 

“A pound—pooh |” 

By jingo, it’s afact. You needn’t take my 
word for it, bat just see for yourself. There's # 
dollar I'll lose on it.” 

I began to fear that Tompkins was getting ® 
little out, and I looked at him with a good des! 
of anxiety. He never appeared more serious. 

“ Do you mean to say thet what you have 
said about their weight is true?” asked, epesk- 
ing very slowly and decidedly. 

“True as the Bible, and you mast be msant 
to donbt it, I said many of them woald weigh 
apound. I didn’t say a few would, but mary, 
a great many; probably about the namber there 
isin the cistern.” And Tompkins forthwith 
went into fits upon the sofa, in his delight s# 
heaving put an old se wpon me. 
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The apartment occupied by Tompkins and 
myself is a large room with two long windows, 
looking upon a pleasant, shaded court, each 
window being provided with a small balcony, 
just big enough for two chairs and four legs, but 
neither communicating with the other except by 
passing through the room. The room adjoining 
ours — which was originally intended for the 
sleeping-room to the parlor which we occupy— 
has the same arrangement of window and bal- 
cony, thongh only one of each; there is a door 
between the rooms, which can be opened at any 
time by removing a chest of drawers and turn- 
ing a key—both on our side of the door. This 
small, adjoining room is occupied by Johannes 
Taurus. 

As the red-faced centre of the solar system 
was scratching the many-colored western clouds 
together into a nest, preparatory to setting, 
Tompkins and myself were effecting a felonious 
entrance into the apartment of our victim. The 
chest of drawers was easily removed, the key 
turned, the door opened, and there we were. 
After some deliberation as to where to place our 
live stock, we decided upon the cupboard be- 
neath the wash-stand, as being the place in which 
he would be least likely to look, and also the 
nearest to our door, where we could most 
easily control the movements of our winged allies. 

Accordingly the three bags of concentrated 
venom were deposited in this receptacle, each 
bag having two strings attached to its mouth, 
for the purpose of opening them at pleasure ; the 
strings then led through gimlet holes in the 
back of the sink, and so beneath the door lead- 
ing to our room. All being now arranged, we 
had only to wait the progress of events. As 
the company in the parlor were separating for 
the night, Johannes remarked with sarcastic 
pleasantry : 

“T hope, my dear Jinx, the mosquitoes wont 
trouble you as much as usual to night.” 

“Thank: you,” replied Jinx, ‘I hope you 
may not be annoyed by them either.” 

“Pooh!” said Johannes, contemptuously. 
“ The idea of making such a fuss about such in- 
significant creatures. If I never have any 
greater annoyance than they can produce, I as- 
sure you I shall not be deprived of any sleep, or 
bore any one with complaints.” And Johannes 
glanced loftily around at the assembled. ladies, 
who in their turn glanced admiringly at the 
stoical hero. 

Jinx meekly acknowledged that some men 
possessed an infinitely greater amount of courage 
and endurance than he did himself, and quietly 
retired. | 
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Abont half past eleven a heavy step ascended 
the stairs and entered our friend’s apartment. 
‘We applied our ears to the door. First one boot 
and then ‘nother were tossed across the floor; 
then the various buttons rattled as they were 
thrown across the backs of chairs; then the bed 
squeaked with the weight of a person who had 
evidently thrown himself upon the outside, as 
the night was intensely sultry—then a variety of 
gasps, yawns, grunts and snorts gradually died 
away into long, regular breathing. 

“Now for it,” whispered Tompkins, taking 
hold of one of the strings and gently drawing it 
toward him. It was a moment of intense anxi- 
ety. The string might break, the bag not open, 
or some unforeseen accident occur. I plastered 
my ear up snug against the key-hole and held 
my breath. Presently there was a slight buzzing 
of a few moequitoes as they found their way out 
of the bag, every moment increasing in number 
and variety of note, until we were satisfied the 
bag wasempty. We now watched the symptoms 
of the patient intently. For a few moments he 
snored in happy unconsciousness; then came 
uneasy breathing, and rolling from side to side ; 
then sudden drawing up of the feet, and still 
more sudden kicking of them out again, accom- 
panied with a vigorous rubbing of the hands and 
arme, slapping of the forehead, etc., and at 
length a waking up, a mild swear, and the chunk 
of two heels as they struck the floor. 

“What in Satan’s name is all this?” we 
heard him mutter, as he danced about the floor, 
alternately scratching himself with spiteful claws 
and slapping his hands together in the vain at- 
tempt to slaughter some of his assailants. The * 
bright light of the fall moon streaming into the 
long window revealed the number of the intruders, 
and the thought seemed to occur to him to drive 
them out, for seizing a broom-brush in one hand 
and a towel in the other, he began flourishing 
about, “‘shooing ” and “‘scatting” in the most 
absurd manner, fondly imagining they would 
take the hint and depart through the window. 
Itis perhaps unnecessary to say that they did 
nothing of the sort. On the contrary, taking 
advantage of the useless exposure of his person 
while flourishing his implements of warfare, they 
settled upon his back, legs, neck and face in such 
vast and hungry numbers that he could endure 
itno longer. Dropping his towel and brush, 
with a howl of pain he dove into bed and under 
the clothes, head and all, as I judged by the 
deep, stifled breathing which was more like 
sobbing. 

“ He can’t go that long,” said I to Tompkins, 
who was choking with suppressed laughter. “It’s 
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too everlasting bot to sleep long with the head 
under a blanket, and the varmints will bite 
through a sheet as well as if it wasn’t there. 
Stand by to open another bag when *he turns 
out.” 

I had taken the precaution to bar our own 
windows with netting, so that if the mosquitoes 
should take a notion to go out of his window, 
they couldn’t get in at ours. So, taking my 
pipe and pushing out the netting like a bow 
window over the balcony, I seated myself com- 
fortably to watch proceedings. As I had antici- 
pated, our friend didn’t stand it long under the 
bed-clothes; at the end of three minutes he 
came to his feet with a bounce, dragging all the 
clothes with him. 

“O lord, I can’t stand this—this beats the 
D—D—Dutch,” he moaned, as he pranced fran- 
tically about the room, slapping and spanking 
himself with the greatest animosity. 

“Give him another dose,” I whispered to 
Tompkins. 

The fresh volley of shrill trumpetings that 
reached the ear showed that Tompkins’s lines 
were in good working order, while the continuous 
scratch, scratch, écratch, dig, dig, dig ; slapping, 
spankiog, moaning, swearing and gritting of 
teeth, showed equally that the mosquitoes them- 
selves were in good working order. 

“Are you up, Johannes?” I asked, in ‘a care- 
Tess tone, as he approached his window in one of 
his paroxysms. 

“Eh, hullo!” he exclaimed, poking his head 
out and seeing me upon the balcony. “ Why, 
are you up, too—and dressed? What’s the 
matter? Can’t you sleep? Are you troubled 
with—” 

«No, not at present—are you ?” 

“Yes—that is—no. There are a few in here 
I beliove. But do you mean to say there are 
none in your room ?”’ he asked, in a tone that had 
something of despair. 

“There was one here, a while ago.” 

“ One!” he muttered, gritting his teeth, and 
dodging back to give a sly cut at his legs. 

“Bat I drove him ont,” I continued. ‘‘ Pos- 
sibly he may have come into your room, if there 
are any there.” 

“T think he-has done so—yes, I think he must 
have come in hére,” he said, alternately chafing 
his ankle with the opposite foot with such celerity 
that he appeared to be dancing a jig. 

“T would have killed him if I could,” I con- 
tinued. ‘‘ But then I suppose you don’t mind if 
he did come in, they trouble you so little, you 
know.” 

“O no, I don’t care—I rather like ’em,” he 
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answered, bitterly, as he made anether attempt 
to effect a lodgement in his room, but almost ix- 
stantly retarned, wrapped up in a long dressing. 
gown that reached to his heels, and seated hia- 
self on his balcony, a strong detachment of the 
enemy following him out, and harassing his 


rear. 

“ I don’t wonder, Johannes, that you have bat 
little inclination to sleep on such a night as this,” 
I began, in my most sentimental tone. “ What 
could be more truly heavenly than the lovely 
scene before us? All nature is in repose; there 
is not a zephyr to shake the diamond dew-drop 
from its setting of emerald, not a sqund reaches 
the ear, save that of distant music, not even an 
insectis astir—” (Johannes swallowed a moea 
and gritted his teeth). ‘“ At such a moment,” 
continued, “‘it is almost impossible to realize 
that evil passions, suffering or pain can have 
an existence on this beautiful earth—” 

At this moment the moon, which, for a little 
while had been behind a cloud, came ont in fall 
splendor, showing up our friend to great advan- 
tage. There ho sat, in nothing bet shirt and 
dressing-gown, his body bent half double, his 
feet fiddling against his ankles and shins inces- 
santly, his hands in full play, keeping his head, 
neck and each other free from the enemy, his 
usually red face now a perfect flame, swollen 
and streaming with perspiration, while an im- 
mense flock of mosquitoes formed a perfect halo 
round his head—for all the world like the rays 
about the setting sun—the expression of his 
countenance being precisely that of » malignant 
demon with an excruciating stomach ache. 

This picture, in connection with the sentimen- 
tal speech I was trying to get off, was too mach 
for Tompkins, who, stuffing his handkerchief into 
his month and holding his ribs with both bands, 
laid down upon the carpet and rolled in an agony 
of silent side ache. 

“ Yes, my dear Johannes,” I went on to say, 
“it is the delicious repose and quiet of the hour 
that we enjoy so much, the total absence of all 
disagreeable—” 

“ By thunder and lightning, I’ve got it!” 
yelled Johannes, springing fall six fect from the 
balcony, and in at his window at the same time. 
The next minute we heard the sound of ranning 
waters ! 

Johannes Taurus, Esquire, passed the trifing 
remainder of the night in a bath-tub, and it was 
the talk of the whole house next day, that he was 
having his window fitted with ono of the finest 


mosquito bars ever seen. 
= = + —____ 
Every rose has its thorne; you never find» 
woman without pins and needles.—Jerrold. 
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BY ANNA M. BATES. 
Saintly kneeling down to pray, 
In the convent old and gray, 
From the sounds of life away. 
In no ’broldered raiment fine, 
Tu her locka no Jewels shine, 
And no flowers luxuriant twine. 
But her robe of serge is gray, 
And ber dark hair, put away, 
As she kneels alone to pray. 


‘Why is she in girlhood’s bloom 
Barled in this living tomb— 

In this narrow convent’s gloom ?— 
Round the nuns are koeeling low, 
Still as statues made of snow; 

But they do not heed or know— 
How in thought she sees once more 
Bisters round the cottage door, 
With the vine leaves shadowed o'er, 
And the mother’s meek, brown eyes, 
And the father's mournfal sighs 
Now before her vision rise. 

All because the fairest flower 

Is transplanted from their bower, 
To the gloomy convent tower. 


Sorrowful she thinks how late 
Did she paint the votary’s state 
Heavenly, beautiful and great; 

When she thought the cloiater's gloom, 
And the conyent's quiet room 

Dearer than the miles of home. 
Broken now the rosy spell, 

And the organ’s lofty ewell 

To her 1s a mournfal knell. 

Kneeling by the altar stone, 

Does she count, with many a groan, 
Her beads over one by one. 


Ah, poor heart, that bleeding lies 
*Neath this heavy sacrifice, 

Only God may lift thine eyes. 

Daly He can make it light, 

How the book and priestly rite 
Are not worship in his sight. 

No more doth His presence stay, 
In the convent still and gray, 
Than within the world’s great fray. 
There he strengthens feeble hands, 
There he helps the toiling bands, 
Weary on life's burning sands. 
And frem out their thorny wayn, 
Asin heaven's eternal days, 

Rees up His prayer of praise! 
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Ir was on a sunny day in June, between ten 
and fifteen years ago, that I stood among a group 
of young girls, speaking farewell words to each 
other on leaving our boarding school, a few miles 
distant from the British metropolis. For three 
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years we twelve had dwelt together as one family, 
little or no change having taken place in our 
home during that period. But the time had 
come when we must part, and if there were some 
hearts almost overflowing with joy, it was not 
unmingled with pain at the approaching separa- 
tion from well known and long loved compan- 
ions. Perhaps of the whole group I myself was 
the saddest, for the past three years had been the 
happiest of my life, and my prospects in the 
fature were far from brilliant. Without a relative 
in the world nearer than a cousin of my father’s, 
who was a man in years, it is not wonderful that 
Ihad bestowed on some of these fair girls the 
long-smothered affection of a heart which had 
always pined for a sister’s love. 

Among our nomber were two American gitls, 
one from sunny France, and one who had in- 
herited from an Italian mother the peculiar 
characteristics of that people; the restelike my- 
self were English born, and with no remarkable 
traits to distinguish them from other pretty, 
Gentle natives of our Saxon soil. ©f the party, 
my favorites had always been two beautiful 
Americans, nor was J alone in my choice. The 
strong will of Olivia Hallets, united to her great 
personal loveliness, had unanimously gained for 
her the title of queen among us; while her 
friend Ruth Clements, almost equally beantiful, 
and far more lovable, was looked on as a sister 
by most of the girls. 

Olivia had o clear, transparent complexion, 
heavy, dark hair and glorious eyes; nothing 
could be more seautiful than the tint on her 
cheeks, or the rosebud freshness of her crimson 
lips; yet those eyes could flash and the fall lips 
curl in a deeper scorn than I ever have beheld on 
a face since. Jt was little wonder that our good 
governess felt such anxious svlicitude abont the 
future fate of her most gifted, graceful and 
wealthy pupil, since there was no mother to keep 
loving guard over the young heiress. 

Ruth Clements was very different in appear- 
ance, and I thought even more beautiful than 
her companion ; but it was the beanty of a true, 
pure spirit, looking forth from deep blue eyes, 
eyes in which every thought and feeling were- 
mirrored so clearly that all hearts were involun- 
tarily drawn towardsher. Ruth also was moth-- 
erless (this was one cireumstance which doubt- 
tess made so strong a sympathy between us. 
three), bat no one, looking on her pure white 
brow, and calm, resolved face, ever felt any fears 
for her future. Troubles might come, but you- 
felt that under that beautiful form was hidden a 
spirit equal to combat lifo’s hardest struggles. 

As both these girls were liberally supplied with 
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money, and had wardrobes far surpassing any 
that their companions possessed, I need scarcely 
say that during the firet year at school there was 
both envy and ill-feeling, but in a community 
like that, time causes each one to find their own 
level, and it came at last that no one questioned 
their right to superiority. 

I had so often heard Ruth and Olivia speak of 
their homes in New York, that when the time 
came for parting it needed an effort to repress a 
feeling of envy at their happiness. Before me 
loomed up the gloomy prospect of the old Lon- 
don house where I had passed my joyless child- 
hood, and where for aught I knew the remainder 
of my life was to be spent; while they read and 
re-read the letters which told of the fond impa- 
tience of two loving fathers to clasp their abeent 
children to their hearts. 

“T shall write to you as soon as I reach home, 
dear Maggie,” Ruth said, “and you must not 
fai to be a punctual correspondent. As J am 
going to be papa’s housekeeper, I shall have 
much to tell you about; and you must also tell 
me how you enjoy yourself in that old haunted 
house you tell me of.” 

“And I shall write just ay soon as I geta 
lover,” Olivia exclaimed, ‘and as that will 
probably occur on board the ship, you may look 
for speedy news.” 

We laughed as we always did at her gay 
speeches, and just then Giulia, the Italian girl, 
whispered that some one was coming through 
the garden. 

“tis old Sally, the fortune teller,” Olivia 
exclaimed. ‘Now that we have so good an op- 
portunity let us see what the future has in store 
for us. I for one am ready to learn my fate.’’ 
And she went dancing down the walk, and turned 
into the arbor whither the stranger had betaken 
herself out of sight of our governess’ windows. 

“1 am afraid our Mrs. M—— would not like 
this if she knew,”’ Ruth said, as we all came 
hurrying after our leader. 

“ But she need not know, and besides, we are 
all free to-day, you know,”” Olivia said, and 
laid her little white hand in the old woman’s 
syn-browned palm. 

More than one rosy cheek turned pale as we 
saw the strange look the sybil cast on the beauti- 
fal girl, but Olivia bore it without flinching. 

“ You are a brave one,” she said, and a sar- 
castic sneer added to the disagreeable expression 
of her features. “A brave and a handsome 
one; but your pride will be laid low, my fair 
lady, and your beauty shall bring nothing but 

desvlation and death. The curse of more than 
one blighted heart shall be upon you, and gray 
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hairs shall go down in sorrow to the grave fr 
your sake.” She flung away the little hand 
with an expression of Joathing, and turned to 
Rath, who stood next. “Will you too try the 
fates?” she asked, with a hateful smile. 

But Ruth drew back. “I do not think it iz 
right, it is very wicked to foretell such things. J 
am content to wait for time to tell me my fate.” 

Bat others were more curious, and one after 
another, the old woman held each trembling hand 
until it came'to my turn. Ihad not resolutica 
enough to follow Ruth’s example, so allowed her 
to examine my palm also. 

“ You have had sorrow, and you will have 
more,” she said. “Others will owe their hap- 
piness to you, but whether you share that happ+ 
ness will depend on yourself; twice your fate will 
be in your own hands, and once you will decide 
right, and once wrong.” I tried to draw away 
my hand, but she held it firmly and poimted » 
Olivia. “You like her-—avoid her as you would 
a pestilence ; sorrow and suffering attend her, 
and her blighting influence will fall on many.” 

We gave her money and she went away, 
leaving a strange pain in more than one young, 
innocent heart. In spite of Olivia’s attempts to 
appear indifferent, I could plainly see that she 
was affected by the old hag’s persistent propte- 
cies of evil, bat that evening the lady and ee 
tleman under whose protection they were to 
return to America, came fur them, aod in a few 
hours we were all on our journeys home. 

Jt was very bitter to me, this parting from 
Rath Clements, and every time my eye fell on 
the little bouquet of violets and geranium leaves 
she had placed in my hand, my tears fell afresh. 
But Mr. Morton’s sarly old servant was seated 
beside me, and I would not give him any more 
occasion for surprise than I corld help. I 
thought with something like comfort of Rath's 
last words, “Bear it as well as you can, dear 
Maggie, until you are your own mistress, and 
then come to me.” And I resolved if such a 
time ever did come, I would go to her. 

Arrived at home (the old dingy brick house 
looked more gloomy than ever), y met my guar- 
dian at the very entrance, just going out. He 
greeted me coldly, as had ever been his c istom, 
held open the parlor dour while I walked in, and 
then went away to leave me in silence and lone- 
liness to mourn for the loss of my pleasant cum- 
panions, and iudulye in no very pleasing anuci- 
pations fur the future. Everything ia the eld 
house louked just the same, save that the two 
servants had grown more feeble, and a younger 

woman had cume to aid the housekeeper; the 
man leaned a trifle more heavily on bis oakem 
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stick, and both were more sailen and reserved — 
I had noticed in the momentary glance I took 
of my guardian that his hair was several shades 
lighter, almost white in fact, that he had grown 
thinner, and the linesin his face deeper, he looked 
ten years older instead of three. The book he 
had been reading lay open on the table, a mysti- 
cal German work, wherein the author labored to 
prove that all things came by chance in this 
world. Iread a few pages and laid it down in 
disgust ; my education had not been solely with 
a view to accomplishments, and one of my first 
convictions had been in direct opposition to this 
hopeless doctrine. I saw the hand of the Crea- 
tor in all his works, and believed that he ruled 
the destinies of his creatares with infinite wis- 
dom. I wondered not at the unhappy looks of 
my guardian, if the distrustful, unsatisfying be- 
lief of this German philosopher were his. 

More than ever did I regret oar pleasant school 
home where the simple, noaffected piety of oar 
governess had made religion desirable even to 
gay, young, girlish hearts. The unthankful, 
gloomy atmosphere of Mr. Morton’s house af- 
fected both my health and spirits, but I tried all 
in my power to cheer and comfort him, the un- 
happy owner of all that might make people glad, 
yet unsmiling, sorrowfal, going down to the 
grave with neither wife nor child to comfort or 
console him for the trouble which all might see 
was daily bending down that gray head and 
feeble furm. At times he appeared pleased with 
my attentions, listening while I read aloud or 
played on the piano, but soon the mood would 
change, and he relapsed into the old gloom, 
treating me with a harshness for which I could 
find no possible reason, and which caused me 
many bitter hours. As he stood in the place of 
a parent, I showed him a child’s daty; but it 
was simply duty, I coufd neither love nor rever- 
ence a man 80 inconsistent and so unkind. 

Mr. Morton and I sat at the breakfast table 
one morning, silent as usual, but with more out- 
ward show of comfort than wo generally enjoyed. 
The pleasant August sun came through the un- 
curtained window, and gilded our dull room into 
actual brightness, the table looked well with its 
snowy damask and old fashioned china and sil- 
ver; my birds sang merrily in the sunshine, and 
Mr. Morton’s favorite cat—the only object that 
he ever showed any fondness for—came purring 
beside him, and jumped up in his lap. 

Tho servant came in with letters, two for his 
master and one fur me; I opened mine joyfully, 
for I recognized Ruth Clements’s beautifal hand 
io the superscriptiun. It was a long letter, good 
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and kind like herself; I had not half read it 
through when Mr. Morton, having glanced at his 
own, asked me who it was from. I anewered, 
“One of my schoolmates,” and went on reading. 
He took up the envelope, and as his eyes fell on 
the postmark, uttered an exclamation that made 
me let fall the paper I held in my hand. 

“New York! Do you dare to tell me you 
correspond with any one in New York? You 
deceiving girl, what tempted you to do this?” 

I was shocked at his words, still more at his 
angry looks, but sammoned courage to tell him 
that this was the first letter I had received, and 
that I had never written any myself. 

He cooled down a little at this. “ Well, see to 
it that you never write any.” 

“ Bat I must answer this,” I said in alarm. 
“My friend expects a reply, and as I like her 
best of all my acquaintances, I don’t want to 
offend her.” 

The expression of Mr. Morton’s face was aw- 
fal. “ Write to her at your peril,” he said ina 
voice of suppressed passion. “You don’t know 
whet it isto cross me, and you had better not 
learn. I tell you to have nothing more to do 
with this girl and her letters ; do you hear?” 

I was dreadfully territied, I thought the man 
was crazy, but there was mb refasing to obey, so 
with an aching heart I promised that I would not 
send an answer or communicatein any way with 
any one in America. He appeared satistied with 
this, and soon after went out, leaving me to go 
to my room and finish Ruth’s letter, and also to 
specalate on this new mystery. What possible 
harm could it do him or any one else for me to 
write to this dear girl? But then I remembered 
that ic was the place and not the person he had 
objected to, he had not even heard my corres- 
pondeat’s name. All my conjectures appeared 
unsatistactory, aad I gave it up at last, and 
tarned once more to my letter. 

Rath said they had arrived safely, without any 
remarkable adventure, save that Olivia had ful- 
filled her prophecy, and secured a lover on board 
the ship. She bade me not expect a letter from 
Olivia very soon, and I thought alluded rather 
sadly to the volatile girl’s habits, and the old 
woman’s predictions about her. She spoke of 
the beautiful home her father had made her mis- 
tress of, the pleasant friends he hud introduced 
to her, and at his bidding sent many kind re- 
gards. How gladly would [ have auswered this 
friendly epistle, and how unreasunable appeared 
the pruhibiuun Mr. Morton had pruuvuuced ; 
more than once I was tempted wo write secretly, 
but then 1 never had disobeyed him, and my 
promise, 1 would not break that. So days, 
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weeks and months passed on, and I heard no 
more from my friends over the water. 

The affair of the letter was never more men- 
tioned between us, I kept my disappointment to 
myself, and he gradually recovered from his 
anger. Perhaps my feelings were softened to- 
wards him by noticing daily how he failed, how 
old and worn and haggard he looked, and how 
deep a grief seemed to devour him night and 
day. Many an hour I heard him pacing back 
and forth in his room long after midnight, and 
puzzled myself in a thousand vague conjectures 
as to the cause of this silent misery. The ex- 
planation came most unexpectedly. I was sit- 
ting up later than common, musing on the con- 
tents of another letter which I had received from 
Ruth, in which the dear girl spoke of her first as 
having been lost, she having waited a whole year 
without receiving an answer. Olivia was mar- 
ried to a good man, “too good for her I am 
afraid,” so she wrote. ‘‘She does not value him 
as she ought, but rejoices in the conquest of his 
wealth. They were acquainted but a few weeks 
previous to the wedding, not long enough for her 
to understand him, certainly not long enough for 
him to learn her heart. She came to see mea 
few days ago to request that I would keep a 
miniature for her, the likeness of a young man 
whose attentions before her marriage were much 
commented on. She said she was afraid Mr. 
N—— might find it and make trouble. I asked 
her to destroy it or to let me do so, both which 
propositions she declined, and having myself a 
high esteem for Mr. N—, and dislike for young 
Shaffer’s conduct and principles, I positively re- 
fused to have anything to do with the matter. 
Old Mr. Hallet idolizes Olivia ; he is very wealthy, 
and her dowry was magnificent; nothing she 
asks of him is ever refused. I hope she will do 
well, for sorrow coming to her would kill her old 
father.” From some quiet hints in another part 
of Ruth’s letter, I understood that she too was 
about to be married. 

I determined on answering this letter and was 
calculating on the chances of getting Mr. Morton’s 
permission to do so, when my door opened, and 
the old housekeeper came in, looking very pale 
and in most extraordinary dishabille. I could 
see that the hand holding the light trembled vio- 
lently, and her voice was unsteady with emotion. 

“The master is very ill, Miss Morton, and 

- wants to see you immediately.” 

T laid Ruth’s letter away, threw a shaw! about 
me and followed her out into the dark gallery. 
I had never entered Mr. Morton’s room in my 
life, and my first sensation was unmingled aston- 
ishment, it was so different from what I had ex- 
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pected. Thatit had once been in the possession 
of a lady I saw at a glance; but the next mo- 
ment my eye fell on the deathlike countenance of 
my guardian, and I forgot all else in anxiety. 

“‘ Where is the doctor, have you not sent for 
help ?”’ I asked the old woman. 

“No, the master would not consent,” she re- 
plied, and shook her head dolefully. 

“But he is very ill, he will die without help.” 

He opened his eyes and looked at me. “ With 
or without help,” he murmured, “so do not let 
me be disturbed.” He motioned to the house- 
keeper to set down the glass of mixture she held, 
and leave the room, then bade me take a scat 
near the sofa on which he was reclining. There 
was a great change in his manner, a gentleness 
I had never seen before, a plaintive tone that 
went to my heart. “ Do not tremble,” he said, 
kindly, “ Ihave wished for death too long to feel 
any teirors now. I have but a few hours to live, 
and I have still much todo. My life has been 
wretched. O, so wretched; none may know, 
save those who like myself seek happiness in re- 
venge, how keen are the pangs of remorso.” He 
closed his eyes and sighed heavily, and my tears 
fell fast, for I remembered that he was my only 
relative, all the friend I had in the world. 
“Poor child,” he said, “I have not deserved 
that you should weep for me, I have not deserved 
sympathy from any one; but listen to my story. 
I was born in this old house, I and your father 
and mother. Your father’s father, old Abel 
Morton, was the head of the family, and when 
the news came that my father had fallen in bat- 
tle, he gave my mother a home here, and when 
she too died, I became as his own son. He was 
a good man, a kind, warmhearted man, who 
grieved for sorrows of any kind, more than all 
for the sorrows of parents. In his young days’ 
he had been guardian to an orphan girl; she 
married, her husband spent her property and 
drank himself to death in something over a year ; 
the poor, broken-hearted creature came back to 
her old home, and here her child was born. 
Margaret, that child was your mother, but for 
many years she knew no other parents than Abel 
Morton and his gentle wife. They were very 
loving to the little child, for the green grass 
waved over the graves of three of their own, and 
out of a blooming family one only had been 
spared to them, the delicate little boy, Nathan. 
I was ten years older than my cousin Nathan, 
and being very strong and stout, went ahead of 
him in all things, until at last I came to look 
with scorn on his frail beauty, and the evidences 
of his feeble strength. My high spirits mademe 
a favorite with all save little Margaret Morrison, 
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who from earliest infancy shrank from my ad- 
vances, and clung with trusting fondness to Na- 
than or his equally feeble but favorite companion, 
Harry Allison. In my heart I hated the two 
boys for the attentions they required and received, 
but as years passed on, and we all grew up, my 
hatre® and jealousy became madness. Your 
mother was very lovely, and good as she was 
beautiful. I would have died for one of the smiles 
and caresses she lavished on the others, and yet 
though kind, she ever shrank from me as of old. 
Draw back that screen,” he said, and obeying, I 
.beheld the portrait of a young girl, very fair and 
beautiful to look at, and evidently as loving and 
sweet tempered as she was handsome. The 
picture hung directly opposite to him. “ Many 
@ long hour have I spent alone with that image 
of her I loved so well; it never frewned upon 
me, ever cursed me.” 

He covered his face and was silent for a few 
minutes, while I gazed with strange, new feelings 
on the portrait of my mother, the mother I had 
never seen in life. 

“You will have time enough to admire that, 
Margaret,” Mr. Morton said ; ‘it is yours now 
—all that was hers shall now be yours—but I 
must hasten.”” I gave him a mouthfal of the 
mixture, and he went on. ‘“ When your mother 
‘was seventeen, I gaw that young Allison loved 
her, and I fancied that she returned his affection. 
He was aclerk in’ one of Abel Morton’s offices, 
loved and trusted as his own son, and his home 
was almost as much with us as in his own fath- 
er’s house. I hated him because Margaret Mor- 
rison smiled on him ; I vowed she should Aever 
be his, that I would crush him for daring to cross 
my path, and I kept my oath. I saw the day 
when he was turned out of Abel Morton’s house 
with cruel reproaches, when his name was in all 
men’s mouths, and‘they called him gambler, 
spendthrift, forger. He was innocent; I knew 
he was innocent, and laughed at his sorrow, 
laughed until I saw Margaret weeping in Nathan’s 
arms. I believed she loved Harry, and that 
Nathan was their confidant. I heard him tell her 

not to despair, that Harry was going to New 
York, and doubtless in 2 few months the mys- 
tery would be cleared up, and he would retarn. 
She kissed him for his kind words, and I gnashed 
my teeth and swore another oath. It was not 
long until I learned that he had got a situation, 
his open, manly countenance and gentlemanly 
manners had stood him in lieu of a better recom- 
mendation; and with fiendish satisfaction I 
wrote to his employers a few lines sufficient to 
blast his every prospect. How [ gloried in the 
knowledge that he could not return, that per- 
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haps he might never come back to claim his 
bride, and in the meantime I asked her to love 
me, and learned to my horror that it was Na- 
than and not Allison to whom she was betrothed. 
They married when she was twenty, married and 
lived here, here in this house, while I roamed the 
world like a second Cain. For several years I 
kept myself acquainted with Allison’s move- 
ments, not that I repented—for had he not dared 
to love the woman I worshipped ?—but I wished 
to make sure that he did not clear himself from 
the imputation I had cast on his name. Ie fol- 
lowed him like his shadow ora dying curse. He 
married for love, no doubt, but the evil report 
was on his path, and poverty and sorrow attended: 
I their steps. I have not heard tidings of them 
now for fifteen years; they may be dead for 
aught I know, but they had children, some of 
whom are doubtless living. The remembrance 
of my cruelty has long haunted me, nor can I 
die in peace until’ reparation is in some measure 
made. My revenge has been. my own punish- 
ment, and the word ‘ America ’ has long sounded 
in my ears like a curse. Will you, the last of 
our name and race, promise to repair this wick- 
edness of mine as far as lies in your power? 
Will you, as soon as I am dead, go to America, 
and with the instructions you will find in my 
desk, seek out Allison and his family, and pay 
to them the sum named in my will. It was the 
fortune your grandfather intended to leave him, 
and year by year I have added the interest to it 
and laid it away, as a sacred deposit for him.” 

Mr. Morton ceased, and I promised in all 
things to obey his last wishes: some other in- 
structions he gave me, and then I left him to 
recover from the fatigue of our conversation. 
Ho was weaker and worse the next day, and 
grew gradually more feeble until the end of a 
week, when he died. I had calle& in a physician, 
an old friend of my guardian’s, and he took 
charge of the funeral, and the necessary business, . 
but all matters relating to the property were left 
in the hands of Mr. Morton’s lawyer, a very 
kind and worthy man. I found all the papers 
precisely as he had said, save that here and there 
were chance sheets where he had seemingly 
written down the feelings of the moment, and 
very dreadfal his sensations must have been at 
times. There was an old diary of five and 
twenty years before, wherein his agony at his 
cousin’s marriage to Margaret Morrison was 
most touchingly described. Then allasion was 
made to the loss of my brothers and sisters, then 
my father’s death, and lastly my mother’s. His 
‘comments on these were sometimes bitter, some- 
times tender ; after my mother’s death he wrote, 
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“ Now farewell hope, fear, joy and sorrow, hence- 
forth life is a blank.” And here the book ended. 

In his will comfortable provision had been 
made for the two servants, and a few, trifling 
bequests to old friends, principally books and 
pictures ; the old house and the Morton property 
was mine; but the legacy of old Abel Morton to 
his godson, Henry Allison, with its accumulated 
interest had become an immense sum. Three 
weeks after Mr. Morton’s death I left England, 
not even answering Ruth’s letter before my de- 
parture. I left the housekeeper and her com- 
panion in charge of the old London house, and 
all business matters in the hands of the lawyer. 

I started on my voyage with the joy of a re- 
leased prisoner, even more, for was not mine 4 
mission of mercy and justice? I cannot de- 
scribe the thrill of delight with which I remem- 
bered that I was my own mistress, thatno human 
being could henceforth control my actions, or 
bind me again to the solitude and silence I ab- 
horred. I changed.»-wery much in these few 
weeks, even my dress, about which I had ever 
been indifferent, now became an object of care. 
I wore simply black, but it was of the finest ma- 
terial, no crape, only black silk, plain black silk, 
bat the richest prices I could find in London. 
Of my voyage I shall say nothing, I have so 
many other things to tell. 

“ Mrs. N—— is not at home, ma’am,” said 
the well-behaved Indy’s maid. “She has gone 
to sit again for her picture.” 

“Where is that? I will go and find her, if 
you know the address.” : 

The girl handed me a card with the name, 
“Henry Gray, artist,” and the address. In a 
few minutes we drove up to the door, rather a 
shabby looking place, I thonght, but then artists 
are so peculiar." I sent away the carriage, and 
went in and up three flight of stairs, and then 
again was the name, “ Henry Gray.” 

A very delicate looking individual, dressed in 
the extreme of foppishness, opened the door, 
and to my inquiry bade me walk in. I found 
Olivia in a magnificent dress, sitting for her like- 
ness in an inner room. She welcomed me with 
extreme cordiality, kissed me again and again, 
+ introduced the young gentleman as Mr. Shaffer, 
and bade the artist lay aside paints and pencils 
for that time. He came from behind the easel 
now, and I had an opportunity of observing him, 
perhaps ‘the contrast to Shaffer made the impres- 
sion stronger, but I thought I had never beheld 
@ more perfect face and figure in my life. He 
was very pale, and even I, little skilled in read- 
ing human faces, could see the traces of a deep 
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and abiding sorrow in that youthful and beanti- 
fal countenance. It made my cheek burn to see 
how patronizingly Olivia treated this gentlemanly 
artist, while showing all kindness and attention 
to the miserable little fop who flattered round her 
like a butterfly. The two talked apart while Mr. 
Gray allowed me to inspect some of his@ most 
beautifal pictures, and I could not but see that 
there was something in Olivia’s manner decidedly 
wrong. When we were in the carriage, driving 
to her home, Shaffer took some most unwarrant- 
able liberties, pulling off her glove, placing his 
arm on the cushions round her waist, and when , 
she took off a magnificent ring, and desired him 
to keep it until she should sit again, he kissed 
her hand with most disgusting affectation. We 
left him a few doors from her home, and I felt 
positively relieved when he was gone ; doubtless 
she read my feelings, for she begged me not to 
mind him. “ Poor fellow, he isso loving and so 
kind I can’t be angry with him.” With all my 
heart I wished myself away, but it was too late 
to repent now, and in a few minutes more we 
were at home, and welcomed by Mr. N——. 

There was no company, and I had a good op- 
portunity to converse with my host on the busi- 
ness uppermost in my mind. Ihad been directed 
to him as one who knew the Allisons, and who 
would be likely to give me all necessary informa- 
tion. I showed him the papers, and he entered 
eagerly into my feelings on the subject, but said 
that for many years he had lost sight df the fam- 
ily. He believed thoy had removed to the 
country, and he promised me all possible assist- 
ance # my search. The conversation then turned 
on the artist, Mr. Gray, and I learned thas there 
was a great mystery about him, no one knew 
his origin, but he was talented and poor, work- 
ing for a living, yet avoiding all publicity. 

“T have tried to befriend him in many ways,” 
Mr. N—— said, “but his pride rejects all as- 
sistance save in the way of business. His is a 
rare and beautiful character, and it must have 
been a cruel sorrow to cloud his whole life.” 

Olivia interrupted us. ‘“ Don’t talk any more 
about the gloomy fellow, he makes me nervous 
with his great black eyes, and woebegone look, 
but tell me something more about that property. 
What a silly girl you are, Maggie, to give it up, 
I should keep it myoelf, and who is there to say 
anything about it¢ I am sure I should never go 
looking up those Allison folks if I was you.” 

I thought Mr. N—— looked grieved at her 
speech, and he soon after went away, and Olivia 
and I went in the carriage to see Rath Clements. 

“Miss Morton, allow me to introduce yeu to 
Miss Clements, soon to be Mrs. Allanson,” my 
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@ay companion said, as we entered Ruth’s 
chamber, where several dressmakers were at 
work, and the dear girl herself in the act of se- 
lecting some laces whick had been sent for her to 
choose from. 

Ske welcomed me with the old sisterly 
warmth, and led the way to another room ; bat 
there was constraint in the greeting she gave 
Olivia. 

“What a foolish child you are, Ruth, to go 
worrying yourself to death with all these dresses 
and things in the house! Why did you not send 
them all to Madame M—, as I did ?” 

“Yes, and pay twelve dollars for the making 
of a gingham morning wrapper, as you did. I 
have better uses for my money, Olivia.” 

Mrs. N—— looked slightly confused. ‘“ Well, 
I must own it was extravagance, but then you 
know that is madame’s price, no matter what the 
material is, and I could not endare all the fitting 
aad fass at home.” 

“Well, I prefer to have my things made ua- 
der my own eye; besides, it gives these girls a 
profitable month’s work, instead of increasing 
that proud French woman’s gains.” 

“‘ Well, please yourself—please yourself; only 
don’t look so sad and sorrowful. Somebody’s 
been telling you some more nonsense about my 
litle flirtations, i know.” 

Rath looked almost angry. “ The whole towa 
is talking about you, Olivia, and your nonsensi- 
eal encouragement of that young Shaffer.” 

“Well, what can Ido? You would not have 
me stay at home and play propriety with N——, 
would you? And when I go out, he can’t always 
go with me, and I don’t want to go aloue—and 
6o—and so—” 

“And so you are willing to endanger your 
own neme, and your husband’s happiness, and 
all for an idle whim.” 

“There, that’s sermon enough for one day. I 
have @ thousand calls to make ; take care of lit- 
tle Maggio there, and see that you set us all an 
example when you marry Allenson.” 

After she was gone, Ruth and I sat down to 
one of those delightful gossips long-parted 
friends find so sweet. I was charmed with ber 
father’s house, and all her surroundings appeared 
e0 elegant, so comfortable, I told her I wondered 
she could dream of leaving so kind a parent. 

“You will anderstand the reason, Maggie, 
when you meet the right one.” 

“And have you met the right one, Ruth?” 

“Ido indeed believe so, Maggie,” she an- 
swered, earnestly, while a sweet flush dyed her 
cheek. I believed so too, when I met her hand- 
some, gentlemanly betrothed. 
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With the privilege of an old friend, I was al- 
lowed to inspect the wedding preparations, from. 
the wall-packed tranks of snowy household linen 
to the costly eatin dress and rich veil, and the 
case of jewels which had been re-set for the 
bride. Among these, I found Mr. Allanson’s 
likeness in a locket, and a watch—a birthday 
gift of her father’s—both magnificent articles ; 
bat sach things had @ value in Rath’s eyes be- 
yond their actual worth. 

“What would you do,” I asked her, “if by 
any sudden change you should become poor? 
You have been used to anch an excess of luxury 
all your life, it would be very hard.” 

“Not so hard 28 you think, Maggie; you 
don’t know what a housekeeper I am. Even at 
the risk of spoiling my hands, I have learned 
the mysteries of cooking, and I believe J could 
conduct my household affairs tolerably well, 
though at present I shall have no chance to test 
my powers, Mr. Allanson preferring to have an 
experienced woman (o superintend affaire—in 
fact, aa old honsekeeper of his mother’s. Bat 
there is no harm in knowing.” 

I thought not; and could not enough admire 
the beautiful, sensible girl who had passed un- 
spoiled through so much indulgence and so 
many temptations. 

Mr. Allanson came the following morning for 
Rath aed me to visit Gray's studio ; he wished to 
have one of his best portraits done, to leave with 
Mr. Clements. We found Olivia and young 
Shaffer there, as befure; and neither Ruth nor 
her lover spoke to him. There was true friend- 
liness in their greeting to the artist, whom they 
both knew; ‘and Allenson said to me, as Mr. 
N—— had done, “‘a most mysterious history, 
bat a trae gendeman.” How I longed to pene- 
trate the cause of that sadness so visible in his 
face, sounding ia every tone, but there was no 
approaching one so reserved. 

“Mer. N—— has been telling me that. sad 
story of Allison’s,” ssid Mr. Allanson, as we 
walked round the room and looked at the pic- 
tures. ‘I feel interested in it, for my father 
was one of the partnersin the house where he 
first got employment, and where Mr. Morton 
sent the letter warning them that he was a bad 
character. My father would have kept him, for 
he was interested in the handsome lad ; but the 
senior partner kuew more of the world, or loved 
his money better, or had better reasons for tak- 
ing the warning—at all events, he discharged 
him atonce. Several years afterward, my father 
got a letter from an unknown correspondent, 
hegging the loan of a hundred dollars to enable 
aman to keep his family from starving. He 
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immediately recognized Allison’s writing, and 
enclosed a bill for five hundred, telling him it 
was a free gift, and proffering more if it was 
needed. Since then, we have had no tidings of 
him ; but we learned that every time when he 
had succeeded in getting omployment, the same 
report was forwarded to crush him down. I was 
but a boy when this happened ; bat I remember 
it perfectly, and also hearing my father say he 
believed it to be the work of an enemy, and that 
Allison was innocent.” 

As Mr. Allanson finished speaking, I heard a 
low moan beside me, and there, half-leaning 
against the wall, stood the young artist—his face 
deathly pale, his lips livid, and he apparently 
fainting. Allanson sprang forward and canght 
him in his arms, while I hastened to get a glass 
of water from a stand near by. There was also 
alittle confusion near the door; and as Mr. 
N—— came in one way, young Shaffer made a 
hasty exit by another. Of course we all gath- 
ered round to keep away all the air we could, as 
people always do when one faints. But Mn 
Gray did not faint. He said it was merely a 
weakness he was subject to—he would be better 
in a little while; bat I saw that he was unhappy 
and wished us away, and I hurried the party all 
I could. 

Xt was evident that N—— had suspected his 
wife of having other company, and he now 
stood talking with more than his ordinary kind- 
ness, as if to make amends for injustice. 

The next morning Allanson came to us in 
great trouble; the artist had vanished, given up 
his rooms and gone off, telling his landlady that 
he was compelled to leave New York. I must 
confess I was deeply disappointed, as I had a 
hope that I might be able to fathom the strange 
mystery which all said surrounded him; more 
than that, be had been very kind to me in the 
two short visits I had paid to the study—had 
shown me the paintings; and spoken of his art 
with very little of the reserve he kept up with 
the others. However he was gone, and I kept 
my sorrow to myself. 

Roth's wedding took place, and as I was her 
bridesmaid, they insisted that I should accom- 
pany them on the wedding tour. We journeyed 
for several weeks, and at last rested in n beauti- 
ful and romantic settlement in Northern New 
York. Allanson had passed a vacation here in 
his youth; and day afrer day he Jed Rath and me 
over hill und dale, rock and rivulet, to his favor- 
ite haunts, ontil we were often glad to rest in 
any place where anything was to be had to eat. 

‘We came most unexpectedly one day on & 
beautiful litle farm-house, half buried in shrab- 
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bery, with fine cultivated fields at the back, and 
a river in front. Great elms shaded the entrance, 
and there was an air of comfort around the 
whole place mest invitinz. Ruth clapped her 
hands with joy; for we had torn our dresses, 
wet our feet, eaten all our provisions, and sadly 
needed recruiting. Allanson hurried us along, 
and in a few minates we stood in the vine- 
covered doorway, and were welcomed into the 
neat kitchen by an elderly gentleman and his 
very good looking and well dressed wife. They 
were evidently people who had not lived always 
in that wilderness, and we were soon at home in 
their company, and partaking with a relish of 
the dame’s sugar cakes and home-made currant 
wine. Allanson admired the place, and the old 
gentleman looked gratified ; yet in a few minutes 
he sighed heavily. 

“ You say truly that this is a place to be happy 
in; yet even hero we have troubles. Our only 
child came home to us very ill a few weeks ago, 
and is still unable to leave his room; so you see 
it is not all sunshine even with us.” 

“ But he ought to have better advice than you 
can procure in these parts,” Allanson said. 

The father sighed again, as he answered : 

“Poor fellow! no physician can help him! 
his trouble is solely in the mind.” 

We rose to leave, after an hour’s rest passed 
in pleasant conversation. As Allanson took the 
old gentleman’s hand, he said : 

“Your life has doubtless been a happy one— 
free from care and sorrow; may we all be able 
to say as much, when our years are as many.”- 

Rath came next. “I shorild like to huve the 
names of our kind entertainers to remember 
when I am far away.” 

The old man held her hand and looked down 
into her pretty face. ‘It is many years since I 
have spoken my own name, dear lady, nor can I 
speak it now. It is a sad name, bringing sorrow 
and saffering to all who bear it—fur your hus- 
band is wrong in thinking I have known nothing 
of sorrow. Few on earth, I hope, have endured 
miseries like mine; accused of a crime never 
committed, hunted from my own country, driven 
to despair in this, all my attempts to obtain a 
livelihood crashed, my litle ones perishing of 
hunger and cold, forced at last to ask charity of 
a stranger—think you I have not seen trouble ? 
Bat that ono man had mercy, and from him I 
received enough to. make this home for our old 
days, and here our effurts-have been prospered.’” 

The old man paused, with the tears.in his 
eyes, and I saw strange emotion In Allanson’s 
faco. ‘What was the name of that man. you 
speak of?” he asked, hoarsely. 
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“ He is dead ; I saw his death in the papers 
several years ago; but I pray that his children 
may be blessed fur his sake. His name was 
Allanson.” 

There was silence for an instant, and then.I 
heard our companion speak again. 

“ This is a strange meeting, a wonderfal meet- 
ing, for you are Mr. Allison, and I am that 
man’s son, and here is one who for months has 
searched in vain for you or your fumily, the last 
of the race to whom you owe your sufferings.” 

The old man Jaid his hand on my shoulder, 
and turned my face to the light. “ Margaret 
Morrison’s child !’’ he said: and turned away as 
if unable to talk further. I was too agitated to 
speak, nor did I comprehend all that Allanson 
was explaining to the old man; that it was 
pleasant, was soon evident, fur he came and 
took my hands in his and blessed me. 

“ Not for my own sake, for it is all one to me 
now; not fur my wife's sake, fur she is willing 
to share good or ill with me in the fature, as in 
the past ; but for my boy, my noble, high spirited 
boy, am I thankful that this stain has left our 
name.” 

We wore a strange, excited group standing 
there in the old kitchen—Ruth and Mr. Allison 
sobbing, the tears running down the old man’s 
face, Allanson and I too happy to weep, yet 
deeply affected—when the door slowly opened, 
and a pale face and two dark eyes looked in 
upon us. I koew him instantly; but not until 
Allanson exclaimed, ‘“‘ Why, Harry Gray, how 
came you here ?” did I find voice to utter a 
similar exclamation. 

I draw a veil over the scene of the next two 
hours. The Allisons would not allow us to 
leave them that night, and day dawned ere we 
sought our couches. On informing them of the 
large fortune which now awaited them, Mr. 
Allison retused to touch it. 

“T have more here than I shall ever need; 
money is of no use to me in this wilderness. 
Harry can take it and fulfil his intention of 
travelling.” 

But Harry had no idea of travelling just then, 
at least not alone; and he also had some scra- 
ples about taking all this money which he con- 
sidered was my right. The matter was dis- 
cussed for several weeks, and then Harry had an 
answer. 

“T cannot take it, Margaret; I have no right 
to deprive yoa of such a property.” 

“ And I have no right to it,” I answered. 

“ Then the only way is to share it together; 
will you consent to that?” 

And finding that there was no other way to 





satisfy his scruples, I consented ; and in all these 
long years, I have never repented my decision. 





Next year, Harry and I left our pleasant 
English home, to pay a long-promised visit to 
our friends in America; and warm was the 
welcome we received from the good Allanson 
and his beautifal Ruth. We found their home a 
perfect little paradise, and they surrounded by 
all the comforts and luxuries money .and good 
taste can procure. It was night when we ar- 
rived, and Ruth took me to her nursery to see 
her treasures—her twin daughters sleeping 
sweetly in their little bed. I kissed the dimpled 
fingers, the rosy lips, even the bright curls ecat- 
tered on the pillows, and wondered not at Ruth’s 
fondness for her darlings. 

“Bat who are these?” I asked, as my eye fell 
on two more sleeping innocents, whose darker 
hair told of a different parentage. Ruth bent 
with equal fondness over these, as she answered : 

“ They are Olivia’s—tho littl N——s. The 
mother left them two years ago, when you were 
at the Isle of France ; poor N. followed her 
and her companion to Paris, where they fought 
and N. was killed. Hv had given me the chil- 
dren before he left, and her poor broken-hearted 
old father left Mr. Allanson their guardian. He 
dicd from shame and sorrow at his child’s dis- 
grace, about six months ago.” . 

How often have I thought of that old fortune- 
teller’s prophecy so many years ago, and won- 
dered by what inysterious means she could have 
80 exactly foretold the fate of our young 
companion ! 








AIR AND SUNSHINE ON LONGEVITY. 

A writer in one of the medical magazines ar- 
gues that the more out-door air and cheery sun- 
shine a man can use, the longer be will live. Go 
along any of the fushionable streets of New York, 
says the writer, and you will see no less than 
three, and often six distinct contrivances to keep 
out sunshine and gladness. First, the Venetian 
shutter on the outside ; second, the close shutter 
on the inside; third, the blind whiyh is moved by 
rollers ; theu, there are lace curtains, the damask 
or other material, etc. In the train comes the 
exclusion of external air by means of double 
sash, and a@ variety of patent contrivances to 
keep out any little stray whiff of air from enter- 
ing from the bottom, sides and tops of doors and 
windows. At this rate, we shall dwindle into 
Lilliputs, if we do not die off sooner. 

ro 
THE WIND. 


Ye too. se winds! that now begin to blow, 

With boisterous sweep, I raise my voice to you. 
Where are your stores, ye powerful beings! say, 
Where your ie: {ul magazines reserved, 

To ewell the brvodiug terrors of the storm? 

To what far distant region of the sky, 

Hushed in deep silence, sleep ye when ’tis calm? 

‘Taoxson. 


TO MY FATHER. 


BY LENA LYLE. 





Though other friends around thee spring, 
And other hearts are knit to thine, 
Though other voices round thee sing, 
O wilt thou not remember mine? 
‘Though others gently o'er thee bend, 
To chase away affliction’s tear, 
Though other tears with thine may blend, 
O, wilt thou not still hold me dear? 


Though others may have wealth to proffer, 
Give not to them thy love alone, 
‘Though I have nought but love to offer, 
And a true heart to be thy throne! 
O, still amid thy joy and gladness, 
That heart would fain rejoice with thee ; 
And in each hour of grief and sadness, 
Btill sympathlzing {t will be. 


Then O, though weary miles divide us, 
Let not our hearts be parted too; 
But mid the storms that may betide us, 
Still let our love be warm and trae; 
Then O, when other friends, caressing, 
Are near to win fond words from thee, 
‘When thy full heart poars forth its blessing, 
O wilt thou not remember me? 
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BY HENRY BURTON. 





So often have stories like the following, or 
with some of its features, been fabricated to 
meet the appetite for fiction, that the only pardon 
I can claim for this, is its truth and the iuverest 
that must attach to it as being of recent occur. 
rence, or, at least recently come to light. 

A noble family at Vienna, to whom was born 
a very lovely and promising infant, entrusted it 
to a young woman who, befure her marriage, had 
been a servant in the family. It was the firet 
child that blessed the parents, who had been 
married several years, and the ‘mother, a frail, 
delicate woman, was unable to nurse it. It was 
thought a very fortunate circumstance, that 
Louise Lollard, their old and attached servant, 
who had been brought up with the young baron- 
ess from her childhood, should have a young 
child so near the age of hers, and should be able 
to nurse them both without detriment to either. 
The Baron Straleheim was about to take a long 
journey, and was anxious that his wife should 
accompany him, to ensure the restoration of her 
health; and aftér the tenderest caresses to her 
child, and iunumerable charges to Louise, she 

departed with her husband. 
The little cottage in the subarbs of Vienna 
was in such a healthy location, that the baron 
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renounced an idea which suggested itself, of re- 
moving Louise with her husband and children to 
the town house. They had Inxuries enough in 
the healthy, bracing air, the clear, sparkling 
water, fresh fruits and vegetables, and above all, 
the sweet, new milk which had now become the 
main part of the diet of little Eagene, to decide 
a sensible parent of the superiority of a sabur- 
ban residence. 

Louise Lollard was a good, easy sort of wo- 
man—never taking much pains, bas getting 
along with very litle trouble. She had no trials, 
because she would not have them. She cast 
them off when they touched her, as one casts off 
a spider or wasp, and they nover stung her. The 
children were uever scolded, and she had just 
that ‘‘ wholesome neglect” of them which is sure 
to bring forward smart, self-reliant children. 
Her own child.and the baron’s looked sooagh 
alike to be twin brothers; the same soft, blue 
eyes, and light, curling hair, and the same pare, 
delicate skin appertaining to both. They were 
sweet children both of them; and « stranger 
watching them for a whole day, would not be 
able to say which was the child of aristocratic 
parents, or which was the peasant’s offspring. 
As month wont on after month, Louise often 
heard from the travellers with fresh charges re- 
specting the care of their child. They had been 
detained in several ways, but always agreesbly 
so; and they found travelling so pleasant, and 
so favorable to the health of the baroness, that, 
although longing to see Eugene, they should 
proceed further. 

Louise wrote every circumstance respecting 
her charge. She kept a daily journal of his 
progress, where every new action, every tooth 
which he exhibited, and his first attempts at 
walking or speech were duly chronicled, as sach 
extraordinary matsers should be, and the record 
forwarded to the delighted parents. 

One day, Louise, somewhat carelessly, left 
both the children in the room, while she went into 
the garden to get some fruit. She was rewrniag, 
when a scream from the house, followed by an- 
other, made her drop her basket and run hastily 
in. Poor little Eugene bad fallen from a table 
on whieh he had climbed, and when Paul Lol- 
lard returned with a surgeon, the latter announced 
that the child’s arm was broken. 

Louise was roused from her usual state of un- 
concern ; for, to add to her discomfurt, Pal had 
placed in her hand a letter which told her that 
the baron and baroness were already on their 
way to Vienna, and would probably be with their 
child almost or quite as soon as the letter could 
reach Louise. To the baron’s letter, his wife 
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had added a few words of postscript in which 
she said: 

“T tremble, Louise, when I think of my child. 
You must show him to me well, handsome and 
strong. Indeed I know you will; for, of course, 
you have written me the truth about Eugene.” 

What could she do? Another hour, another 
moment, and the baroness might arriye; and 
here lay her worshipped child, hurt, perhaps de- 
formed for life, and moaning in his pain like a 
wounded lamb. 

She had not a moment in which to discuss the 
rapid thought that rose to her mind. She called 
Vaul out into the passage, and whispored a few 
words in his ear, and before he had time to an- 
swer, the carriage was at the door, and Louise 
with her own beautifal child in her arms, was 
welcoming her mistress home. *But the lady 
scarcely saw her, she was pressing so rapidly 
towards the child. 

“And this sweet little angel is mine ?”’ she 
asked, as she took the bright, resy boy from 
Louise. ‘Yes, you have well fulfilled your 
charge. Look, my husband, is he not perfect ?” 
And with the glad, bright tears of motherly affec- 
tion in her eyes, she beckoned her husband to 
enter the house with her. 

“ But who is ill here, Louise ?” as an indescrib- 
able odor assailed her on entering the room. 
“Good Heaven! your child ill, Louise? Is it 
contagious ?”” 

‘The surgeon explained, and the baroness gave 
all the sympathy she could to the poor little 
sufferer, but was almost wholly wrapt in the 
contemplation of her child’s beauty. Little Paul, 
unconscious of the part he was playing in the 
drama, was amusing himself with the watch and 
chain which the baroness had given him to hold, 
while Eugene was holding out his arms to Louise, 
who knelt beside him while she told the lady of 
the accident. 

“Thank God, it was not Eugene! I should 
have died. How could you be so careless 7” 

Louise bad a day of torture; but like all 
things it had an end; and she saw the baron’s 
carriage drive away, and heard the words linger 
on her ear—‘‘ we shall come every day.” 

That night she held consultation with Paul. 
There was no chance now to substitute she right 
child again. They would be disgraced forever, 
and long before Eugene could compete with the 
other child, the baroness would have cast them 
off as unfaithful and treacherous. Louise loved 
hor dearly. They had gone too far to retract, 
and the little Paul must henceforth be the heir of 
Straleheim. 

It was not without bittes remorse and real 
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sorrow that Louise saw how she had erred; and 
once or twice she declared that she must reveal 
all to the mother, but Paul forbade her. 

“You suggested it, and I agreed to it,” said 
he, ‘and now it must be so. It will be impossi- 
ble to pass Eugene upon her now—and after all, 
the peasant boy is the best looking of the two.” 

Louise glanced ber eye upon the two little 
beds—one where Eugene lay with a suffering ex- 
pression contracting his little brow, aud the other, 
where the curly head and rose bright cheeks of 
her own darliog reminded her of the infant John 
in the little chapel of our lady of Loretto, where 
Louise went daily. 

“Tt will be hard to give bim up,” she mur- 
mured, ‘and why should 1? No, I will tell 
her all” 

“« Look here, Louise,” said Paul ‘Lollard, al 
most fiercely, “you have brought this upon your- 
self, and must abide by the consequences. We 
should be ruined at once, if it were discovered. 
I have no funcy to banish myself from this place, 
and our own child will be, after all, the gainer by 
the deception. Learn te look at it in that light, 
and you will soon grow easy and careless as 
ever.” 

“My glorious boy—my beautiful!” These 
were the words of the baroness, as she alighted 
the next day at the cottage where the unconscidus 
little impostor was holding out his hands to wel- 
conv her at the door. “ Look at him, husband. 
One would know that he was of noble birth, by 
the very turn of his graceful little head !” 

Louise caught the words, and exulted a little 
as she heard them, but grew sad and troubled in 
& moment. 

“You look unhappy, Louise,” said the baron- 
ess. ‘“O, I remember, your child is ill, How 
is the poor little fellow? ©, do be careful of 
my treasure, and not let Aim fall. I would take 
him home while the child is suffering, only that 
T do not dare to remove him at this time of year. 
Next winter, sweet love, you will be all my own !”” 
And she pressed her lips to the boy’s rosy cheek, 
and was lost in the certainty of a mother’s joy 
over the child which she holds in her arms. 

Eugene recovered, and soon was as buoyant 
and bright as his playmate. Often and often 
did Louise long to hear the baroness planning 
another journey. 

“If she would go away and stay even a fow 
weeks, I could easily manage to have her take 
the true child agaia.” 

But the noble pair had had enough of travel, 
and they were now anxious only to have the little 
heir at home, and settle down to a quiet life. 
And when the Austrian winter set in, the peasant 
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child was taken to the home of the Straleheims, 
and every one dilated upon the aristocratic bear- 
ing of the embryo baron. 

“You are not kind, Louise,” the baroness 
often said to the heart-stricken woman, who now 
always looked sad and thoughtful. “ Eugene 
will forget you if you do not come ofvener to see 
us. Indeed, I must have you with me more, lest 
I should not carry out the plans which have op- 
ernted so favorably for him under your roof. I 
wish we could persuade you and your husband to 
enter into our service through the winter.” 

And Louise told this to Panl, and he said, 
“why not?’ And so they went; but it was a 
winter of agony to Louise, and in the spring 
she hastened back with the child whom she was 
depriving of its rights. Even Lollard repented, 
when he saw how the inward fever of her soul 
was consuming her frame. But death did not 
come to relieve her, although she prayed for it 
daily. ; 





While the guilty and the suffering are praying 
for the death that will not come, the “shadow 
feared of man” hovers over the dwellings of the 
rich and powerfal, to whom he comes unwel- 
comed. Baron Straleheim was dying; and the 
wife and son, the latter now grown into man- 
hood, were hanging in silent agony. With a 
last whispered blessing on both, he fell asleep. 
Louise and her son were bidden to the stately 
faneral, and followed with the servants. 

The next year Louise was also made a widow. 
Paul had not been very kind to her, and she 
suffered less by the change than she would had 
she not been soabsorbed in her terrible secret. 
That was the undying sorrow that covered and 
overwhelmed all others. She ceased, after this 
to visit the baroness at all; but sometimes, in- 
deed often, the Straleheim carriage could be seen 
standing at her cottage door, and the young 
baron and his mother would spend hours with 
the desolate woman. They sought to comfort 
and console her, although they knew it was a 
hidden grief and not Panl’s death that bowed 
her to the earth. Had they but known that it 
affected them so nearly ! 

The young baron was mach attached to his 
toster-brother, and procured him a commission 
in the Austrian army. Louise bad strained 
every nerve to have him well educated, and the 
reputed Paul Lollard would not have suffered in 
comparison with the reputed baron in point of 
talent or gentlemanly appearance. When he 
went to join his regiment Lonise lived on alone. 
Soon after his departure the young baron was 
married to a beautiful and noble lady, and it was 
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not long ere he brought her to see his foster. 
mother. The confession which had so long 
trembled on her tongue, was now checked, as 
she thought, forever; for who could be crael 
enongh to blight the happiness of these two noble 
beings? Besides, the true Eagene was in even 
an enviable position. She had partly eased the 
gnawings of conscience by raising him as high 
as she could. 

“My poor Louise !”’ said the baroness, as she 
reached the cottage, being hastily summoned to 
the sick bed of her humble friend. ‘‘ What can 
I do for you?” 

“Is your son here?” asked Louise. 

*Yes—he and Marguerite accompanied me. 
Will you see them ?” 

“Yes; and he will be here soon, too. He has 
been sent for.” 

She seldom called him her son, and rarely said 
“ Paul” if she could avoid it. 

A horse’s feet were heard close at the little 
window, and the young soldier entered. 

“Mother, dearest mother, you are ill! Was 
it for this I was summoned?” And his noble 
and expressive face and ready tears betrayed his 
sorrow. The baroness explained that there was 
no immediate danger, and Louise did not tell him 
to the contrary, although she felt that her hours 
were numbered. The baroness talked of the 
young soldier to Louise, while he had gone to 
speak to the baron and his young wife. 

“ What a noble, distinguished looking man he 
has become, Louise. He is to be my care, re 
member, my friend, whether you leave him or 
not. I claim the privilege of farthering his in- 
terests.”” 

Louise groaned deeply. “Are you all here?” 
she asked. ‘‘I want you all to listen to me. 
Forgive me if you can, for I have injared you 
all.” 

They thought her only wandering ; bat with 
a strength born of desperation, she made an 
offort to rive. Sitting up in her bed, with the red 
glow of fever upon her cheek, she told her story 
to the astonished listeners, who sat silent and 
breathless to the end, when she sank back ex- 
hausted upon the pillow. c 

Each Jooked at the rest with speechless amaze- 
ment atthe revelation from her lips. Buss 
mightier spirit than human pomp or state could 
evoke, was dealing his work in that room. 
Louise was gasping for breath. The two young 
men pressed toward the bed, and kneeling down, 
each took a hand of the dying woman, and each 
said, softly, “‘my mother!” At that sound, & 
heavenly peace came over the face, and whea 
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the dim eyes again opened, the baroness had 
knelt between them, with her arms about them 
both. 

“They shall both be my sons, Louise,” said 
the forgiving and magnanimous woman. “ Mar- 
guerite, my love, you are not Baroness Strale- 
heim, but, thank Heaven, you are the wifo of a 
good and noble man, and I am still your mother. 
We will talk of this when Louise has rested.” 

“My mother is resting now,” said the young 
soldier, as he rose from his knees. And it was 
even as he had said. She had gone alike from 
human blame and human forgiveness. 

Baron no longer, Paul Lollard has joined the 
army which his foster-brother left to assame his 
baronial rights. Kugene bears him no enmity 
for bearing his title so long, and the baroness 
cannot decide which of her sons is dearest to 
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$c 
THE GROWTH OF A IP. 

This piece of ship anatomy was, a few months 
since the home of singing birds; and its green 
leaves danced and twinkled to their music. And 
now, though stripped and seeming dead, it will 
live a gallant lite ; it will feel a noble sympathy 
with giant being ; it will pulsate to the billow; 
it will be a portion of a living ship; a beantiful 
and fearful thing, full-breasted, robed in flow- 
ing snow; athing where grace and mightiness 
marry, and are indivisibly harmonized. ‘The 
growth of u ship! The growth of a human 
thing! Why, itis alike. ‘Ihe earth and sky— 
all the elements have done their ministering, 
nursing the primal germ. And then, as the 
babe is to the man, so is the timber to the craft. 
‘Yhe child becomes an honest trader or a sinful 
thief. The oak swims as a merchant, or plun- 
ders as a buccaneer.—Douglas Jerrold. 

+--+ +______. 
VALUE OF TRUTH. 

The duties which we owe to our own moral 
being are the ground and condition of all other 
duties : and to set our nature ac strife with itself 
for a good purpose implies the same sort of pru- 
dence as a priest of Diana gvould have manifest- 
ed, who should have proposed to dig up the cele- 
brated charcoal fuundations of the mighty Tem- 
ple of Ephesus, in order to furnish tuct for the 
burnt offerings on its altars. Truth, virtue, and 
happiness may be distinguished from each other, 
but cannot be divided ; they subsist by a mutual 
co-inherence, which gives a shadow of divinity 
even to our human nature.— Coleridge. 

eee 
UNBELIEVERS. 


They eat 
Their daily bread, and draw the breath of heaven 
Without or thought or tbanks; heaven's roof, to them, 
Is but a painted ceiling hung with lamps, 
No mors, that lights them to their purposes. 

They wander Joore about; they nothing see, 
Theweelves except, and creatures like themselves, 
Short-lived, short-sighted, impotent to sare. 

So on their dissolute spirita, roon oF late, 

Destruétion cometh, like an armed man, 

Or like a dream of murder in the night, 

Witheriog their mental tacesties, and breaking 

‘The bones of all their pride. Owantes Laup, 








OUR SUNBEAM. 





BY HARRIET N. RAYENS. 





Who with smiles the livelong day 
Chases grief and care away? 

‘Who with sunshine fills the room, 
Sweeps away its shades and gloom? 
Tinges with a golden light, 

Meanest objects, till as bright 

As his own pure soul they gleam, 
‘Through the darkness of the scene? 

It is our Eddie, darling boy, 

Our sunbeam, hope, and pride, and joy. 


‘Who with gladness and surprise, 
Opens wide his violet eyes, 

At the story of the love 

Which provides a home above? 
And in childhood’s broken tone, 
Swoetly lisps, “I'm dota’ home 

To the sky where fowers grow ;** 
In a voice subdued and low? 

Tt is an angel strayed from bliss, 
To bless with love a world like this. 


Who with pure, aorelfigh love 

Gives a glimpse of heaven above? 
Loving everything on earth, 

High or low whate'er the birth ; 

Till we see a beauty rare, 

In the words—* to have a care 

To become as little children, 

Tf we wish to enter heaven,” 

And learn like them to trust and love, 
If we like them would reign above. 


To precious words the answer give, 
Our sunbeam—long may he yet Hive, 
To shed his light on all around; 
And when on earth no more he's found, 
May the new sparkling ray above, 
Reveal the depth of Christ's dear love. 
And when our work on earth is o’er, 
And we at Inst have reached the shore 
Where angels dwell, this is our prayer, 
To see “ our sunbeam " shining there. 
++ ______ 


THE FLOWER OF EL HAMET'S HAREM: 
—or,— 
OUR SUPERCARGO’S TURKISH BRIDE. 


BY CAPT. JAMES F. ALCORN. 





Oor vessel was lying at anchor in Constanti- 


nopie harbor, awaiting an order to proceed to the 
ieles of the Aygean Sca, for a homeward cargo, 
when one day, just as the bell struck eight, at 
noon, a shore boat came off, and ‘Silas Harding, 
our snpercargo, sprang from her stern sheets, a9 
she touched the side, mounting the gangway lad- 
der two steps at a time, and bounding from the 
rail, domanded as soon as his feet touched deck ; 


“ Where’s the mate ?” 
“ Here, at your service, Si!” rejoined I, as J 
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confronted him, being within six feet of the spot 
on which he landed. “ What’s up? You look 
as if a whole troop of Janiseries were at your 
feet.” 

“Do I thongh ?” demanded he, grasping my 
arm; edding: “ But never mind my appearance 
sow! Come into the cabin—I’ve something to 
tell you; besides, l’ve a great favor to ask.” 

“Oho! That accounts for your presence at 
once,” said 1, laughing, as I followed him into 
the cabin; adding, as I seated myself: “ Where 
on earth have you been, and what have you 
found among the Turks #0 intensely interesting, 
asto deprive us not only of your socfety, but 
even of a friendly visit from you for a whole 
month! Come, give an account of yourself! I 
confess I’m somewhat curious to learn the man- 
ner in which yor have passed your time ashore. 
I couldn’t exist a tenth part of the period, where 
tacks and bowstrings are in such demand.” 

‘“* Have done, Frank, for heaven’s sake!’ he 
exclaimed, at length. “I’ve but Httl time to 
spare, end must make the most of ft. I'm in 
tove—” 

“ Whew! The deuce yo are!” interrupted I. 

“There, there! Do stop, will you?” 

“Certainly ; only tell me how you happened 
¢o catch the disease, and what kind of a subject 
you caught the infection from. None ef those 
harem beauties, I hope; because, if that’s the 
case, you'd better make your will, for you're 
booked for a sack and a plunge in the Bos- 
phorus es sure as shooting !” 

“0, incorrigible!” he exclaimed. “ Do lis- 
ten!” And he re-seated himself, having risen 
impatiently and taken a turn fore and aft the 
cabin, while I had the floor, as they say in 
Congress. 

“Mum’s the word! Heave ahead!” rejoined 
I, tipping my chair back, and assaming an atti 
tude of attention, when he resumed : 

“You know our old consignee, Achemet El 
Hamet!” 

I nodded my assent. 

“ And also that I took up my quatters with 
him, at his request?” 

Again I bowed. 

“ Well, I’m over head and ears in love with 
his daughter Meta, and having won hers in re 
turn, am resolved to make her mine, in spite of 

all opposition. Old Achemet has smelt the rat, 
and I have reason to believe causes every mbti-n 
of mine to be watched, although to all appear- 
ance as frank and open-hearted as ever. You 
know what the Turks are, when once offended ; 
they’d smile in your face, while encircling your 
‘meck with the bowstring. I think it quite likely 
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the old wretch intends me harm, #f I remain 
much longer in his power, to which belief you 
can attribute this demand upon your friendship.” 

“To do what” 

“ Escape his vengeance!” 

“TY should think that was easy enongh. Why 
return to his horse? You're safe enough here.” 

“ Yes, bat have I not told you I must have 
Metat I couldn’t tive without her, and I am 
certain she would not survive my desertion. 
No, no! I’d risk a hundred lives to win her! 
Will you aid me?” 

“ What! tocarry her of? Hold on, my dear 
fellow. Do you know what you propose! 
Why, ’twould snbject us both to the bastinado, 
if not to the bowstring!” 

“If caught in the act, you should say. I know 
it. Ihave counted all tho cost, and am well as- 
sured that I can succeed, with youraid. If you 
refuse it, however, I can’t blame you; but rest 
assured, I shall not be deterred from my purpose 
thereby. No, I will make the attempt alone, 
even if I perish therein.” 

“That’s right, Si! I like your pluck. Bat 
give me a history of the affuire d'amour, and 
mind, I do not sefuse you assistance, should it 
prove to be deserving sach risk. Those Turk- 
ish ladies are a class of beings I don't ander- 
stand, and if all is true that Z have read com 
cernfag them, I should be very Juth to undergo 
the slightest risk on behalf of any of them.” 

“You know as much of them as do f, Mea 
excepted, whose purity of mind and thoaght I'd 
answer for with my life. Did you know ber as 
1 do, Frank, womarrhater as you are, you could 
not fail to be interested in her.”” 

“« How in heaven’s name did you form her 
acquaintance ?” demanded I. “Do the Turks 
in reality permit the ladies of their harems more 
liberty than we have been led to believe?” 

“Not a whit, Frank, so far as I can judge 
Achemet hes no less than three wives and three 
or four daughters ; yet of none have I hed se 
mach as a glimpse, save Meta. I had been on 
shore a week, when feeling indisposed one day, 
I declined accompanying El Hamet to the city, 
preferring to lounge on a divan within the walls 
of his luxurious villa, to exposure to the su 
and the fatigue of riding to and from the city—3 
distance of some five miles. After dinner, fee> 
ing much better, I sought the garden, taking 
with me a beok, and entering an arbor ia one of 
the angles of the garden furthest from the house, 
was soon devouring its pages with avidity. 

“ How long I had been wrapt thercin,€ ca 
not tell, when a slight scream a:d the rastle of 
garments at the entrance ef the arbor, aroused 
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me. Looking up, I was amazed at the vision of 
loveliness which met my gaze in the person of 
Meta, who stood, as it were, spell bound, gazing 
at the strange intruder, as she deemed me, 
while the sound of hurried footsteps betrayed the 
flight of her companion, whose scream and quick 
retreat had aroused me. 

“For over a minute we remained immovable 
—her gaze betraying amazement, curiosity and 
fear, while mine spoke volames of admiration 
for the angelic creatare who had thus suddenly 
burst upon my vision in a land where women 
are, as the angels, lovely, and likeangels, seldom 
seen. 

“ Recovering first, I rose and began to stam- 
mer an apology for my presence, while at the 
first sound of my voice all trace of fear was ban- 
ished from her countenance, and a sweet smile 
superseded it, as ehe interrapted me, saying, in 
pure English : ‘You are an American?” 

“<«Tam,’ replied I, surprised at the purity of 
her diction, adding : ‘ Have I the pleasure of ad- 
dressing a country-woman * 

«No, sir; alas, only the daughter of one!’ 
And her mild gazelle eyes were inasantly. suf: 
fased with tears. 

“¢Pardon me, miss!’ exclaimed I, earnestly 
epproaching her. ‘I have unwittingly caused 
you pain.’ 

«No, sir; I seldom think of my dear angel 
mother, still less mention her, without a betrayal 
of this weakness. Would she were alive now, 
to behold the face of one of her people—a boon 
denied her life-long, and fur which she pined 
amid the gorgeous splendor of her prison.’ 

“She was a prisoner, then?’ said I, betray- 
ing the surprise engendered by my fair com- 
panion’s words. 

“<« Ah, yea! To her, ‘twas indeed captivity ! 
She was a slave, sir, although my father’s fa- 
yorite wife.’ 

“She paused, apparently unwilling to pro- 
ceed, and glanced anxiously towards the villa, 
which I perceiving, said : 

“You need not apprehend interruption, lady. 
The house is deserted by all, save the Greck 
servants and myself. I presume you reside 
here. How is it that I have not met you before ?’ 

“* You area stranger, sir, and unacquainted 
with Turkish customs, or you would not ask that 
question. In that house are eight Iadies and 
their female attendants, who have never seen the 
face of man, save their master’s and Buba’s their 
keeper. Buti must leave you. My presence 
here may be discovered, when you would be the 
sufferer.” 

“*Nay, nay—go not yet, I beg of youl’ I 
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exclaimed, taking her hand, which I retained in 
my grasp; adding: ‘At least, not until you 
have told me of your mother, whose hard lot, 
apart from the fact of her nationality, has 
awakened in me the deepest interest.’ 

“While I spoke, she remained with her gaze 
fixed steadily on my countenance, and when I 
ceased, permitted me to lead her to a seat, when 
she resumed : 

“You desiie my mother’s history. You 
should have heard it from her own lips, when 
your interest would have been much deeper. 
But I will gratify your curiosity to the extent of 
my knowledge, regretting only your advent here 
atsuch # late period. Had it happened two 
years sooner, you might have succeeded in sev- 
ering her bonds and beering her to her native 
land, for which she pined. 

“*She was a native of Portland, Maine, and 
the only daughter of a shipmaster, whom, with 
her mother, she accompanied on a voyage to 
Greece when in her thirteenth year. It was 
long ago, when those seas were infested with 
pirates, toa gang of which they fell a prey, she 
and my grandmama alone being spared. They 
were brought to Constantinople, and exposed in. 
the slave mart for sale, when my father, then a 
young man, purchased her, and ont of pity for 
the anguish she manifested upon being sepa 
rated from her mother, purchased the latter as 
her companion. But grief for her husband’s 
death soon pat @ period to her existence, leavirg 
my poor mother entirely alone—a strangor anda 
slave in the hands of barbarians.’ 

“I started, but she met the indication of my 
surprise with a sweet smile, continuing : 

“Yes, I said barbarians! for such I know 
you, and J have been taught by my mother to 
consider them. Among Taurke, she remained a 
Christian, and such am I.’ 

“I bowed, my countenance expressing my 
pleasure, when she proceeded : 

“«Two years after my mother’s capture and 
subsequent purchase hy my father, he prevailed 
on her to become his wife, promising that no 
other should intrude upon her, to rival her in hia 
affections. This promise he observed faithfally 
eight years, when he broke it by the purchase 
and introduction to the harem—hitherto occupied 
by my mcther alone—of a beautiful Georgian, 
who soon assumed full sway of my father, with 
whom my mother would hold no communication 
from that hour. 

« «J was then one year old, and the youngest of 
four children, two of whom died in infancy 
—the eldest, my brother Achemet, being still 
alive and at present an officer in the Navy of 
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His Sublime Highness the Sultan. To our care 
and education my mother devoted herself, living 
for us and us alone, as she has oft assured me, 
while my father soon became disgusted with the 
capricionsness of the.reigning beauty, which re- 
sulted in overtures to my mother for a reconcil- 
jation. This she steadily refused, until my 
father, enraged at her perversity, degraded her 
to the station of a menial, depriving her of my 
brother's society, whom he sent to a distance to 
be educated in the faith of Mahomet, and when 
old enough, placed him in the service of the sal- 
tan. Me he abandoned to my mother’s care, for 
which I thank him, since to that abandonment 
do I owe all the little knowledge I possess, and a 
vast fund of amusement, of which my compan- 
ions—being primevally ignorant—were deprived. 
J allude%to a perusal of my mother’s tavorite 
books, of which my father obtained her an ample 
supply from her native land, during the first few 
years of their union, 

“« After my mother’s degradation, the harem 
was filled with inmates from every clime, who 
were soon changed for others, until at length the 
presence of some ruling spirit being required to 
maintain order, my father reinstated my much- 
injured parent in her former position as mistress 
of the anruly slaves, thoagh she still refused to 
acknowledge him as her husband or lord. 

“«¢ For four years my mother survived her re- 
instatement, dying two years ago, leaving to me 
her mantle of office, in which my father con- 
firmed me, much to the chagrin of several 
Hakims, who had repeatedly offered to buy me. 
Thus far, my will has been law, and I trast may 
remain 80.’ 

“She paused, while I could not forbear de- 
manding ‘ why ?’ when, with en unusual degree 
of hesitancy, she replied : 

««* Because I have no desire to exchange El 
Hamet’s harem for any other.’ 

«¢ Have you no desire to behold your mother's 
native land?’ demanded 1; when raising her 
eyes to mine, their brightness at once became 
dimmed, as she rejoined : 

““*My mother’s native land? 0, yes! a 
burning desire; and to find her kindred. But 
alas! I dare not cherish a hope.’ 

“Had you occupied my place, Frank, you 
would have done as I did, implanted that hopo, 
which I prevailed on her to cherish, until it has 
become part of her being, receiving as my reward 
her pure and devoted love. 

“She regained the harem undiscovered, with 
the garden of which that in which I met ber 
communicated, so that we were enabled to have 
several interviews, at subsequent periods. Day 
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before yesterday, however, she found means to 
convey me 4 note, warning me to be wary, and 
yesterday another, warning me to fly—and en- 
joining me to do so, if I loved her. That in- 
janction I have disobeyed, and by seeming un- 
suspicious, have I trust averted present danger. 
All now depends on you. Meta is rerdy for 
flight. To gain, and convey her to my own and 
her mother’s native land, I would sacrifice my 
life. Will you aid me?” 

“Yes, to the last drop of my blood, Hard- 
ing!” 1 exclaimed, bounding from my seat and 
grasping his hand. “Tell me how and when, 
and you may command me ani any number of 
the trustiest of our crew you deem necessary.” 

With a hearty grasp of the hand, and a few 
hurried words, he expressed his gratitude; then 
briefly sketched his plan for the abduction of the 
lady, which was that I should have a boat, 
with a trusty crew, lying in shore, near the villa, 
at midnight. He agreed to meet me there, 
when, as he assured me, oll being in readinese 
on the part of his fair inamorata,: naught re- 
mained bat to aid in her escape from the harem 
garden to the boat. 

Having agreed upon the mode of procedure, 
we separated—Harding reembarking for the 
shore, and I re-assuming charge of the deck. 
About four P. M., Captain McLeland came off, 
when J hastened to admit bim to our confidence, 
requesting permission to use ove of the vessel's 
boats and obtain volunteers for the adventure 
from amongst her crew. 

He flatly refascd, at first, grounding his objec- 
tion upon the risk incurred, and even made a 
feeble attempt to interpose hie authority to pre- 
vent the fulfilment of my promise, as regarded 
myself. We had quite a lengthy debate on the 
matter, in the course of which I made several 
allusions to the maiden’s history, mentioning at 
last the fact of her belief in the doctrines of 
Christianity, which awakoned the captain’s 
curiosity to know more. 

“A Christian, you say! By what means was 
she converted trom Mohammedanism ?” 

In reply, I gave him a brief detail of her own 
and parent’s history, as given to my readers, 
when he exelaimed : 

“Enoogh! You may go, and take the whole 
crew, if you need them. O, heaven! if she 
should prove— Did Harding mention her 
mother’s name ?” 

“No.” 

“What! neither given, nor surname?” 

“Neither, sir. Why?” demanded I, in retarn. 

“O, nothing ! I bad an idea—a foolish 1lea— 
that’s all!” 
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And Captain McLeland shoved both hands 
deep into his pockets, instantly pulling them out 
again and ranning his fingers through his hair, 
fooking very perplexed indeed, in his efforts to 
appear calm. 

“Yl go with you myself, Mr. Alcorn ?”’ said 
fre, at length. ‘‘ What time do you start?” 

“Ten P. M,, sir.” 

“Not till then?” 

“No, sir; ’tis but a few miles, and did we ar- 
rive at the rendezvous sooner than the hour 
appointed, we might be discovered, and our 
presence excite suspicion.” 

“Trae, true! Idid sot think of that!” said 
the captain, entering his state-room, leaving me 
greatly perplexed at his evident perturbation. 

Unable to scive the mystery, I gave it up, 
turning my attention to preparations for our 
adventare. 

Supper over, I selected a crew for the boat, 
and taking them apart, informed them of the 
task on hand—instracting them in all that re- 
lated to their sharerequesting them to keep the 
affair a secret from their messmates, who, by 
awaiting our return, might betray us, in cago of 
purseit. 

All being ready, at ten o’clock we lowered the 
starboard quarter boat, and touk our places— 
six men, the captain and myself—carrying with 
‘as two spare oars te facilitate our escape, should 
wo be discovered and pursued. During the pas- 
sage to the villa, whtch we made with but two 
oars, Captain McLeland maintained the most 
profound silence ; nor even when we Janded, did 
he permit a word to escape him, save a mone- 
syllabic reply to my demand if he desired’ to 
take part in effecting am entrance to the garden. 

Leaving the boat in charge of the men, with 
orders to remain seated and prepared to push off 
at a moment’s warning, we proceeded in the di 
rection of El Hamet’s residence, on the grounds 
attacked to whtch we hed landed, but had accom- 
plished but a short distance, when a low “hist!” 
fell upon my ear. 

“ Frank!” said I, in reply. 

And the next instant, the supercargo was 
wringing my hand in a fervent grasp, at the 
same time demanding—‘ Who's this with you, 
Frank?” 

“Tis I—McLeland!” said the captein, re- 
plying to the question. “I heard you were ina 
scrape here, and so came along to lend a 
hand at getting you out.” 

“For which i thank you, Captain McLeland} 
But we have ne time to spare, El Hamet is 
aslecp in the harem—yet with one eye open, i'll 
$e bound! Se we must proceed cautiously.” 

86 
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“ And Meta?” demanded I. 

“ Will meet usin the garden, as soon as she 
can do so with safety. Baba has accepted a 
heavy bribe, so that she will experience but little 
difficulty in making good her exit from the 
seraglio, if she can but lull to sleep her father’s 
vigilance. Captain McLeland, will you accept 
the post of sentry outside the wall, in order to 
apprise us of any danger from outside, and also 
to receive Meta, whom we must lower from ‘the 
top, if we ever reach that point with her?” 

“With pleasure!’ was the captain’s brief 
reply. - : 

“Remain where you are, then,” Harding re- 
samed. “ Come, Frank, we must scale the wall4 
Be caetious !” 

And taking my hand, he led me a few yards 
along the high barrier, when he halted, and seiz- 
ing a rope pendant from its summit, began te 
mount. 

He soon reached the top, and I followed him ; 
when hauling the rope up, he dropped the end 
on the inside, aad commenced his descent in 
silence. In less than a minute he had landed, 
and I was following him, when footsteps and the 
rustling of silk fell upoa my ear, causing me to 
pause and shiver with dread of discovery as the 
moon, till then obscured by clouds, unveiled her 
face momentarily, shining fall en my person. 

“Quick! Down, for your life!” hissed my 
companion ; and in an instant I was crouching 
at his side, while the person—a lady—whose 
presence had aroused our fears, came into view 
and was hurrying past within a few yards, when 
Harding ejaculated “Meta!” and she turned 
towards us, rushing into his arme, exclaiming : 

“O haste, for mercy’s sake! The eunuch 
guard of the harem are aroused, and I fear are 
om my track. I heard the order to search the 
garden, given by the chief, as I hurried through 
the inner parterre.” 

Ere the last words had left her lips, I had 
reached the top of. the wall, en which she was 
safely landed ere a minute had elapsed, when 
quickly lowering her on the outside, I had the 
satisfaction of seeing her safely released from the 
rope and in the arms of the captain, who hurried 
‘off towards the boat, leaving us to make good 
our escape. 

My companion was soon at my side, but burm 
ing with impatience to join his betrothed, refused 
to await a descent by the usual manner, and 
leaping from the wall, was out of hearing ere I 
touched the ground. Reaching the boat, I 
found them in the act of embarking, when hav- 
ing seen them safely on beard, I followed, giving 
the order to shove off. 
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I had taken the precaution to muffle the oars, 
so that little, if any noise, attended our flight; 
while not s word escaped the lips of any, until 
we had placed at least a mile between us and the 
soene of our escalade. Even then, we only ut- 
tered a few brief congratulations, the men con- 
tinuing their exertions until we ran under the 
barque’s counter, when the oars were unshipped 
and the boat laid alongside—Captain McLeland 
bounding up the gangway ladder and receiving 
the maiden from her lover, who quickly followed, 
simultaneously with myself, and with the captain 
and his young charge, entered the cabin. : 

Ordering the boat to be hooked on and hoisted 
up as quietly as possible, I left the second mate 
—who had been awaiting our return—to attend 
to the execution of my orders, and entered the 
cabin at the instant that Captain McLeland, ad- 
dressing the maiden, said : 

“Pardon a stranger's impertinence, miss; but 
having heard a portion, or rather s brief detail 
of the strange and eventful history of your de- 
ceased parent, I cannot control a desire to learn 
her name. The only excuse I can offer, is that 
Tam a native of the city named as her birth- 
place.” 

“ And sufficient, sir!” was the answer from 
the ruby lips of the most angelic creatare I ever 
beheld, and who proceeded: ‘Her name, prior 
to her captivity, was Harriet.” 

“‘What! Had she no other?” demanded the 
captain, again struggling to appear calm, and, 
unconscious of the act, jaying his hand on 
Meta’s arm, who instantly replied : 

“OQ, yes! and one that you have probably 
heard, as she had relatives who bore it. ’Iwas 
McLeland.” 

“ McLeland !” ejaculated her lover and myself 
simultaneously, while the captain shouted : 

“T knew it! Come to my arms, child—I was 
ber brother!” 

With a wild cry of joy, and exclaiming, 
«dear, dear uncle,” the poor girl threw herself 
into the embrace of the worthy captain, whose 
long pent-up emotions found vent in tears of joy 
as unexpected as profound. 

Why should I proceed farther? Of course 
my friend was made happy with she hand of the 
charming creature whose heart he had won, 
while our worthy captain, no less happy in the 
recent discovery of his sister’s child, than proud 
of her matchless beauty, blessed the wedded 
pair—his niece no more than her husband, to 
whom he owed the pleasure of their meeting. 

As a natural consequence, Achemet El Hamet 
was very wroth when he discovered the loss of 
his daughter. Bat he was too late to regain her. 
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She was a wedded wife, and under the protection 
of the stars and stripes; while her worthy uncle, 
by a well-timed threat of exposure, rninous to 
the former’s business interests, rendored him as 
docile as a lamb. 

Captain Harding recently sailed for Constan- 
tinople, carrying with him his lovely wife, at the 
earnest request of her father, whose heart yearned 
towards her during her absence here more than 
ever, from which fact we may justly infer that 
her visit to her birthplace will be rendered at 
least pleasant, though it will be necessarily brief, 
when she will return to the land of her adoption 
to take permanent possession of the home of 
which, thanks be to her worthy uncle’s wealth 
and doting love, she is to be henceforth the pre- 
siding genius, and in which we may hope she 
will never know canse to regret her Orientel 
home, or the hour she became Our Surer- 
caRrco’s Brive. 

re 


THE WISDOM OF THE SERPENT. 


I observed (says Abbe Domeneck) that when 
I began to preach, several Frenchmen and young 
Crevles, having no great love for sermons, lett 
the church and went to walk in my garden, 
where they amused themselves by making bou- 
quets of my choicest flowers. For some time I 
sought an expedient which, withont woundin; 
the lively sensibilities of thege gentlemen, woul 
oblige them to remain in the church and respect 
my flowers. I found a very simple means of 
arriving at my end without betraying my inten- 
tions. In the menagerie, which I got up de- 
grees, was a fine looking wild hoar, which I had 
trained up asa watch dog. On my going to 
say high mass, I let him loose in the garden. At 
the sight ot this new warder, the marauders made 
off with all possible speed, and returned to the 
charch patiently to hear the sermon. 





“THE PRESENT COMPANY EXCEPTED.” 


Ata public dinner in the country, « farmer, 
while relating something to the company about 
two Chinese women, said : ‘I declare they were 
the ugliest women I have seen anywhere.” 
There happening to be two maiden ladies pre- 
sent of no remarkable beauty, the farmer, who 
was a little misty, began to think he had made a 
mese of it, and that they would imagine he was 
alluding to them; so, to put matters straight, 
(as he thought,) he added, “ the present compa- 
ny excepted.” Roars of laughter ensued, and 
in a few minutes both farmer and ladies had van- 
ished.—Eccentric Anecdotes. 

$+ 20 + 
REASON AND ROMANCE. 


The gorgeous pageantry of timer gone by, — 
The tilt, the wurnament, the vaulted ball— 
Fades in its glory on the epirit’s eye, 
‘And fancy’s bright and gay creation—ell 
Suk into dust, when reason’s rearching glance 
Unmaeks the age of knighthood and romance. 
A. L, Faimriesp, 
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A SONG. 





BY PANNY BELL, 





*Twas not when earthly flowers were springing, 
‘When skies were sheen, 
And wheat was green, 

And birds of love were singing, 

That first I loved thee, or that thou 

Didst first the tender claim allow. 


For when the allent woods had faded 
From green to yellow, 
And fields were fallow, 
And the changed skies o'ershaded, 
My love might then have shared decay, 
Or passed with “ summer songs” away. 


*Twna winter—care and clouds were round me, 
Instead of flowers, 
And sunny hours, 

‘When love unguarded found me: 

Mid wintry ecenes my pession grew, 

And wintry cares have proved it true. 


Dear are the hours of summer weather, 
When all is bright, 
Aud hearts are light, 
And love and nature joy together; 
Bat stars from night their Justre borrow; 
And hearts are closer twined by sorrow. 
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BY MARY A. LOWELL. 





“Yes, on the whole, I think I do pity Charlie 
8 little—a very little,” was the slow, deliberate 
answer given by Helen West, in replying to her 
sister Sophia, who, after detailing the incidents 
of her morning calls, had appealed to her for 
pity towards Charles Armstrong, their own 
cousin. 

“Very thoughtfully said, sister Helen,” said a 
young man, who had been so very quietly read- 
ing in a dusky corner, that his sisters had for- 
gotten he was there. ‘ What has been done to 
Charlie, to call forth the pity of two such sor- 
rowful looking damsels? One would think he 
was to be set in the stocks, or some other pun- 
ishing place, to see your countenances.” 

“Don’t, John,” said Sophia. “I will tell you. 
Charles has got mistaken in his wife. He mar- 
tied her for her pretty looks, you know, and he 
finds now that she has no other merit.” 

“Now you ave unjust, Sophia,” said Helen, 
warmly. “ Kate Armstrong has good and noble 
qualities, only that no occasion has yet drawn 
them out. Charles has spoiled her with petting 
and flattering her beauty, and now he expects her 
to be a perfect woman. I have not much sympathy 
for him.” 
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“Bravo, Helen! that is generous, at least, 
when we consider that Charlie left you for Kate 
Ward.” 

“Nonsense!” cried Helen ; but the quick blush 
that overspread her cheek told that there had 
been some romance, as well as nonsense. 

“Well, well, I will not tease you, because I 
see you are sewing forme. That is a pretty, 
little gold thimble you have there. Will you 
tell me who gave you that? I don’t believe 
father gives you pin-money enough to indulge 
in such articles, unless he is more generous to 
you than he is to me. But never mind, I see 
you don’t want to tell me. So now, tell me 
more about Charlie.” 

“Well, to begin at the beginning—” 

“No, Sophia, let Helen tell me herself. I con- 
sider her the most reliable of the two. You are 
apt to exaggerate, you know.” 

It was not trae—so his sister was not angry. 
Sophia bad always been remarkable for her 
straight-forward, conscientious way of speaking ; 
especially when the subject was the faults of 
others; but John preferred to hear what Helen 
would say. e 

“ Well, then, Kate has disappointed his hopes 
in every possible way. He is not Tich, as you 
know, and he wishes her to be economical. She, 
on the contrary, spends large sums for trifles 
that she could do without. He wants her to give 
up going to balls and parties, exeept for an oc- 
casional one. She wants to go to all, and, of 
course, must have numerous dresses, Then, 
after a course of such amusements, she is ill, and 
unfitto perform the duties of her family ; lying 
whole days in bed or on the couch ; and when 
‘Charlie comes home, the house is one scene of 
uproar and confusion with she children and their 
narse. I don’t know as I ean tell anything more 
definite,” she continued, relapsing into her 
thonghtfal mooi, “but this, every one knows— 
that Consin Charles is a disappointed and un- 
happy men.” 

John whistled “ ‘I’m ower young to marry yet.” 
And I’m very glad that 1am. No wife for this 
child, till he sees her in all her moods. You 
need not langh, girls, I shall go to board with- 
the family before I propose.” 





Helen was right. Charlie was unhappy. In- 
years gone by, when she was scarce mere than 
achild, Charles Armsteong had shown grease 
affection for his Cousin Helen, for which she was 
perpetually jested at by the family, who all con- 
sidered it a childiah affair, not knowing hew- 
deep was the impression on both. Sensitive and- 
shy, Helen avoided him while she dearly loved: 
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him, and he, in a fit of boyish indignation, en- 
gaged himself to Kate Ward, who, as the sisters 
said, was only remarkable for her pretty face. 
He found her in a ball-room, it is trae—but, as 
Sophia remarked, he did not want to see her 
there always. They had married young, had 
now two children, and Charlie’s means were get- 
ting low from the large drain which Kate made 
upon them for show and style, whieh, consider- 
ing that she brought him no portion, was scarcely 
to be expected. 

John West after hearing his sisters discuss 
the subject, went immediately to Charles. He 
found him extremely dull, and wearing an anx- 
ious look which John noticed, and spoke kindly 
to him respecting it. Although his cousin was 
mach younger than himeelf, still Charles had 
always thought very highly of his judgment; 
and he did not hesitate to confide in him now. 

“Tam going to Australia, John. I cannot 
stand this way of life any longer. . I am shock- 
ingly in debt, and my creditors know that I am 
living far beyond my means. I go privately in 
the next ship that sails.” 

“Privately! Kate knows it, does she not?” 

“Nota word. I shall write to her from New 
York, send her all the money I have, and hope 
to be able to give her one day, enough to satisfy 
even her large demands. But if I stay here I 
shall never be worth anything. There, I have 
two friends who will assist me until I can help 
myself. John, will you and the girls sometimes 
look in upon Kate and the children, and report 
te me how they are getting along *” 

John promised ; and promised also, to keep 
his departure a secret until he knew the ship had 
sailed. ke 

- Great was the astonishment of all, oxcept 
John West, when Charles was reported absent. 
Kate was nearly distracted when his letter came. 
It was the first intimation she had received. She 
thought that he was going to New York for a few 
days only ; and before she could reasonably ex- 
pect him, he was gone, and the letter, though 
kind and affectionate, told her too truly that 
Charles thought her extravagant and wasteful; 
and that he must spend hig life in hard labor to 
supply her demands. The tone of the letter 
roused up all that was passionate in her nature, 
until she came to the close, which was evidently 
written under great agitation, and expressed 
everything affectionate and tender. 2 

“T love you, Kate,” he wrote, ‘and will cheer- 
fally work for all your reasonable demands. 

Oar children, remember, must be edacated at 
any cost whatever. Ask yourself if you are 
willing to forego the calls of vanity and extrar- 
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agance, in order that they may become wise and 
learned. Your superfluous dresses cost last year, 
according to an estimate which you gave me 
yourself, more than enough to keep Willy a year at 
college! Chooso then, whether you will apply 
the money which I shall be earning to that pur- 
pose, or spend it upon that which does not 
satisfy.” 

“God helping me, I willdo what is right,” 
said the desolate woman, as she read this letter 
over her ¢hild’s cradle that night through her 
blinding tears. But that was a hard task, look 
at it how she might. Such habits as hers, imdo- 
lent, extravagant, unthrifty—what a world of 
trouble to subdue them! Several days elapeed, 
during which she saw no one. In her lonely 
chamber, revolving what course to take, where to 
retrench, how to do without resources, she gazed 
at the sum sent her by her husband, and thought 
how little way it would go, if she lived and spent 
asshe had done. The Weats kept aloof—bat 
ready to take her by the hand if she expressed 
but the slightest wish for their assistance, yet 
feeling a delicacy about offering counsel toa 
woman who was situated just as she was. 

On the third day, however, a little note was 
handed to Helen, which ran thus: 

“Come to me, Cousin Ilelen. Charlie used 
to quote you and your excollencies to me until 
I was tired of hearing them. Now, I should be 
glad to learn some of your ways, if you can bear 
our lonely honse, and the desolation you will 
find here. Come, and tell me how Ican become 
@ worthy woman—worthy of my poor Charlie.” 

That night Helen stayed with Kate, and many 
succeeding ones too—helping her to plan, to re- 
trench, to contract her expenses into the smallest 
possible space, and yet not to appear mean. 
Many superfluities were parted with; some to 
friends who paid well for them—others to a shop 
in anether town, where they knew nothing of 
the people, and did not realize a great deal from 
their sale. 

Mr. West knew of an excellent family who 
wanted a part of a house in an central situation, 
and Kate submitted to live in fewer rooms, where- 
by she saved a handsome sum. She did wisely, 
and had her reward in the traly valuable friends 
whom she thus brought under ber roof. Her 
establishment now consisted of a few, genteel, 
neatly farnished rooms, and therefore she needed 
lees help. She dismissed two of her three ser- 
vants, keeping the eldest and most experienced, 
and taking care of the children herself. She 
‘was surprised to find that time lagged less heav- 
ily now that she had so mach to do, and that it 
seemed go very short. No time now for lying 
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down. She submitted almost meekly, for her, to 
all Helen’s suggestions, though she flamed up a 
little one day, when Helen said very gently: - 

« Kate, had you not better wear a plainer dress 
to-day? You know Mr. ——’s daughter is com- 
ing here, and I need not say why you should not 
appear so magnificent before her.” 

Kate flushed scarlet. The lady was the 
daughter of Charlie’s largest creditor. It was a 
struggle to bend herself to circumstances, but 
she did come down with a dress from which she 
had stripped every vestige of the rich and costly 
trimmings. Helen was £0 fall of praise, and as- 
sured her so pleasantly that the dress was abso- 
lutely improved, that she lost her momentary 
vexation. 

For several days Kate had been quite private 
in her interviews with a young clerk from a card 
printing establishment, and Helen had rallied 
her a good deal about it, but without discovering 
her secret. One morning she entered the sitting- 
room with a handsome card in her hand, and 
gave itto Helen. Surprised and pleased, the 
latter read the announcement that Mre. Arm- 
strong would receive a limited number of pupils 
in music. This was Kate’s single accomplish- 
ment, and Helen was delighted. 

“No more talk about learning from me, Kate,” 
she said. ‘“‘ You are ahead of your teacher, I 
think. I had not dreamed of this.” 

Kate had—and she falfilled the vision, In 
three months she had as many pupils es she 
could teach. At first it was difficult to make 
people believe that the gay and indolent Mrs. 
Armstrong could be a good teacher ; but the as- 
surance of the West family that she was in ear- 
nest and woald succeed, induced many to try her. 

Kate had many battles with her pride, and 
shed many bitter tears over its wounds. She 
won her way to humility with mach tribulation ; 
and sometimes it was hard telling whether she 
or pride got the victory. One thing was certain, 
she spent no dollar of her husband’s earnings, 
although ke sent home drafts of great value, and 
supposed that she used them. She acknowledged 
their receipt, but nothing more. She even laid 
aside from her own earnings, although a narsery- 
maid had been added to her household, since 
she had began to teach. 

If Charles had thought Kate beautifal once, 
how much more so would she have appeared to 
him now. True, she did not look as if she 
mourned his absence much ; for her eyes sparkled 
and her cheeks glowed. She had hecome strong- 
er, and looked almost queenly in the plain, dark 
dresses which she selected now with taste, but 
yet for durability and usefulnesa. 
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It was five years since Charlie went away, 
and he hed not once mentioned coming home. 
Kate had always written that they were “com- 
fortable,”’ and he believed that, in her sense of 
the word, it meant that she was living in style. 
He knew that he had supplied her with means to 
do so. He saw no one from home, and her let- 
ters and the few written him by the Wests, were 
the only communications that he received. 

Willy was now eight years old, and at a first 
rate school; and the little girl was six, and a 
beauty like her mother. Kate said that little 
Minnie should be a better woman when she 
married than she was. She had dismiesed her 
last pupil one golden afternoon, and sent Milly 
over for Helen and Sophiato come tetea. They 
came in their pretty, white sammer dresses, and 
Kate, seeing them approach, donned hers also, 
and twined a rose-bud and geraniam blossom in 
her hair, offering them the same beautiful orna- 
ments for their smooth, glossy tresses. They 
sat down to tea in 2 room overlooking -the gar- 
den, the children beside them. It wasa pleasant 
sight, the three beautifal women, and the sweet, 
intelligent children. They were laughing and 
chatting gaily—a cheerfal, happy group. 

“If Charlie were here—” bégan Kate, bat she 
broke down, and her eyes looked moist. 

“You will have a letter to-night,” said Helen, 
“T heard the mail was in.” 

Almost before she had done speaking, she saw 
Kate’s eyes open wide, and her cheek grow pale 
and red by turns. She rose from her seat and 
went trembling aud staggering to the piazza.. 
There was no beckoning ghost there—but Charles 
Armstrong himself, alive and strong-looking, and 
with such a beard! 

They live for each other and their true friends 
now—not for other people’s eyes. Kate has her. 
litde faults still—she is not a perfect woman 
yet—but her husband has confidence in her ; and, 
on the whole, they are quite happy for married 
peopie! ‘ 


WORKING-CLASS FUNERALS IN NAPLES. . 
It is the custom at Naples, whenever a person 
is considered in the last agony, for every triend 
or relation, whether husband or wife, father or 
mother, to leave the house, to which they do not 
return again until eight days after the funeral ; 
neither do they attend the faneral. But as every 
person belongs to a burial club, the members of 
that society attend, dressed in white, and the 
expenses are paid out of the fand of the club, | 
which, a8 most persons are buried without a 
coffin, does not cost the society mach money.— 
Journal of an Italian Tourist. 








Oratory is the huffing and biastering spoiled 
child of a semi-barbarous age. 
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THE COQUETTE. 


BY RFF. 7. HYATT. 








We met again. I did not think 
To meet thee evermore, 
Save as we met as strangers, 
In those happy days of yore, 
‘When no garland wreath of beauty 
Had entwined around thy brow 
‘Those flowers so vain and gaudy 
Which you wear so freely now. 


‘The happy glance Is in thine eye, 
The emile is on thy lips: 

Yor like the bee, that honey 
From every blossom sips, 

‘Thy heart no singte love contains, 
‘Like maiden fond and true; 

Bat when you give one lover pain, 
You wish that he was two. 


And now you fain would win me 
Unto that changing heart: 
But ah, the spell is broken, 
And no magic can impart! 
I smile to think how coldly 
I, too, can part and meet— 
Then win some other lover back, 
To spurn him at thy feet. 





PATE: 
—or,— 
PAUL DRESSLER’S DREAM. 


BY M188 CARRIE E. FAIRFIELD. 





Paut Darssver aforger! Impossible. My 
high-bred, aristocratic and most fastidious friend 
the inmate of acell in the Tombs! The idea 
was intolerable; yet it was true, as the hasty 
note which I held in my hand, pencilled in the 
first moments of his surprise and overwhelming 
indignation, informed me. 

“ Paul will he more a futalist than ever,” I 
said to myself, as I walked down Broadway, on 
my way to the cell of the prisoner. “ That was 


« curious dream which he related to me the other | 


day, foreshadowing so conclusively, at least to 
himeelf, some impending danger and disgrace, 
to be borne patiently for a while, for the inex- 
pressible sweetness which was to flow therefrom.” 

I recalled that pleasant evening, when I had 
sat in his room, inhaling the fragrance of his un- 
equalled Havanas, sipping his rare old Rhenish 
wine, from glasses which reflected its lambent 
hoes from a thousand dazzling points ; I pictured 
his elegant figure, robed in a magnificent Turk- 
ish dressing gown, the elegant, embroidered vel- 
vet slippers, the work of fairy fingers, which 
covered his slender, well-shaped foot; the velvet 
smoking cap which sat so jauntily upon his dark 
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curls, its long silken tassel depending so grace- 
fally upon his shoulders. I thought how his 
derk eye had flashed, and his marble brow had ° 
crimsoned with indignation as he spoke of some 
slight peccadillo which had been attached to his 
name; how the proud hautear of his natore had 
kindled, and n smile of scorn had wreathed his 
delicate, well-cut lips, as he mentioned the author 
of the scandal. 

“ Have you taken the pains to contradict the 
faleehood ?” I had asked. 

“No, indeed,” was his indignant reply. “I 
would not stoop so low as to notice the cur. The 
name of Paul Dressler was never before associ- 
ated with anything vile, and itis not in the power 
of such as he to sully its purity. The calumny 
will instantly recoil upon his own head.” 

And this was the man who was now confined 
in a criminal’s cell in the Tombs, with the igno- 
miny of a forger’s doom written upon his future. 
For I saw at once from the information which 
his hurried note had given me, that the evidence 
was strong against him, and whatever money 
and influence might do for him, he probably could 
never clear his fair fame in the eyes of the world. 
L longed to meet him, and see how he bore this 
new phase of life. 

“Paul, my old friend,” I said, as I grasped 
his extended hand, ‘‘ how do you find yourself— 
comfortable, I hope ?” 

A calm, thongh rather faint smile lighted up 
his features, as he replied, “ That is hardly the 
word to be applied to » man in my situation, 
though Iam not unduly shocked by this most 
unexpected development of fate.” 

“Still a philosopher, I see; well, I am glad of 
it, though I can’t say that I think even the sub- 
lime doctrine of fatalism would enable me to 
sustain my equanimity under such trials as 
these.” 

“T do not know what else but fate you can 
call it, when a man of my character and stand- 
ing is assailed by such charges as these. Surely 
there is no accounting for it upon rationalistic 
grounds.” 

“ Well, there I should differ with you again ; 
but I did not come here to review the old ground 
of: argument, but to see what I could do for you 
in a professional way. State your case to me 
now, and let me see what legal lore is likely to 
avail you.” 

“J will do so,” he replied, “ but first you mast 
allow me to remind you of that singular dream 
which I related to you the other evening. I 
thank the angel of my life for that friendly warn- 
ing. It is the key to all my preeent calmness.” 

I smiled, and bade him proceed with the de- 
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tails of his present situation. My friend Paul 
had been bred the son of a millionnaire, and his 
tastes were consequently most refined and luxa- 
rious. About a year previous to the opening of 
our story, his father had unexpectedly become 
embarrassed and had died insolvent. Paal bore 
this reverse with the utmost philosophy, and im- 
mediately accepted a situation in a bank, with a 
salary of two thousand a year. He had never 
been restless or discontented with this change, 
never had uttered one complaining word, and 
those who knew him best, felt that the spirit 
which he manifested was most admirable. Now, 
however, with the suddenness of a thunder burst, 
had come upon him this overwhelming charge, 
sustained, too, by an appearance of justice which 
seemed almost incontrovertible. 

Of the details of the case it is not necessary 
to inform the reader ; suffice it, that after pon- 
dering over them for several hours, I could see 
but one way of conclusively proving the inno- 
cence of my client, and that was by establishing 
the guilt of the real criminal. With this end in 
view I conferred with the officers of the institu- 
tion, and became acquainted with the character 
of every person in their employ; but the more I 
investigated the more I became convinced of the 
almost impossible nature of my undertaking. 

The day of trial drew near, and still bat little 
headway had been made in establishing the inno- 
cence of my poor friend. I was harassed, per- 
plexed, chagrined. Never before had I been so 
signally foiled in my endeavors to aid an inno- 
cent person, and that this complication of unto- 
ward events should sarround one so dear to me 
ss Paul Dressler, was the greatest aggravation 
of all. Yet he was perfectly calm through it all. 

“ How is it,” said I, one ‘day, half impatient 
at his stoicism, “that while I am beating my 
brains incessantly for some remedy for this in- 
justice, and actually wearing myself out in my 
endeavors to rescze you, no Spartan was ever 
more immovable than you, in your calmness and 
philosophy? Confownd it! I don’t see into it.” 

He smiled, and replied, “You have not my 

faith, my friend. I am convinced that for what- 
ever I may suffer in the present, the future will 
bring me a bountiful recompensay‘ early learned 
that an undisturbed mind and a perfect trust in a 
higher power, was the only secret of true happi- 
ness. )This has been my philosopher’s stone 
through life, the talisman which has gilded every 
phase of adversity with the fine gold of content- 
ment. Therefore I am, even in this rade cell, 
deprived of so many of the comforts and luxu- 
ries to which I have been accustomed, still un- 
disturbed in my equanimity, and in my faith.” 
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I admired, while I could scarcely comprehend 
his serenity. 3 

“T think,” he continued, “that before the day 
of my trial, some new light will be shed upon 
this case. A lady will be the messenger, and if 
she be only half as beautiful as the being who 
opened the door of my dungeon in my dream, 
and led me forth into the daylight, I shall cer 
tainly fall in love with her.” 

He smiled playfully, and I asked, “What 
was that dream, Paul, I’ve more than half for- 
gotten it?” 

“You remember that I was walking on a 
pleasant hillside, when suddenly the earth caved 
beneath my feet, and I was entombed alive, ina 
gloomy recess of the mountain. I lived there a 
long time—I know not how long—in intense 
darkness, when suddenly, a ray of light pierced 
the gloom; then an opening appeared in the 
rocky walls, and a creatare as beautiful as a 
Peri, yet surely human, stood in the gateway, 
and reaching forth her hand, led me out into the 
open country. My garments were covered with 
the moist earth of my dangeon, but she told me 
not to brush it off, and I walked on with her a 
long distance, happy in her society, yet even con- 
scious that my garments were soiled ; when sud- 
denly the sky grew bright and golden, the land- 
seape changed to one upon the Rhine, which in 
my early travels I thought the fairest that the sun 
shone on, and which has ever since lived in my 
memory ; my garments were changed for white 
and glistening ones, and in the midst of my joy 
and amazement, I awoke.” 

I laughed as he concluded, #nd replied, “I 
should dislike to be in your place, Paul, 
with no better foundation for hope than such 
a dream, singular asit is. Yet, nous verrons! If 
that young lady intends to interpose in your be- 
half, I bope she will make her appearance very 
shortly, before my hair gets any grayer in your 
service. Positively, I can’t disfigure myself in 
this way mach longer, to accommodate her bash- 
ful delays.” * 

He smiled at my rather ill-timed playfalness, 
and replied : . 

“It is fate, my dear sir, fate arranges all; be 
still and you will see.” 

One week only was to intervene until his trial, 
and as yet I saw no hope for my poor friend; 
but he was calm as ever. I was with him one 
day in his room, which looked out upor the 
street; I sat by the table writing, while he stood 
by the window. 

“ There she comes!” he exclaimed, joyfully. 

“Who ?” I asked in amazement, for I had 
forgotten the dream. 
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“My lady preserver ; you will see her soon, 
for she has entered the building.” 
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anything which you may have to communicate.” 
“You will remain then, if yon please, Mr. 


I ran to the window, but she had disappeared. | Trevor,” she replied, ‘‘as the painfal diselosares 
In a few moments, however, a messenger en- | which I have to make will necessarily come im- 


tered to say a lady wished to see Mr. Dressler. 
“Show her up,” said Paul, calmly. 


mediately under your cognizance.” 
She hesitated a moment, and I thought a slighs 


The next few minutes seemed intermimable to | tremor passed over her, but she was not loug i= 
me, but Paul’s serenity was unshaken, only J | regaining her womanly dignity and composure. 


saw by the gleam of his dark blue eye, that faith 
approached almost to certainty, while I confess 
I greatly dreaded a disappointment. 

Presently we heard the slow tread of the jailer 
along the hall; at first I thought he was alone, 
but Paul’s quicker ear caught the light footfall, 
and his countenance brightened with expecta- 
ion. The door swung heavily upon its iron 
hinges, the jailer stepped to one side and ad- 
waitted the lady. She was rather tall, but of 
slight and elegant proportions. Her features 
were exquisitely moulded, her complexion of 
alabaster hue, contrasting strangely with her 
dark, satiny hair, and deep-set, brilliant eyes of 
hazel brown, fringed with long, curving lashes 
which completely shaded the eyes as they drooped 
beneath our earnest gaze. 

. A faint rose-hue tinged her cheek, as the 
jailer announced “Miss Courtney.” “Miss 
Helen Courtney,” read the card which the lady 
extended to Paul, as with the most winning 
grace and dignity she accepted the offered 
seat. 

“My friend and legal adviser, Mr. Trevor, 
Miss Courtney,” said Paul, with all the self- 
possession in the world, glancing at me. 

Thad started at the sound of ber name, for I 


distinctly remembered that a Mr. Courtney had 


been among the clerks in the bank in which 
Peul had been engaged; and there was some- 
thing in his handsome but care-worn face which 
had made a marked impression on my memory. 
I am afraid the fixed gaze with which I responded 
to her graceful salutation was hardly courteous, 
bat it certainly satisfied me that she was a rela- 
tive, probably a sister of the said clerk. 

“Mr. Dressler,” commenced the lady, after a 
moment’s hesitation, “‘Ihad intended that the 
communication which I have to make to you 
should be private. If this, however, is your 
confidential legal adviser, there will be no objec- 
tion to his remaining in the room—his presence 
may be of service.” 

I immediately proposed retiring, but Paul 
yeplied : 

“ He is not only my confidential legal adviser, 
but also my most esteemed friend ; if, therefore, 
96 you intimate, his services may be of aid to 
you, do not hesitate to disclose in his presence 


Tarning to Paul, she continued : 

“You are doubtless aware, Mr. Dressler, thas 
you are at present the victim of a deeply-lsid 
and well-matured plan of fraud.” 

She paused again, and Paul, to relieve her em- 
barrassment, replied : 

‘T have indeed realized the fatility of endeav- 
oring to disentangle the meshes of this most art- 
fally woven net. Both myself and my friends have 
been amazed at the amount of intellect displayed 
in the concoction of the scheme, and deplored 
the fact that it was employed in so unworthy a 
cause.” 

“Tt was not to win compliments for my poor 
brother’s genius that I came here,” she replied, 
with shortened breath, “but to confess his guilt. 
The real criminal in this case is my only brother, 
Hubert Courtney.” 

Her pale lip quivered, and she bit it to repress 

|, har emotion. I confess I was s good deal 
shocked, and Paul certainly was not less so, at 
this declaration, That the brother of such a 
being as she evidently was, should commit such 
a crime was painful to us both. Paul replied, 
however, with scarcely less than his nsual 
composure : 

“This announcement is certainly a most start- 
ling one, and very nearly affects my welfare ; 
yet I sympathize too deeply with the affliction 
which such a belief must be to you, not to re- 
quire good proof of the facts. Are you prepared 
to substantiate them ?” 

“Tam but too well prepared, sir,” she replied, 
mournfully. “My brother’s confession made 
upon a bed of sickness, caused by the weight of 
guilt which oppressed his conscience, is certainly 
conclusive evidence.” 

“T can hardly express my amazement at this 
development,” said Paul. “I have had a slight 
acquaintance with Mr. Courtney ever since I en- 
tered the bank, and I certainly deemed him one 
of the most honorable and gentlemanly men 
whom I ever met. There must have been some 
terrible temptation to this crime.” 

“There was indeed a motive,” said Miss 
Courtney. “Hubert and myself were born of 
wealthy parents, and reared amid luxury and 
elegance. Circumstances deprived us of our 
patrimony the same year that Death robbed us 
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of both our parents. After that we were entire- 
ly dependent upon his exertions for support. 
‘We were enabled to live comfortably, though by 
no means elegantly upon his salary ; but it was 
impossible for us to lay aside anything. This 
fact disturbed my poor brother exceedingly, es- 
pecially as his rapidly failing health reminded 
him that I should soon be left withont a protec- 
tor. That his only sister should be left to want 
and destitution, was a thought too grievous to 
be borne. Often have I heard him say, ‘Had I 
but a few thousand dollars of capital, how quick- 
ly could I amass sufficient to make you, my sis- 
ter, comfortable for life; but for the want of this 
I must die and leave you, not only utterly friend- 
less, but without a dollar.’ Under these circum- 
stances he first conceived the idea of borrowing 
@ few thousand dollars by means of forged paper, 
fully intending to repay it as soon as circum- 
stances would allow.* The horrible fear of de- 
tection, and the thought of the unmitigated 
sorrow which such consequences would entail 
upon me, led him to arrange his plans in such a 
way that should any accident happen to disclose 
the forgery, suspicion would attach itself to some 
other individual. Mr. Dressler was selected for 
this purpose, not on account of any personal ill- 
will, but because his business relations with my 
brother were such that he could most easily be 
entrapped. That such consequences ever would 
ensue, of course he did not for a moment believe, 
yet when his scheme was actually frustrated, 
and the worst transpired, he was for a time too 
completely overwhelmed with the thought of 
what he had escaped, to have the courage volun- 
tarily to assume the penalty which justly belonged 
to him. Conscience, however, would not be 
stilled. His secret sufferings wore upon his fee- 
ble frame, till he was brought to a bed of illness, 
upon which he confessed to me his whole crime. 
Of course there was but one thing left to do, and 
that was to make instant reparation for the fault, 
as far at least as was possible. You have now 
the facts. Of course you, Mr. Dressler, are free, 
and I scarcely dare entreat you to use your in- 
fiaence that my poor brother may be as leniently 
tweated as is compatible with the ends of justice.” 
You should have seen Paul’s face at that mo- 
ment. Eshall never forget the expression of that 
noble, magnanimous soul, nor the radiant smile 
with which he:replied : 
“T rejoice most-heartily, Miss Courtney, that 
. you came directly ty me with this disclosure, be- 
fore confiding i¢ to; any other person, since it 
gives me the oppostunity of doing justice to your 
unfertunste brother, Whove character I can but 
respect even mors highfy than bofore, since his 
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generous affection for his only sister must ever 
endear him to me, while the crime of which he 
is accused, sinks into s venial and almost par- 
donable error when the motive is taken into cén- 
sideration. Trevor, you have often assured me 
that it was quite possible to extricate me from 
this dilemma by means of the powerful friends 
who are arrayed upon my interest, and the means 
which may be called into requisition. Hitherto, 
I have refused to accept freedom, while the 
slightest taint rested upon my honor. Is it too 
late now to avail myself of these means ?” 

In vain I demurred to the proposition which E 
saw he was about to make. In vain Miss Court- 
ney insisted that it should not be. The unfor 
tunate young man had evidently suffered, he 
said, all that justice required, and quite enough 
to prevent the recurrence of any such crimes. 
His delicate health, and the fact that his sister’s 
happiness depended upon his life, which would 
undoubtedly be sacrificed by the disgrace of an 
exposure, warranted us in concealing his guilt 
from the world, especially as it probably could 
be done at only a slight sacrifice upon his part. 
In short he over-ruled all our objections, and 
Miss Courtney bade him farewell with a light 
heart, and overflowing eyes. 

“©, Mr. Dressler,” she exclaimed, “you 
cannot imagine the debt of gratitude which we 
shall forever owe you. May God, who only can 
comprehend the obligation as I feel it, reward 
you from his infinite bounty.” And clasping 
the hand which he had extended in-adieu, she 
touched the delicate fingers with her lips, and 
then blashing crimson at her own boldness, she 
drew her veil and departed. 

From that moment Paul’s enthusiasm was 
aroused, and he labored with more energy than 
I supposed he possessed, to arrange plans to pro» 
cure his acquittal. His family was one of the 
most influential in the city, and as they firmly 
believed in his innocence, they were determined 
that no stone should be left untarned to procure 
his pardon ; and in- that great city of Gotham, 
what will not money do? 

Paul had leaned on no broken reed wien hé 
trusted to money influence for his acquittal, and 
that without-the use of any illegal means. His 
firet call after his discharge was upon Miss Court- 
ney, to assure her of his pardon, and his restora- 
tion to the confidence of the officers of the bank, 
which was effected by confiding to them the 
actual state of affairs. Hubert was of course 
obliged to resign his situation, but as they were 
induced to keep the secret of his guilt, and allew 
his illness to pass as his excuse for leaving, ha 
had no difficalty in obtaining another situation, 
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where his labors were lighter, and his salary 
consequently less. 

After this I watched with the deepest interest 
the progress of Paul’s acquaintance with Miss 
Courtney. That he had been in love with her 
from the first moment I had never doubted, and 
it seemed to me that she was strongly attracted 
at times toward him. Still there were times 
when her conduct towards him pezzied me 
exceedingly. At last I said to him one day: 

“Paul, you'll never win that girl in the world. 
She likes you well enough, and sho feels very 
grateful for all you have done for the family, and 
she dislikes very much to treat you coldly; yet 
I think I can plainly distinguish in her manner, 
that beyond this she cares nothing for you; and 
you surely would not have her prove false to the 
best feelings of her nature by bestowing her hand 
without her heart.” 

“Helen Cvurtney is not capable of such 
falsity,” was his reply, as his fine face grew a 
shade paler. “I have noticed the peculiarities 
of which you speak, but I believe I have pene- 
trated more. deeply into the recesses of her na- 
tare than you. I think she loves me, bat she is 
embarrassed by the circumstances of our ac- 
quaintance. Besides, she is too proud, I fear, to 
merry @ man from whom she has accepted so 
great an obligation as she fancies is implied in 
my conduct towards her brother. However, my 
friend, I am going to putan end to this suspense 
this very evening. To-morrow you shall know 
the worst.” 

“Well, How is it?” I asked, as I entered his 
room the next evening. 

He looked up calmly and replied: “I was 
fiatly refased.”” 

“ AsI anticipated,” I replied, “yet Iam sorry 
for you, Paul, for she is a fine girl.” 

“ Not as you anticipated at ail,” said he. “I 
was indeed refused, yet I won from her an ac- 
knowledgement that she was not indifferent to- 
ward me, and that were the obligation between 
us cancelled,she might consent to an engagement. 

“Well, then, all that remains for you to do is 
to go directly out and stab somebody, and then 
throw all the blame upon her. That will make 
you even, and herself a little more.” 

Paul did not relish my pleasantty. 

“ You know,” said I, “that I never did fancy 
sach fine-spun sentimentalism so much as some, 
and when it stands in the way of the happiness 
of two sach people ag you and Helen, whom I’ve 
thought a sensible girl, I like it less than ever.” 

But Paul loudly applauded his lady’s delicacy, 
and expressed himself perfectly contented to 
wait until he ceald overcome ber scruples. Three 
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years passed, and matters remained precisely ia 
the same condition. Hubert’s fuiling health, 
however, gave tokens that their probation drew 
toa close, as in answer to his eager entreaties to 
be allowed openly to confess his crime, and thus 
relieve the lovers of their embarrassment, it hed 
been agreed that at his death, the secret should 
be disclosed, and Panul’s character cleared in the 
eyes of the world. Through another sear of 
lingering consumptive deeay, they watched his 
gradual departure, and at last in the golden 
flush of the autumn, they laid him dows to reset. 

At his request, that Helen might not be left 
unprotected, the marriage ceremony was per- 
formed at his bedside, and with his latest breath 
he blessed them. A confession of his crime, 
written by his own hand, was published immedi 
ately after his death, together with a simple ac- 
coant of the generosity which had shiclded him 
from public disgrace during his life-time. 

Thus the clouds cleared from thg horizon of 
Paul Dressler’s life, and the prophetic sunshine 
of his dream shone goldenly over ail bis fetare 
pathway. After his marriage with Helen, al- 
though I was no {ess a skeptic than ever, I never 
argued with him again aboat Fatz. 
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Louis alighted. Two of the execationers came 
to the foot of the scaffold to take off his coat. 
He waved them away, and himself removed his 
coat and cravat, in order that his throat might 
be presented bare to the knife; they then came 
with cords to bind his hands behind his back. 

“ What do you wish to do?” said Louis, ia- 
dignantly. ‘Bind you,” they replied; and en- 
deavored to fasten his hands with the cords. 

“ Bind me?” said the king, in tones of d. 
feeling. ‘No, no—I will never consent. ‘ou 
may do your business, but not bind me.” The 
executioners seized him radely, and cadied for 
help. “Sire,” said his Christian adviser, M. 
Edgewoith, “' suffer this outrage, as a last resem- 
btance to that God who is about to be your re- 
ward. “‘Assuredly,” said the king, “there 
needed nothing less than the example of God to 
make me subinit to sach an indignity.” Thea 
holding out bis hands to his slayers, he said— 
“Do as you will, I will drink the cup to the 


” 

With firm step, he ascended the steep steps of 
the scaffold, looked for a moment upon the keen 
and polished edge of the axe, and then turning to 
the vast throng, he said in a clear and untrem- 
ulows voice: 

“ People, I die innocent of all the crimes im- 
puted to me. I pardon the authors of my death, 
and pray God thatthe blood which you are about 
to shed, may not fall again on France.” 

He would have continued, but the drums were 
ordered to beat, and his voice was drownel. 
‘The executioners seized him and bound him to 
the plank, the slide fell, and the head of Louis 
XVL fell into the basket.—Joka S. C. Abbott. 
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MY SISTER ANDI. 


BY OPHELIA M. CLOUTMAN. 





‘WE were twins, my sister and J, in years, but 
not in looks. Charlotte was beautifal, brilliant 
and accomplished ; I was plain even to homeli- 
ness, with only a sound mind and tolerably 
amiable disposition to recommend me to worldly 
favor. Of her superior personal charms, my 
sister was by no means ignorant ; her mirror had 
first revealed the fact of her great physical 
bexuty, while @ doting mother and numerous 
friends only confirmed the truth by their con- 
stant praises in her behalf. My mother, a well- 
preserved woman of forty-five, still prided her- 
self upon her fine appearance, and did not hesi- 
tate to ascribe my ill looks to the fault of my 
close resemblance to my deceased father. Char- 
lotte she declared to be the perfect counterpart of 
herself; but where the likeness lay, it were diffi- 
cult for any one to tell. 

Upon the death of my father, we had removed 
from our beautifal city home to a small cottage, 
situated some nine or ten miles distant from Bos- 
ton, where, with a moderate income, we were 
enabled to live comfortably, if not luxuriously. 
Tho extreme beauty of my sister Charlotte 
gained for her a large list of admirers among 
the opposite sex. Her ready wit and showy ac- 
complishments retained, for a timo, the conquests 
of which she so delighted to boast, and which, 
truth to say, gratified the pride of her indulgent 
mama not a whit less than her own. Itis a sad 
thing to confess, but Charlotte Norton was a 
coquette! who won pure and noble hearts to her- 
self, only to break and rudely fling them away, 
asa spoiled child is wont to do with toys that 
have beguiled the passing hour. 

My hardy constitution and strong ove for 
study made me ambitious to prepare myself for 
ateacher. The village academy fostered my 
rising talents, and sent me forth into the world 
at the age of eighteen, with a well-stored mind 
and a heart as warm and generous in its im- 
pulses, as Charlotte’s was cold and unfeeling. 

My catalogue of lovers embraced but a single 
individual; yet tomy devoted and appreciative 
nature, Edward Manners was in himself a host. 
I made his acquaintance while spending the 
winter in Boston with Mrs. Cummings, a wealthy 
cousin of my mother’s, to whose children I had 

assumed the post of governess. He was the 
son of a well-known artist of that city, who, in 





dying, bequeathed his son naught but the legacy 
of his own great genius. 
Edward Manners: was not what the world 


579 


generally would term handsome; yet, in my 
eyes, he was the trae type of manly beanty. 
Hair brown and wavy was thrown back in rich 
clusters from a brow lofty and expansive; while 
the singular brilliancy of his dark eye was in 
strange contrast to the uniform pallor of his 
countenance. cs 

What first attracted him to my side was al- 
ways a source of wonder to my miod. I was 
neither beautiful nor fascinating ; he was grave, 
yet endowed with fine conversational powers. 
My awkward manner and shy reserve seemed to 
attract, rather than repel him. By degrees a 
strong friendship grew up between us, which, in 
my joy of heart, I prayed time might not sever. 

I was proud to call him my friend, because I 
sincerely believed him my superior in everything 
that was noble and intellectual. A thrill of ex- 
quisite pleasure shot through my heart, when, 
night after night, he stole quietly away from the 
dense throng that filled the drawing room of my 
benefactor (with whom Edward Manners was an 
especial favorite), to spend a few hours in agree- 
able conversation with me, in the solitude of the 
little school-room where, from choice, I generally 
spent the most of my evenings. 

In the early part of June, I returned home— 
Mrs. Cummings and family having retired to 
their country seat in New Hampshire, where 
they usually remained until October. I was, as 
it were, a child of Nature; and I looked forward 
to the bright summer months, with their golden 
treasures of fruits and flowers, as an oasis in the 
desert of my hitherto lonety life. 2 

My reception at home, although a kind one, 
was far from being freighted with that warmth 
and tenderness for which my loving soul so con- 
stantly thirsted. Charlotte was as frivolous and 
heartless as ever; while my mother still enter- 
tained for her that unmistakable preference and 
partiality which had so often wounded my sensi- 
tive heart in early childhood, when I had vainly 
strove to console myself with the thought that if 
papa had lived, I, too, should have been loved. 

Since the first hour of my acquaintance with 
Edward Manners, a change had come over my 
desolate and isolated existence. A new life 
seemed opened to me, and bright and beantifal 
lay the unrolled panorama of the future which 
my imagination had so brilliantly painted before 
my longing and admiring eyes. I saw in my 
feverish dreams the laurel wreath of fame encir- 
cling the noble brow of Edward Manners. With 
a throbbing heart, I beheld him kneeling at my 
feet. In his hand he held the glistening circlet, 
which he gracefully extended towards me. In 
breathless delight I stretched forth my hand to 
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receive it; but fingers long and shadowy tore it 
from my grasp, and with a sharp cry, I awoke 
from my dream and shuddered lest it might 
prove to be indeed a reality. 

I had been home scarce a fortnight, when Mr. 
Manners, availing himself of my kind invitation 
to call upon me, found his way to our rustic and 
humble retreat. It was a bright summer morn, 
when pushing aside the drapery of my little case- 
ment, to inhale the fresh and invigorating air of 
the early day, that I espied the tall and manly 
form of Edward Manners hastening up the neat 
gravel walk leading to our cottage. My heart 
beat strangely as I descended to meet him, for I 
had hardly cherished the hope of a continuance 
of our friendship when separated by time and 
distance. 

I felt the warm blood mantling my cheek, as I 
tremblingly retarned the pressure of his hand. 

“ My dear Maggie—” he ventured to say ; but 
at that moment Charlotte appeared, on horse- 
back, beantiful as Hebe after her usual morning 
ride. 

With a single bound, she sprang from the 
saddle and gracefully alighted at our feet, crying 
out in merry, ringing voice : 

“O, Meg Wilton! such a race as I’ve had 
with Colonel Griffith’s niece would have been 
well worth your sight! I verily believe the timid 
girl thought me a perfect Amazon, at tho rate 
that I flew over the road, and, Gilpin-like, soon 
left her far behind! But I perceive that I have 
already broken in upon an agreeable conversation 
between two friends,” she added, at the same 
time lifting her dark and lustrous eyes most 
archly to the face of Edward Manners. 

Their eyes met; and a glow of delight over- 
spread the features of the young artist, at sight 
of the radiant vision before him. 

“‘ This is my twin sister, Mr. Manners, Miss 
Charlotte Wilton, of whom you have often heard 
me speak,” I stammered forth, with a degree of 
awkwardness quite natural to me. 

“Your sister? I declare I should never have 
suspected it,” he replied, in a tone of surprise 
that seemed to say to my sensitive ear—no won- 
der, when one is so fall of beauty and the other 
so extremely plain ! 

The embarrassment of a first introduction 
over, the young trio entered the cottage, where 
Charlotte, usurping the place of hostess, at once 
succeeded in drawing her new-made friend into 
an interesting conversation, which lasted fall an 
hour, after which, Mr. Manners took his leave ; 
but not without receiving the united invitation of 
both Charlotte and my mother to visit us often 
8t our rural home. 
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Weeks passed on, and Edward Manpers co 
tinued a frequent guest at the residence of the 
Widow Wilton. At first, his inquiries were par- 
ticularly after myself, and occasionally we would 
live over again those hours of social converse 
and heart-felt sympathy, that had cheered snd 
enlivened my daily existence while a sojourner 
in Mrs. Cummings’s family. The entrance of 
Charlotte, however, always changed entirely the 
state of affairs. Extravagantly fond of gentle 
men’s society, she always labored to fascinate 
them to the extent of her abilities. There is no 
surer passport to the affections of a man, then 
beauty. Intoxicated with the loveliness of the 
rose, they breathe in its rich fragrance, nor heed 
the treacherous asp that lies concealed beneath 
its delicately tinted petals, until reminded of its 
presence by the deadly and poisonous sting. 
Then, too late alas! they tear the cherished 
flower from their breast, and crash it to the 
earth; but the work of the venomous insect hes 
been speedily and surely accomplished, while the 
rose, 60 rudely plucked from its loved resting- 
place, still sends forth its rare perfume as of old. 

Edward Manners was but mortal. The won- 
drous beauty of Charlotte Wilton enslaved his 
senses. In his breast, she excited the same de- 
gree of admiration that he would have expe- 
rienced when gazing upon some exquisite piece 
of sculpture, or some glorious old painting. A 
desire to constantly feast upon hef charms, kept 
him too often « willing prisoner at her side. 

The general attention which my sister received 
on all sides, would have acted asa check upoa 
the advances of a delicate nature like Edward 
Manners’s, had it not been that the heartless girl, 
perceiving her power, used it accordingly. In 
her numerous rides and walks, the bewildered 
artist was her favored companion. In his ab- 
sence, his praises were constantly sounding in 
amy ears, until I began to chide myself for having 
dared to raise my hopes and aspirations towards 
one so lofty in thought and sentiment. 

What Charlotte Wilton saw to admire in Ed- 
ward Manners, I knew not. Men of wealth and 
position, attracted by her queenly beaaty, ffus- 
tered like gorgeous butterflies around her shrine. 
External beauty, always the first requisite to sac- 
cess in gaining the favor of my fastidious sister, 
seemed in his case dwindled into entire insignifi- 
cance. That Edward Manners possessed beauty 
far more precious in my eyes, viz., that of the 
mind, I well knew ; but I could not believe that 
one so shortsighted and selfish as Charlotte 
was, had ever discerned clearly the inner loveli- 
ness of soul which lay enshrined within the 
breast of my beloved friend. 
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“Days and weeks rolled on, and still Edward 
Manners spent the few hours of recreation, which 
he contrived to steal from his professional labors, 
at the cottage of the Widow Wilton. I now saw 
but little of Edward Manners, for I had been 
called to supply the place of assistant teacher in 
a neighboring academy, recently made vacant by 
the sudden death of the former instructress. At 
the combined request of both my mother and 
Charlotte, however, I consented to spend my 
Sabbaths at home. Lindenwood Lodge, as oar 
echool was romantically termed, was only dis- 
tant some eight or ten miles from N——, where 
my mother and sister atill resided. I often won- 
dered why Edward Manners never visited me, 
knowing as he did how thoroughly engaged my 
time was with the pressure of school-room duties. 
‘Whatever queries I may have had upon that 
score, however, were soon satisfactorily, if not 
agreeably answered by a circamstance which oc- 
curred some two months after my instalment at 
Lindenwood Lodge. 

It was Saturday night, and the close of a 
bright October day. My labors for the week 
concluded, I had retarned home to spend the 
coming Sabbath. My mother and myself had 
taken our tea in solitary silence—Charlotte, who 
was the life and joy of that roof, being absent to 
the city. How long a time I had been sitting in 
the twilight of my own little chamber I knew 
not, when the well known voice of my sister was 
heard in the hell below, and in another moment 
she stood before me, hat in hand, as brilliantly 
beautiful as ever. 1 noticed that her inquiries 
after my health were unusually tender, and that 
the lips pressed against my cold and pallid cheek 
were hot and feverish. The first words of 
greeting over, and an awkward pause ensued. 
Twisting ber hat nervously about by the strings, 
Charlotte slowly moved towards the door. Sud- 
denly pausing upon the threshold, with the air 
of a person who had forgotten to communicate 
something, she turned round with an sssumption 
of her naturally childish and playful manner, 
and said, in a gleesome voice: 

“0, sister Meg, I have good news to tell you 
—news that will make your heart fairly leap 
with delight to hear.” 

“Indeed! Pray enlighten me,” I replied, my 
dull countenance brightening strangely, in antic- 
ipation of the expected intelligence 

“Well, then, I am at last to be married, and 
on Christmas eve.” 

To whom?” J asked, quietly. 

“To whom? Why, to your friend, Edward 
Maoners, to be sure’ she exclaimed, in a tone 
very expressive of surprise at my ignorance of it. 
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“ Your friend, Edward Manners!” How thore 
cruel words lacerated my already bleeding heart! 
I made a strong effort towards composure, and 
begged my sister to proceed. . 

“ There is also one request Edward bade me 
make,” she continued, “which is—” 

“What?” I faintly gasped, observing Char- 
lotte’s eyes fixed intently upon my fast-changing 
countenance. 

“That you will consent to be our bridesmaid 
upon the occasion.” 

Their bridesmaid! Her bridesmaid! She who 
had cast aside heart after heart, only to rob me 

of the love of him whose hand had planted the 
|e flowers of affection in my hitherto barren 
soul! Iconld hearno more. My head grew 
dizzy, and all strength seemed deserting me. I 
made some slight excuse relative to a headache 
and the extreme closeness of the room, then hue 
ried down stairs and forth into the open air. 

The damp atmosphere of evening revived my 
fainting spirits, while the stillness of the night 
had also a strangely soothing effect upon my 
disordered nerves. When I returned to the 
honse, it was to join my mother and sister in the 
perlor with the same air of calm indifference 
which was so entirely characteristic of my nature, 

I met Edward Manners on the morrow at the 
dinner-table ; but there was no sign of emotion 
perceptible in my face, or tremulons movement 
of the hand extended to hid him welcome as of 
old, that betrayed in the least degree the hidden 
anguish of the heart within. To my relief, tho 
subject of theirsettled engagement and proposed 
marriage was not alluded to by either party in 
my presence; and the following day saw me 
depart for Lindenwood Lodge with a soul still 
unchastened by affliction, and whose trembling 
lips had still the power to say—‘ thy will, not 
mine, be done.” 

November, with its chilly winds, crept slowly 
by; and December, with its frost and snow, 
once again dawned upon our sight. For near 
six weeks, Charlotte Wilton had lain upon a 
bed of sickness. Her disease was typhoid fever. 
Every moment that I could snatch from my pre» 
scribed duties at school, was now spent at the 
bedside of one whom, asa sister, I still fondly 
loved. My mother’s fears for the safety of her 
child rendered her almost incapacitate in so long 
and trying an illness. Night after night, Ed- 
ward Manners and myself hung over the couch 
of Charlotte, listening in speechless sorrow to 
the wild ravings of that delirious brain, as the 
scourge like fever crept like a fiery serpent into 
her delicate veins. . 

It was in those hours of solitude agd faithfal 
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watching, that the innate goodness of Edward 
Mannera’s soul shone forth with resplendent 
light. And when, in his great love, some tender 
word of endearment addressed to the unconscious 
invalid fell from his lips, I hastily brushed away 
the rising tear, and secretly prayed God to make 
my sister worthy the devotion of so noble a heart. 

Edward Manners’s treatment towards me was 
such as one might expect to receive from a kind 
and affectionate brother. Ever shy and reserved 
in my manner when in his presence, I was now 
made doubly so by the haunting thought that, 
since another claimed his entire love, I, his plain 
yet sincere friend, had no right to manifest for 
him other than feelings of common and ordinary 4 
friendship. 

At last, to the infinite joy of all, Charlotte was 
pronounced by her physician to be convalescent. 
Choice fruits and rare flowers were now the 
offerings of friends who crowded around the 
couch of the invalid, to offer their earnest con- 

‘gratulations on her recovery. Yiclding to the 
still cherished desire of Edward to be married, 
if her health should permit, on Christmas eve, as 
first proposed, Charlotte had reluctantly con- 
sented; and under my auspices, the arrange- 
ments preparatory to her bridal had already 
commenced. ‘ 

In the midst of our excitement and bustle, 
Edward Manners suddenly left us. He had 
becn called unexpectedly away upon business to 
the State of New York, which would in all prob- 
ability detain him for the short space of a week. 

. Yet at thonght of even so slight a separation 
from his beloved, Edward Manners grieved. 
With manifold charges to my mother and my- 
self to guard the invalid tenderly during his 
absence, the young artist sorrowfully took his 
departure. 

Charlotte at first affected to mourn for his 
society, but the hosts of frienda which daily be- 
sieged our little cottage soon banished, tor a 
time, the remembrance of Edward Manners from 
the mind of my variable and inconstant sister. 

“Tam going to the last of the Almacks to- 
night,” said Charlotte, as I entered the chamber 
where she sat bolstered up in an easy-chair, her 
face, in its uniform color, scarcely less white 
than the snowy pillows heaped above her head. 

Ilooked dt her a moment or two in perfect 
amazement, for I could not believe that she was 
in fall possession of her right senses. Not wish- 
ing her to suspect that I entertained for an in- 
stant the slightest suspicion of her sanity, I 
replied, carelessly, that she was beginning to ap- 
pear herself again, inasmuch as she had resumed 
her old hapit of jesting. 





MY SISTER AND I. 


“Jesting? I assure you, Meg, that I was 
never more in earnest, during my whole life, 
than at the present moment! To the ball I go 
this night ‘for a certainty, or my name isn’t 
Charlotte Wilton !” 

‘Bat the long ride to and from the city, and 
the excitement to which, as a matter of course, 
you will naturally be subjected to in a densely 
crowded hall, will be most disastrous in its con- 
sequences,” I hurriedly interposed. 

“Hush! not a word in opposition to the mat- 
ter !’’ she interrupted me by saying. ‘My mind 
is made up. I would not miss going for any 
sum of money, as I have received a special invi- 
tation from Lieutenant Rolfe, the nephew of 
Colonel Griffith, who has recently retarned from 
Europe. Nell has sung my praises so often, in 
her letters, during his absence, thathe is anxious 
to make my acquaintance, and has accordingly 
invited me to accompany Nell and him to the 
ball. So, Meg, you must make me look my 
prettiest to-night, for captivate Lieutenant Rolfe 
I must and will!” 

And with a nervous laugh, Charlotte attempted 
to rise for the purpose of beholding herself in the 
glass. The effort was useless; for, too weak to 
support herself upon her feet, she sank down 
into the chair again, with all the helplessness 
of a babe. 

I remonstrated with her against the folly of so 
hazardous an undertaking, endangering not only 
her future happiness, but also her lifo, which 
hang even now upon a slender thread. I dwelt 
long upon the dévotion of her poor but noble 
lover. I contrasted his fine intellect and lofty 
genias, with the man of fashion and reputed 
wealth, whose susceptible heart the coquettish 
Charlotto longed to ensnare. 

Grieved at my sister’s utter selfishness and 
indifference concerning Edward Manners, I 
silently left the room for the purpose of seeking 
my mother’s aid in the matter Her influence, 
however, availed nothing. It was vain to strive 
to dissuade Charlotte from her purpose. 

Evening came. My mother entreated and I 
implored. Charlotte was inexorable, and slowly 
the work of preparing her toilet commenced. 
After much labor on our part, and terrible ex- 
haustion upon the part of the spoiled and way- 
ward girl, we at last succeeded in putting the 
finishing touches to her ball costume. As lean- 
ing upon my arm, we slowly advanced towards 
the mirror, Charlotte for the first time, since her 
illness, caught sight of her pale face and 
emaciated figure in the glass. 

“Heavens!” she exclaimed, startled at her 
excessive paleness. 
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Ralsing the window, she seized a handfal of 
snow and rubbed it violently against her cheeks. 
The artificial bloom produced made her for the 
moment a picture to behold. But the color soon 
fled from her cheeks, leaving them more deadly 
white than ever. The next instant, and Lieu- 
tenant Rolfe’s arm was supporting her gently 
to the door of the carriage in waiting. 
rode off—that merry trio—and, sickened 
artlessness and vanity of the scene, I 
entered the house. It was about midnight, 
when a loud knock fell upon my ear. It roused 
me from my slambers, for overcome by fatigue, 
I had fallen asleep in my chair over my work. 
I glanced at my watch; it was just twelve 
o’clock, and Charlotte would not, in all prob- 
ability, return for at least three hours. 

My mother had already anticipated me, and 
ed the summons. A hurried step upon 
e, and the chamber door quickly 
ling the pale and anxious counte- 
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from him that morning, informed us of his in- 


tention to be with us on thefollowing day. 
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rd Manners glanced first at the vacant 
couch, and then bent an inquiring look upon me 
as I stood pale and trembling there before him, 
Charlotte’s bridal dress, upon which I had been 
sewing, still in my hands. I feltthata thorough 
explanation was necessary. My 
at evening, had felt perfectly safe, 
ner lover would not probably return 
jay, and she had cunningly ex- 
a promise of secrecy in the affair upon my 
I could not feel it in my heart to deceive 
him by uttering an untruth; while, on the other 
side, I had pledged my word to Charlotte that I 
lition betray her. My mother, 
fearfal of being interrogated concerning the mat- 
ter, had cautiously crept away to bed. I alone 
was left to | the perhaps lasting displeasure 





er, in going 







part. 





would on no co 








njured man. 

, therefore, he questioned me c 
subject of Charlotte’s strange absen 
d that he would excuse me for not an- 
him, as I had promised not to disclose 
ything relative to the subject, should it be de- 
manded of me. I saw the clondy and troubled 
look which settled upon the brow of my friend, 
as he rose to depart. From the bottom of my 
heart I pitied him. A few minutes dread silence, 
and Edward Manners took his hat and left the 
room. I accompanied him to the porch door, 
but he had hardly gained the first step, when the 
carriage drove up, containing Lieutenant Rolfe 
and Charlotte. , 
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The former sprang from the coach and grace- 
fully assisted his fair but exhausted companion 
to alight. A tender adieu from the infatuated 
man, and a merry “good night” from Nellie 
Griffith, aud the carriage drove rapidly off. At 
this moment, Edward Manners stepped boldly 
forth from the shadow of the cottage, where he 
had temporarily screened himself from observe- 
tion, and stood quiet and motionless before the 
eyes of the terrified girl. 

A quick, sharp cry rang out upon the stillness 
of the night, and Charlotte Wilton, making a 
desperate effort to reach the house, fell fainting 
upon the hall floor. In my fright, I called for 
Edward ; but he answered not, and lifting my 
sister's senseless form in my arms, I at last made 
out to convey her to her bed, where, by the aid 
of restoratives, my mother and I finally suc- 
coeded in awakening the conscience-stricken 
Charlotte to a state of sensibility. 





Five years passed—brioging with them, in 
their rapid flight, more of sorrow than of joy to 
my sad and weary heart. “The morning suc- 
ceeding the night of the fatal ball, my sister had 
received a note from her deeply offended lover, 
in which he released her from an engagement no 
longer agreeable to the hearts of both parties, 
and also bade her a last farewell. There were 
no bitter reproaches, no words spoken in scorn 
or anger, contained in that brief epistle. What 
were his future intentions, or whither he went, 
no one knew—the only bit of intelligence gained 
concerning him, being the fact of his departure 
from Boston. 

Six months after the events related above, my 
sister Charlotte became the wife of Licutonant 
Rolfe. To Paris, gay and dazzling Paris, the 
proud and apparently happy husband took his 
young bride. The cold which she had contracted 
on the night of her rash exposure, never left 
her. Bewildered by the bright and tempting 
scenes in the midet of which she was placed, 
Charlotte Rolfe led for three long years a con- 
stant life of dissipation. *: 

Daring this period, my mother died suddenly, 
leaving me alone with my great sorrow, and 
separated thousands of miles from the only near 
relative I possessed on earth—my twin sister. 
Hearing but seldom from my light-hearted and 
giddy sister, I still continued my labors as as- 
sistant teacher in the academy at Lindenwood. 
One day, however, there came a letter penned 
with trembling fingers, and bearing the Paris 
post-mark. 

With a beating heart, I broke it open. It was 
from Charlotte. Led away by the intoxicating 
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pleasures of the gaming-table, Lieutenant Rolfe 
had at first neglected, then abandoned his fair 
wife to despeir and sickness. All my old fove 
Yor ber revived, as I read that peinfully sad let- 
ter, and freely I forgave her former wrongs 
and injustice towards me in past years—years 
now to be-banighed from the tablet of memory. 

It was bat the work of « few days to resign my 
situation, and set sail for Europe. Arriving im 
Paris, I foend Charlotte slowly wasting away in 
‘consamption, About her, still lingered « few 
remaants of former splendor. But Paris, with 
ts noise and bustle, wes not a fitting place for 
the last days of an invalid to be spent. To sunny 
{italy I bore her, where its soft breezes kissed her 
pale cheek, aad finaly lulied her to sleep upon 
fits gentle breast. From the moment of my ar- 
tival in Paris, Chanotte weuld suffer no other 
person to attend her. For a number of days be- 
fore she died, her mind seemed constantly stuag 
by remorse. Her nervousness and unrest an- 
toyed me, and Zbesonght her to pour inte my 
sympathizing ear the cause of her distress. 

Pillowing her fair head upon my breast, she 
told me of the love which Edward Manners had 
felt for me in years gone by, aad how, serpent- 
like, she hed first dazzled him by ther superior 
beaaty, and then crept into his affections. Her 
only motive in feigning love for the true and 
moble hearted artist had been to wrest him from 
the embraces of another. Her pdst life she now 
looked back upon with sorrow and regret. She 
‘believed her rare beauty to have been the ore 
great curse of her life, the bune of her very exist- 
‘ence. In tones of deep penitence Charlotte 
begged my forgiveness, and only desired to live, 
4n order that she might some @ay restere the 
wronged and banished one to my arms once 
more. 

For a few moments we mingted oar tears to- 
gether in silence, which was only broken by the | 
‘violent coughing of my poor and anguish-stricken 
sister. I proposed returning her to her coach, 
thinking that.sho might then feel herself more 
comfortable. Bat no! she desired to still rest én 
my arms, and so I pressed herslight form closer | 
to my breast, while soothed by my tenderness, 
‘she fell into what { believed was a gentle and re- 
Yreshing slamber. Alas, it wes her last and 
‘Gnal sleep! for ahal¥ hour later, { still held to 
my own werm and pulsating heert the lifeless 
‘body of my still beautiful twin sister. 





“This way, Signor Morelli, if you plegse,” 
said a kind friend of mine residing at the same 
hotel, as he ushered his companion, a tall and 





dark looking man, into the chamber of death, 


MY SISTER AND 1. 


where in the evening twilight ¥ sat with my face 
buried in my hands, beside an open window, 

Feeling it was almost impossible to remove the 
remains of my sister to America where I had 
determined to still make my home, I had ex- 
pressed a desire to procure a bust of Charlotte 
before leaving Florence, and hed. accordingly 
been recommended to secure the services of the 
previously mentioned gentleman, whose fame as 
8 sculptor was pre-eminent in the “City of Flow- 
ers.” { heard their low whispers as they ap- 
proached the couch where my sister lay clothed 
in the enowy hebiliments of death. I did not 
uncover my eyes until a tow moan fell upon my 
ear, and a voice in my own native tongue ex- 
claimed: “ Great God ! it is Charlotte !” 

“Whe are you, sir?” Y cried, advancing to- 
wards the sculpter, who, overpowered with emo- 
tion, now grasped the pillar of the bedstead for 
support. 

“A friend, lady, whose memory you have 
doubtless learned to loathe.” 

I gaeed at that dark and sorrowing face. 
‘Those tones so rich and fow, whese masic still 
vibrated in my ear, were not to be mistaken. 
With a wild cry that echoed strangely through- 
out that abode of death, I sprang into the arms 
of the stranger, and was passionately clasped to ~ 
the heart of the ence humble actist—Edward 
Manners—to the surprise of my friemd, who 
stood gazing upon the scence before him with an 
air of utter astonishment. 

The history of my prodigal lover is seon told. 
Finding his confidence and leve betrayed by 
Cherlotte Wilton, be had st once left America for 
Exrope. While wandering through Italy in 
search of employment, his rare genius chanced 
to attract the notice of Moselli, a wealthy sculptor 
of Florence, who, pfeased with the degree of en- 
thusiasm manifested by Edward for his chosen 
profession, at once todk him inte his studio as a 
pupil, and on his death he beqreathed to him 
his entire property, on condition that he should 
assanre his family name, and still pursue his art. 

Ine retired street of Florence, overlooking 
the beantifal Arno, is situated a large ard cheer. 
fal stedio. In the middle of the room sits my 
dear husband, busily engaged upon a statue of 
Canova. Ina cesy little neok I laid this little 
romance of our lives, entitled “ My Sister and I.” 
Two miniature babes named Kdward ard Char 
lotte, sport at my feet, and pause now aed then 
from their joyous play, te ask me to take them 
to aunty’s grave, whose unhappy fate is um 
known to their young hearts, though indelibly 
stamped upon the mindsof their forgiving pe~ 
rents. Peace to her ashea? 


THE OAK TREE IN THE GLEN, 


THE OAK TREE IN THE GLEN. 





BY WHITE MOUNTAIN LALLIB. 





T stood beneath its branches, 
One lonely autumn day, 

And watched the gorgeous colors 
Of the sunset fade away. 

Far on the distant hill-tops, 
With many a massive fold, 

‘The crimeon clouds reflected 
The dying sunbeams gold. 


The lengthening shadows warned me 
That eve had come again; 
But still I Hngered eadly, 
‘Neath the oak tree in the glen. 
There, in silence all unbroken, 
Save by the murmurs low 
Of the Saco’s crystal waters, 
That ever onward flow. 


X Hngered in the quiet 
Of the dawning eventide, 

And heard the rippling eddies 
O'er smooth-worn pebbles glide. 

All day had memory wandered, 
Unawed by hopes and fears, 

Back through the tear-dimmed vista 
Of tong forgotten years. 


And now came stealing o’er me, 
Like some half-forgotten strain 
Of olden, much loved music, 
I ne'er might hear again; 
8a4 memories of the loved ones, 
Who in the days bygone, 
Had watched with me the sunset hues, 
Till every ray had gone, 


And musing there, I wondered, 
If In the far-off olime, 
‘Where his footateps now had wandered, 
He e'er recalled the time, 
When, ‘neath the leafy branches 
Of the oak tree in the glen, 
We two had parted, never, 
Perehance, to meet again. 


Glad were the memories wakened, 
Of the happy, joyous past; . 

The day dream of existence, 
All, all too bright to last, 

But sadder thoughts came o'er me, 
Of the fatere, drear and cold, 

And I sighed to reach that haven, 
Where the heart can ne'er grow old. 


From ont the starry heavens 
‘The meon shone bright and clear; 
Ax I turned to leave the grassy dell, 
That menrory held so dear, : 
A footfall woke the echoes, 
That slumbered in the gten; 
A volce whispered, “ Agnes,” 
And we had met again, 


Long years have fled forever, 
With those that went before, 
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But the joy of that meeting 
Dwells with me evermore; 

And when I seek the shadows 
Of the oak tree in the glen, 

My heart beats high with rapture, 
For he is with me then. - 
+. +___ 

A CRUEL HOAX, 

A trick which has none to parallel it, was com, 
trived by the late Theodore Hook and Hen 
H—-, formerly of Brazen-nose College, wit 
Mr. Barham, author of the “ Ingoldsby Le 
gends.” It may not be unacceptable to many o 
our readers to know some particulars of this 
prodigious and completely successful imposition, 


which took place on November 26, 1810. The’ 


subject of it was most unfairly a very respectable 
lady in Berners Street (it was said of the name 
of TTotringham), but the situation being central 
was considered to have led to the spot being de- 
termined upon. Very early ‘in the morning 


wagons, some with coals and others with furni- 


tare from upholsterers, began to arrive, as well ’ 


as hearses with coffins, and trains of faneral 
coaches ; also tribes of professional men of ever, 

imaginable class. At noon the Right Honorable 
Joshua Jonathan Smith, the lord mayor, with 
fall equipage drove up, “to take affidavit of the 
lady, who from illness could not attend at the 
Mansion House.” Six stout men bearing an 
organ; cartloads of wine; drays with beer; 
carpet manufactarers, coach and clock-makers, 
cariosity dealers, and, in short, agents and 
tradesmen of every denomination, ‘were made 
dupes of, and in the rear almost a myriad of 
servants ‘wanting places’ helped to increase 
the crowd. The pulrtanats victims of this 
day were so impacted together that they were 
onablo to make their escape, and were compalied 
for many hours to endare the gibes and Jeers of 
the unpitying mob. Till late at night the whole 
neighborhood was @ scene of confusion beyond 
deseription.— Notes and Queries. 





LETTER FROM A BOARDING-SCHOUOL MISS, 


“Deer Mar,—I am now being teached the 
Spanesh langwage! wich my Tatwor says I learn 
it with grate fasinty, ive improved amasinly in 
the english sints ive been here! i speke and rite 
the real new stile now? and my composishons 
are being wery mach admired among the pupils 
of the school, I come within won of getting the 
medie for bein the best english schotar, at the 
clothes of the last quarter, and i shuod a done 


it, but! I was Bein sick a bedd and couldn’t at. ° 


tend to my studies—for a hole wesk1 and so I 
got beehyndand: by the buy, Mar! (whee 
shoking bad english you do right‘) ime ashamed 
to sho yewr leters to any of the missesses among 
my akwaintances for igstents you sa wile the te 
wotter was bileisg the other day, etceterah and 
so forth now yew should ‘say wile the te wotter 
was bein bilie—par toot rites jus as inkorrekly 
for insteuts he seys in his lewer trench gads ure 
falling verry fast insted of saving french goods 
are being fell. ime reeuly shocked that you and 
hee don’t keep paice with the march of modern 
improvement but ime being called this miunit to 
excite my spanevh lesson, so i mast wind orf. I 
supperscribe myvelf your affectionate dawtar, 
Mirnanpa MacKeruet.”” 


Carions Matters. 


An old Building. 

The Marblehead Bank is hept in the venerable mansion 
of Col. Lee, built in 1762. A few days ago, during s 
heavy rain, it was noticed that the pavement in front of 
the house was laid with the date of 1768 represented in 
small white stones. For ninety years the stones have 
been daily travelled over, yet nobody bad noticed the 
chronological mosaic under their feet, until a carefal 
soul looking down for the dryest place to pat his foot, 
happened to discover St. The building is still in good 
repair. The house is an interesting relic of old times. 
‘Tho entire woodwork, inside, insluding the doors, window 
oases, stair banisterg and ceiling, is of solid mahogany. 
‘A remarkable feature about the building is, that the 
same paper is upon the walls in every room that was put 
on them when the house was built. The paper is of the 
most ancient and picturesque character. In the,recep- 
tion room where were received Gen. Washington, Lafay- 
ette, and other distinguished heroes of the Revolution, 
the carving of the wood is magnificent. 








Discovery of a Chest of Old Coins. 

The Court Journal has the following: A most extraor- 
dinary discovery, which, for obvious reasons, ie sought 
to be kept a profound secret, has taken place in an old 
ruined house at Iriel. An immense chest, full of gold 
‘and silver coins of English stamp, has been found con- 
coaled in one of the cellars, where it had been carefully 
walled up. From the papers and documents contained 
Ukewise in the chest, it hss become evident that the 
house was once inhabited by Bolingbroke, who must have 
lain concealed here doring the period wherein his where- 
abouts has always remained a pussle to biographers and 
historians. In one of his letters, he mentions that ‘“‘ his 
retreat is convenient to the Seine.” And the house in 
question is found to possess @ subterraneen passage lead- 
ing down to the water's edge. The money is evidently 
the result of the subscription raised by the party of the 
Pretender, for want of which the latter was prevented 
from striking a decisive blow. 

Imitation Pearls. 

‘At a soiree at St. Bartholomew's Hospital, Mr. Quekett 
exhibited some very interesting specimens Illustrating 
the manner in which pearls were produced naturally, 
‘and the manner In which the production might be artifi- 
cinlly imitated. He showed that the oyster-shell was 
first perforated from without by s boring-worm, and 
when the inner layer is reached, this layer fe pushed in 
wards, covered with lustrous coating of the shell, and at 
length detached. The introduction of wires and other 
foreign bodies from without imitating the action of the 
borer, and the body became coated or plated with the 
pearly layer. This is doubtless important in a commer- 
cial point of view. 

A queer Title-Page. 

‘There was published in London, in 1708, a discourse 

which was delivered before the unshapely prince of Or- 
ange. The title-page of the pamphlet equints round the 
corner at the character of the work, thus: ‘‘ The Deform- 
tty of Sin cured; a Sermon preached at St. Michaels’, 
Crooked Lane, before the Prince of Orange, by the Reo. 
J. Grookshanks. Sold by M. Denton, at the Crooked Billet 
pear Cripplegate.” The text was, “Brery crooked path 
shall be made straight.” 





CURIOUS MATTERS. 


Pressure upon Fish. 

Mr. Pell, ia his late address to the American Institete 
on the subject of fish, seys that at ninety-three feet be- 
low the surface of the water, a shad would be compelled 
to bear about the weight of sixty pounds to every square 
finch on the surface of its body; at three hundred snd 
sixty-one feet, one hundred and eighty-one pounds; af 
six hundred and six fect, two hundred and eighty-cx 
pounds; at four thousand two hundred and six feet, 
eighteen hundred and thirty-one pounds to the square 
inch; atsix thousand feet, over one ton. Whales some- 
times descend into the depths of the ocean four thoussed 
nine hundred feet, when they sustein considerably over 
the enormous weight of two hundred thousand tans— 
nearly, if not quite, one hundred and thirty-eight tune 
to each square foot of surface exposed. The fish do mot 
of courre, feel this pressure, as itis exerted om all por- 
ttons of their bodies alike. 


Coincidence. 

It is worthy of note, thst Dr. Franklin, the grest pi- 
oneer in the investigation of the nature and properties of 
electricity, who firat attempted to reduce it to a science. 
‘and who proved the identity of lightning and electricity, 
‘and Professor Morse the inventor of the electric tele 
graph, were both Masmchusetts men, and what is more 
remarkable, they were born within a mile and a half of 
each other—one in Roston, the other over the river is 
Charlestown. Cyrus W. Field, the agent of the Trams 
Atlantic Telegraph Company, the efficient man of the 
concern, who has done more than any otber man to being 
about the connection of the continents by telegraphic 
wires, is also a Massachusetts man, # native, we believe, 
of Athol, in Worcester county. It is not often that such 
& coincidence can be found in connection with a matter 
of so great moment to the tnterests of civilisation and 
humanity. 

Extraordinary Suicide by Starvation. 

It is stated that Mr. Jacob Plant, 86 years of age, died 
at Manchester, in this State, of voluntary starvation. 
Mr. Plant was paying attention toa young lady of thet 
town some three years ago, but his proposal for marriage 
was rejected. The disappointment preyed upon his 
mind, and he soon afterward attempted to blow his 
brains out, but only succeeded in destroying both eyes. 
He has consequently rematned blind for three years. 
During that time he onee made an attempt to starve him- 
eelf, but without success. The second time he was suc- 
cesaful—meeting his end as above etated. He had par 
taken of nothing for nine weeks but coffee, sweetened 
water and merphine—finding his sustenance during 
thag time from the fat of his system. 





Marrying One’s Step-daughter. 

By a curious concatenation of circumstances one 
Thomas Galloway, formerly of Vermont, and now of 
Wheeling, Va., married bis step-daughter. While he 
was busy whaling, she, left to herself by the death of her 
mother, became @ fine young woman, went off west, got 
married and became a widow. Thomas returning from 
bis whaling pappened in the town where the widow re- 
sided, saw her, did not recognize her as his step-child and 
married her. After the marriage his wife’s account of 
her early life revealed the relationship, but it made no 
difference to Thomas, for he took possession of some fine 
property left him by his brother, who was drowned in 
the Ohio, and happy in his married siate, he be new © 
respectable member of society. 


CURIOUS MATTERS. 


Effects of a Paper Pattern. 

‘A gentleman who was ill of » low, nervous fever, ac 
companied by fits of mental aberration, would Ie in bis 
‘ed. with bis eyes fixed intently upon the opposite wall, 
continually muttering to himself— Fourteen up, thirty- 
three across—fourteen up, thirty-three across.” Not- 
withstanding the best medical advice, and every other 
effort that was made for his recovery, he still continued 
to lie in the rame dreamy state, uttering the same words. 
At length it strack the physician that the incessant reit- 
eration of these words must be connected with some im- 
age presented to the mind through the eye. And it fur- 
ther occurred to him that the paper of the room might 
afford a solution. The pattern of the paper consisted of 
lozenge-shaped figures, which followed each other at reg- 
ular intervals. On counting these the physician found 
that the number exactly tallied with the patient's cease- 
less refrain, namely, fourteen lozenges from the floor to 
the celling. and thirty-three from one end of the room to 
the other. Acting upon this discovery, he immediately 
ordered the removal of the patient to another room, 
where the paper was of a totally different pattern. This 
was dove while the patient was asleep, and when he 
awoke he commenced mechanically with “ fourteen,” 
but suddenly stopped, looked puzaled, and then smiled. 
From that moment he never uttered the old burden, his 
recovery came gradually and slowly, and he finally be- 
came convalescent. This gentleman used afterwards to 
relate that he bad an indistinct recollection of certain 
figares which commenced with the losenge form, but af- 
terwards assumed a variety of shapes and colors, never, 
however, losing the identity of number, namely, fourteen 
upand thirty-three across. 

A Queer Fish. 

‘There is n large fish found all along the coast of Europe 
called the Lophius Piscotor, so large and unwieldy that 
itis forced to resort to stratagem to secure its food. 
This fish is furvished with a set of filaments over ita 
body, which, when kept in motion, resemble little worms 
wriggling in the water. The lophius, when it needs a 
meal, settles and conceals itself in the weeds and mud at 
the bottom of the sea, thus hiding every part of its 
body except the worm-like filaments that fringe its sur- 
face. By agitating these, shoals of little fish scon gather 
around and nibble at the bait. Whena number are thas 
collected, the lophius opens {ts huge jaws, and with a 
sudden gulp, sucks in the little fish. The trap is set 
again and again, until the sly old lophius gets his All, 
and swarms of little fish are taken in. 





A Wager. 

Capt. Joun Travis, the champion pistol shot, has had 
manufactured by Morgan James—the great gun man of 
Utica, New York—a pistol, the like of which has never 
Defore been seen. It has never yet been tried; but 
Travis has such confidence in his own verve, and the 
© pistol holding up,” he is willing to gives half a dollar 
for every shot at a barrel of flour half a mile off, provided 
he can have the flour when he hits it! 





Remarkable Incident. 

The Etoile Belge states that not long since, as the 
clergyman was reciting the usual prayers over the coffin 
ofachild, feeble cries were heard. and the coffin was 
opened, when the child was found alive aud life like. It 
was taken to the hospital and finally recovered 
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Instinct of Animals: 

In 1806, previous to an earthquake at Naples, which 
took place in the night, but was most severely felt In the 
provinces, the oxen and cows began to bellow; the sheep 
and goats bleated strangely; the dogs howled terribly ; 
and the horses fastened in their stalls leaped up, endeay- 
oring to break the halters which attached them to the 
mangers. Rabbits and moles were seen to leave their 
burrows; birds rose, es if scared, from the places on 
which they bad alighted; and reptiles left in clear day- 
light their subterranean retreats. Some faithful dogs, a 
few minutes before the first shocke awoke thelr sleeping 
masters by barking and pulling them, as if anxious to 
warn them of impending danger; and several persons 
were thus enabled to save themselves. On the recent 
occasion all the dogs in the neighborbood of Vallo howled 
before the people were sensible of their danger. To ac- 
count for these ciroumstances it is conjectured that, 
prior to actual disturbance, noxious gases and other ex- 
halations are emitted from the interior of the earth 
through crannies and pores of the surface, invisible to 
the eye, which distress and alarm animals gifted with 
acute organs of smell. 


Sagacity of a Horse. 

‘The Whitehaven (Eng.) Herald says: Whilea chest- 
nut horse was coming down Rosemary lane with s load 
of alabaster, where a number of children were at play, 
one of them, about three or four years old, ran in before 
the horse, and the sagacious creature, instead of passing 
over it, lifted it up with his teeth, and placed it on the 
side of the road. The child’s mother was close by at the 
time, and her feelings may better be Imagined than de- 
soribed. The name of the animal is Captain, but the ti- 
tle should be advanced a step or two higher. 


The Head of the Fish. 

A most curtous fet was communicated to me the other 
day by one of Batnburgh’s brightest ornaments, and who, 
like many men of genius, has a natural tura for angling. 
A question was proposed to a party of mathematicians 
— ‘of what shape a solid body ought to be to pass 
through s fluid with the least possible resistance?” By 
application of the strictest mathematical principles it 
was solved, and the form discovered coincided exactly 
with that of a fish’s head! 





An Old Bachelor’s Epitaph. 

Among the many ancient tombstones in the “ Paw- 
tucket Cemetery,” at Haverhill, Mass.,is one from which 
the following Inscription is copied : 


Jonn Swoppock. 
Died February 18, 1707-8, 
and in ye 76 year of his 


He lived honestly all bis life 
Died aged and never had a wife. 





Remarkable Discovery. 

A murderer at Antwerp, having left his boo's on the 
scene of his crime, a photograph and description of these. 
articles were sent round tp all the neighboring shoe-- 
makers. At length one of them came forward, and rec- 
ognized the boots as made by him for an individual 
whom he deecribed, and who was already in custody on 
suspicion. ‘This led to other proof, which incontestably. 
fixed the erime on the. Prisoner and an associate. 


588 THE FLORIST. 
. Light. 
The Slorist. Light is as essential as earth and water to plants, sed 
How the cold, ee ean ate gaan without an abundance of light, plants are neither vigor 





To cobweb every green; 
And by the low shorn rowans doth appear 
‘The fast declining year —Paaxcis QUABLES. 





Bulbous-rooted Plants. 

Many of this class of plants vegetate and bloom during 
the autumn, winter and spring months. At whatever 
season of the year a bulb vegetates, it should be allowed 
a moist coll; but very [ttle water should beapplied until 
it has shot up an inch or two; thus water should be 
given: freely, and Increased in quantity as the plant 
grows. When in full bloom the water may be leseened 
{na plight degree, taking care, however, to keep the eoll 
constantly moist, in order to enjoy the beauty of the 
flower. As soon as it is out of bloom, water must be 
freely given and increased fn quantity, in order to enable 
the leaves to become matured, and the exhausted bulb 
to become thereby re-established. Upon the growth of 
the leaves, after the bulbous-rooted plants have bloomed, 
depends the formation of the flower bud for the ensuing 
year. 


Tan. 

‘When tan ie received by the gardeners from the tan- 
pita, it is generally wet end without heat; but after it 
has lain in e pile in an open shed for two or three weeks, 
and turned over two or three times, {¢ becomes drier, snd 
Degins to ferment, when heat is evolved in a greater or 
lees dogree according to the size of the mass. In this 
state it {s fit to be introduced into pits or beds in hot- 
houses for the purpose of supplying bottom heat. For 
ordinary purposes the bed or layer of tan need not be 
thicker than eighteen inches or a foot, bat when a very 
powerful heat is required, double that thickness is desir 
able. The pots in which the plants are contained if large 
should only be settled in the ten about helf their depth, 
and even in some cases rest on top. After the first vio- 
lent heat has subsided, they may be plunged to the brim. 


Hamea. 

Eiegant biennial plants, which should be sown ina 
slight hot bed in the spring, then potted off and kept fn 
the open air during summer, snd in the green-house in 
the winter, to be flaally planted in the open border in 
May the second year. If the plants are re-potted three 
or four times during the course of the first summer, al- 
ways into only a little larger pots, they will become 80 
much stronger before they are finally planted out, as 
amply to repay the additional trouble. 





Behium. 

‘Viper's Buglass. Perennial and biennial, and annual 
plants of great beauty, generally with rich dark blue 
flowers; though some kinds that are natives of the Cape 
of Good Hope and the Canaries, have red, white or violet 
flowers. They all require s light soll, and will grow well 
in either sandy or peaty loam ; they are easily propagated 
by seeds or division of the root. 


Goate-Beard. 

“This plant, called also salsify and oyster-plant, will not 
‘uunclose its flowers in cloudy weather. From its habit of 
closing ite flowers at noon it has received the common 
name of ‘‘Go-to-bed-at-noon,” and in many districts of 
Bogiand the farmers’ boys are said to regulate their din- 
ner bour by the closing of the goagr-beard. 





ous in themselves nor properly colored. When greeo- 
house plants are kept in imperfectly lighted plamt-bouses 
or half-darkened rooms, it is really painfal to witoess the 
efforts they make to catch as much light as they posibiy 
can; their stems become week, from being unnatemily 
elongated, or drawn up and twisted, in their efforts te 
reach the light, and thelr flowers are pale and of vary 
little value. In those towus where the atmosphere is 
thickened by coal smoke, the light vever bas the same 
beneficial effect as in the open country, where there » 
nothing to prevent it from exercising its fall influasce 
over the plants. 

Chinese Rose. 

‘Rosa indica, the Chinese or monthly rose, is the parent 
ofa large family of exquisite roser, comprising upwards 
of two hundred varieties and hybrids, the most interest- 
ing of which are the tea-scented roses, and the noreeties. 
The tea-scented roses are delicate little plants, with lerge 
drooping flowers, and they are supposed to be hybrids 
between the common and the yellow Chinese roses; they 
are very tender, and require to be raised against a soath 
wall on & raised border, composed of equal parts of vage- 
table mould, light loam and sand. Many cultivates 
take up these roses in October, and keep the roots in pots 
in a green-house till spring, when they sre again set out, 
which is far better than trying to protect them during 
the winter. 


Clipping. ' 

Some gardeners do not clip thelr box edgings till this 
month, when they clip with shears; bet this ie a bad 
practice, as the leaves which have been injured by the 
sheers, retain the marks till the following May; aod 
weak plants are frequently killed, or the lower part ef 
their stalks rendered bare, and they will remain so ever 
afterwards, and the beauty of the edging Is then goue 
completely. ‘The best time for clipping box is, about the 
end of June; after which, especially if well watered, the 
box makes ® second shoot of halfan inch, or anineh, 
which obliterates the marks of the shears. 


Dwarf Roses. 

Roses deteriorate when left to themselves or to inferior 
culture. In order to remedy this, no renewal or charge 
of situation is necessary, but a careful taking up at the 
proper seasons, good mapuring, and careful replanting. 
Plants neglected, and which have been staticnary for » 
namber of years, may experience some ehecks on sock 
translating; bat when it becomes annual, the reverse is 
the case, and increased luxuriance the invariable result. 
When pegging down the shoots, so as to cover the entire 
bed or border, is practined, thie treatment will not apply. 
Camellias. 

‘The camellia is a plant which requires abundance of 
water, and is yet soon killed by suffering stagnant mole- 
ture to remain ebout the roots. When grown in pots, 
there should be abundance of drainage; that Is, the 
pote should be nearly @ quarter filled with potsherde. 
‘The toil should be peat-earth, and sand, which may be 
mixed with @ little vegetable mould, if it is desired to 
have the plauts of very luxuriant growth ; and the plants 
should be pitted high, #0 as to let the cellar of the pint 
‘be quite above the rim of the pot. 


THE FLORIST. 


Tender Exotic Plants. 

In rearing plants of this charseter, in hot-houses, the 
pots are filled ia the ordinary way, the finest loam being 
placed at the top. The seeds are sown thin or thickly, ac- 
cording to the nature of the plant. Some vegetate sooner 
by being sceked two or three hours in water. They require 
@ smart bottom heat to start them. When they are far 
advanced enough to be fit to handle, the plants should 
be put singly into pots of the smallest size, and again 
plunged in the heat. Attention should be paid not to 
over-pot them—that is, placing them in too large pots. 
Bmall pots, to which air has free access on all sides, are 
found to forward plants better than larger pote. Plants 
80 placed require frequent shifting, it is true; but thisis 
in their favor if quick growth be desirable. 





Harebell. 

It is rather curious, that thongh few poets can write a 
eonnet without mentioning the Harebell, and though it 
is sure to be introduced in every eloquent prose descrip- 
tion of country scenery, botanists cannot exactly decide 
what plant is meant by the name—some supposing it to 
‘be the beautiful little blue Campanula rotundifolia, and 
others the wild Hyacinth, Scilla non scripta. The fact is, 
both plants are known by the name; but as the original 
word is said to have been * air-bell,” it is most probable 
that it was the campanula that was first so deaignated, 
and thatit is alluded to by the poets; as the tender blue 
Of its flowers is so near the color of the skies. 





Melia. 

The Bead Tree. The common Bead Tree isa half hardy 
chrub or tree, with Iilsc flowers and yellow berries, the 
pulp of which is poisonous; but the hard stone in the 
centre is used tomake rosaries. There is another species, 
commonly called the Indian Lilac, or Pride of India. 
Both kinds require stove heat, and the seeds will then 
ripen. It will grow best in loam and peat, and it is pro- 
pagated quite easily by cuttings. : 





Creeping Cereus. 

A succulent plant, with long, round, pendant stems, 
desutifal pink flowers and dark purple, eatable fruit. 
They require green-house heat, and should be grown in 
ioam mixed with pounded brick, lime and rubbish, in 
pots well drained with cinders. They require abundance 
of air and light. 


Cedar of Goa. 

‘A very ornamental half-hardy tree, which in a shel- 
tered situation has a beautiful effect on a lawn, from its 
Arooping branches and @pucous foliage. It requires a 
light soil, and to be occasionally watered, as its roots are 
very apt to wither if suffered to become too dry. 





Tortula. 

Wall-moss. A kind of moss very useful in making 
moss houses, from the brightness of its colors; some spe- 
cles being a dark-blue green, others a rich yellowish 
green, others a pale pea green, and ones dark rich brown. 
‘They are all rather rare here. 





Gentianella. 

‘This dark and lovely plant is said to ‘ open its blue 
eyes to greet the mid-day sun, but to close its petals 
against the approach of a shower.” 


Scitaminer, 
Hot-houso plants with reed-like stems, long, broed 
lesveaand.showy flowers, which are urually very fragrant. 
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-How to Manure Trees. 

Very few persons manure trees growing in sod or grass 
land. in a judicious or economical manner. The general 
practice is to dig the manure In, within a diameter of six 
feet, having the body for the centre. The tree takes its 
food from the young rootlets, whose mouths extend just 
as far on every side as the branches of the trees; hence, 
this manure, applied close to the body of the tree, is not 
where the roots take it up, and, of course, but little of its 
value is absorbed by the tree. If you doubt it, just try 
the experiment on two trees. erve ‘the one as above 
named, and the other, as follows :—Mark a circle around 
the tree, having for its outline the exact radius formed 
by the overhanging branches; dig on the inner side of 
this circle a trench two feet wide, and one foot deep; mix 
well-rooted manure half and haif with the best of the voll 
or earth dug out of this trench, and fill the trench with 
ft; then replace the turf, and whecl away the refuse, or 
extra earth ; rake clean and smooth ; you will have a good 
growth of tree; your fruit large and more fair, and no 
unsightly hillock or mound around the body of the tree. 





Earth Worms. 

‘The common earth worm is a very destructive creature 
in flower pots. It has been ascertained that worms swal- 
low earthy matter, and that, after having deprived it of 
ita nourishing qualities, ajeet it. To find fresh earth, the 
worm is contioually incited to penetrate the ground in 
different directions; and, after each repast, returns to 
the surface to eject its cast. Thus the ground inhabited 
by worms is sure to be thoroughly perforated and pai- 
verized. Ina field this hae» good effect, as it serves to 
lighten the roll, and render it pervious to the air and 
rain; but in a pot, every passage of the worms tears 
asunder the roots of the plants, which are pressed close 
together, and thus does serious injury. 

Double Flowers. 

Double flowers are particularly desirable to cultivate, 
both in the garden and parlor, not only from their 
beauty, bat from the comparative certainty which existe 
of their producing their flowers every year, the plant not 
being weakened by ripening seed. This is peculiarly the 
case in double floweriog shrabs and trees—the double 
flowered peach, the double-flowered cherry, and the 
double flowered hawthorn, never failing to produce al 
dance of blossoms as long as the trees continue in health ; 
while the single flowered kinds fall every second or third 
year. 





Beds of Hyacinths. 

October is the best month to plant out bulbs of ail 
kinds, but especially hyacinth bulbs. Plant the bulbs 
six inches deep, and round the top of the bed in such s 
manner that the rain msy run off, as too much wet will 
cause the bulbs to rot. To protect them from too much 
wet during the winter, the beds may be covered with 
reeds or thatch, in a manner to throw off the rain. Thus 
treated, the plants will bloom with great vigor and beauty. 
“Go Marry.” 

‘The most beautiful flowers are those which sre double, 
such as double pinks, double roses, and double dahlias. 
What an argament is this against the chilling deformity 
of single blessedness! “Go marry!” is written on every- 
thing beaatifal that the eye rests upon, beginning with 
the birds of paradise and ending with apple-blosroms. 
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The Housewife. 


To cleanse and prevent the Hair falling off. 

Take two large handfuls of rosemary leaves, a piece of 
common sods about the size of a hasel nut, and a drachm 
ofcsmphor. Put it in a jug, pour on ita quart of boil- 
ing water, and cover it closely to keep the steam in. Let 
it stand for twelve hours, then strain it, and add a wine- 
glass of rum. It is then ready for use. If the hair falls 
off much, the wash ought to be applied to the roots, with 
a piece of sponge every other day, taking care to wet the 
skin thoroughly. Then rub dry with a towel, brush 
well, and use only as much pomede as will keep down 
the short hairs, as the wash makes the hair soft and 
glossy. This will keep good for several months in bottles 
well corked, and a piece of camphor in each. 





To cure s Burn. 

Take s tablespoonfal of lard, half « tablespoonful of 
spirits of turpentine, a piece of rosin as big as a hickory- 
nut (of the walnut kind—a trifle larger than a large nut- 
mog), and simmer them together until melted. It makes 
asalve, which, when cold, may be applie toa linen cloth, 
and lay it over the burn. If immediately wanted, spread 
it oma cloth as soon as melted, it will very soon cool. It 
has been applied after the corroding effects of chemical 
polson, after a foot has been burnt by boiliog sugar, after 
severe sealds; and in every case the snfferer obtained 
perfect ease in ten or fifteen minutes after it was used. 
Tt may be applied two or three times = day, or as often as 
the cloth becomes dry. 


Pork Cutlets. 

Cut them from small delicate icin of pork; bone, and 
trim them neatly; fry them @ light brown; put into a 
small stewpan a little vinegar, and eschslot chopped very 
finely, two tablespoonsfal of tomato-sauce, and sufficient 
Drown gravy to make it tasty; stew the cutlets in the 
sauce five minutes, and send to table dished handsomely. 
If the cutlets are broiled, they may be dipped in yolk of 
egg and bread-crumbs, and broiled ever s clear fire, and 
Served with tomato-sauce or sauce robert. 





Black Cake. 

Dissolve a teaspoonful of peariash in a little new milk, 
nd set it by ina warm place. Then cream one pound 
of butter, and add to it two pounds of flour, nine eggs 
(well beaten), and one pint of molasses. Beat the whole 
well together. and then add a winegiassfal of brandy, 
and a teacapfal of sweet cream. 





Another Black Cake. 

One pound of sugar, one quart of molasses, six ogg, 
one teacupful of ginger, one cupful of cream, half a 
pound of butter, two tenepoonsful of saleratus, with froit 
and spices to your Iking. Mix like pound cake, sud 
Dake in the same way. 





Dover Cake. 

One pound of sugar, halfs pound of butter, one pound 
of flour, six eggs, balfa pint of cream, a teaspoonful of 
soda, and the flavor you most prefer. Three-quarters of 
a pound of raisins or currants are an improvement. 


York Cake. 

One pound of sugar, one pint of molasses, two oupfuls 
of lard or butter, one pint of sweet milk, four eggs, two 
teaspoonsful of saleratus. cinnamon and ginger to your 
Uking, and enough flour to form a good cake dough. 





THE HOUSEWIFE. 


To cure a Felon. 

When yon fear s felon is coming, put a pint tin of beil- 
ing water on the stove; then add to that a teaspoonfal 
of saleratus and a wineglass of vinegar; heat this every 
little while, say from halfan hour to an hour, and hold 
your finger in it till the pain subsides; repeat this till 
you vee the matter all drawn to one place; then have it 
opened, and your finger wilt heal. A doctor ought te 
open it if possible, as the skin is always thickened over a 
felon. They have been cured in twenty-four hours with 
this. 


Pot Pie. 

Make paste with suet chopped fine; cut the paste In 
strips, and arrange at the bottom of a pie-dish; pata 
layer of fowl (nicely carved and seasoned), then a layer of 
potatoes, pared and cnt in halves, then another isyer of 
paste, another of fowl, and another of potatoes; last of 
all, at the top, a layer of paste (this should always be 
arranged in strips crossways); add a teacupful of water, 
and let it come to the boll once, and be put to simmer 
gently for an hour and a half. 








To wash fine Crochet Lace. 

Cover a glass bottle with ealico or }inen, and then tack 
the lace smoothly upon it, rab It with soap and cover it 
with ealico. Boll it for twenty minutes in seft water; 
Jot ft all dry together, and the lace will be found to be 
ready for use. A long plece of lace must be wound 
round and round the bottle, the edge of each round a 
little above the last, and a few stitches to keep it firm at 
the beginning and end, will be found sufficient. 





To take Grease Spots out of Papered Walls, 

With a plece of flannel, dipped in spirits of wine, ge 
carefully over the injured parts once (or twice if very 
bad), when the spots will be entirely erased from the pa- 
per, which wilt look as well as ever. 





To clean White Feathers. 

Wash them well in soft water, with white soap and 
bine; rub them through very clean, white paper, beat 
them on the paper, shake them before the fire, dry them 
im the alr, and afterward curi them. 

Queen Cake. 

‘One pound of butter—well worked, and one pound of 
sogar. Beat the butter and eggs together to a cream; 
beat ten eggs very light, end add them in by degrees. 
Mix in one pound of flour sity fine. 


German Household Vinegar. 

Take seven gallons and half of soft water, and two 
pounds of honey or brown sugar; two ounces of cream 
of tartar, and one gallon of corn spirits. Mix well, and 
cool, afid keep it lightly covered in a warm place. 
Yankee Cake. 

The ingredients are: one teaeupfal of butter, two cupe- 
ful of sugar, four eggs, three cupsful of bresd dough, 
two teaspoonsful of soda (dissolved) four teaspoonsful of 
cream of tartar, and whatever essence you prefer. 
Composition Cake. 

One pound of flour, one poand of sugar, half « pound 
of butter, seven eggs, half pint of cream, and a gill of 
brandy. 


THE HOUSEWIFE. 


Byelashes. 

The mode adopted by the beauties of the East to in- 
crease the length and strength of their eyelashes is sim- 
ply to clip the split ends with a peir of scissors about 
once a month. Mothers perform the operation on their 
children, both male and female, when they are mere in- 
fants, watchiog the opportunity whilat they sleep; the 
practice never fails to produce the desired effect. We 
Fecommend it to the attention of our fair readers, as 8 
safe and innocent means of enhancing the charms which 
so many of them, no doubt, already possess. 

To remove Dust or Mud from a Dress, 

Take a small broom-corn whisk and (having shaken 
the dress) brush it carefally between the plaits or gsth- 
ers. If there is mud on the skirt, rub it off with a plece 
of stout worsted stuff formed into « roll; or with a clean 
coarse towel. A plush-block is an excelient thing for 
brushing silk or merino dresses. To make it, get a small 
square block of wood, and sew tightly all over it (ia the 
manner of a pincushion) a covering of saddler’s plush. 





Meringue Rice Pudding. 

Ove teacup of rice boiled soft in milk; « pint of milk; 
a piece of butter the size of an egg; the yolks of five 
eggs; the rind of two lemons grated; bake twenty min- 
utes. Beat the whites of the eggs to a strong froth, with 
two table-spoonsful of white sugar; add the juice of the 
lemons; spread this over the pudding, and eet it back in 
the oven to harden and brown lightly. Sago or tapioca 
puddings may be made in the same way. 





Ginger Beer. 

One and a helf ounces of well sliced ginger, one ounce 
of cream of tartar, one lemon sliced, one pound of white 
sugar. Pat the ingredients inan earthen vessel aud pour 
on them one gallon of boiling water; when cold, add a 
tablespoonfal of yeast, and let the whole stand until the 
next morning; then skim and bottle it, and in three days 
it will be fit for use. 





Good Hard Soap for common use. 

‘Three pails of good soft-soap, one pound of borax, and 
‘two and a half quarts of salt; pat im a kettle, and let it 
Just boll; then eet in a ool place over night; it will rine 
like tallow, and can be cut in pieces; the longer it is 
Arled the bettep; It keeps the hands soft, and lasts well. 
Those who study economy will like it. 

Cure for Flax. 

Take four ounces of castor oil, two tablespoonsfal of 
pulverized gum-Arabicy two tesspoonsfal of pulverized 
gam kino, one teaspoonful of laudanum ; mix with one 
pint of warm water. shake well, and take a tablespoonful 
three times a day. We never knew this to fallin the 
most severe cases. 





For Cough. 

Take one tablespoonfal of molasses, two teaspoonsfal 
of e@stor-oil, one teaspoonfal of camphor, and one tes- 
‘spoonfal of paregoric; take half a teaspoonful frequent- 
dy. This isef great service when children have symptoms 
of croup. 


A good Tea-Cake. 

Four eggs, two cups of sugar, one cup of butter, one 
cup of mitk, halfa nutmeg, one teaspoonful of cresm of 
tartar, one-balf teaspeonful of soda, flour enough to make 
the right consistence to bake. 
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Pastry. 

Excellent paste for fruit or mest ples may be made 
with two-thirds of wheat flour, one-third of the flour of 
boiled potatoes, and some butter or dripping; the whole 
being brought to a proper consistence with warm water, 
and a small quantity of yeast added when lightness is 
desired. This will also make very plessant cakes for 
breakfast, and may be made with or without spices, 
fruits, etc, 


Oandles. 

Candles are sometimes troublegome to light. They 
will ignite instantly, if, when preparing them for the 
evening, you dip the top in spirits of wine, shortly before 
they are wanted. Light them always with a matoh, and 
do not hold them to the fire, as that will cause the tops 
to melt and drip. Always hold the match to the side of 
the wick, and not over the top. 





For a Burn. 

The first application to a burn should be sweet oll, put- 
ting it on immediately, till other remedies can be pre- 
pared. Cotton should never be applied. It increases the 
pain and iofiammation. Yor a slight burn or scald, some 
raw potato scraped fine, and tied on the place (renewing 
it at intervals), is an excellent remedy, and a very agree- 
able one to the sufferer. 


Bponges. 

Sponges are of great use in various sorts of cleaning. 
They should in all houses be provided for the purpose. 
‘To keep them soft and white, wash them in warm water 
with a little tartarfo acid in St, and then rinse them in 
cold water. Take care not to put in too much tartaric 
acid, as, if used to excess, it will corrode the sponge. 








To bleach Skeleton Leaves. 

Inclose them ina bandbox along with burning sulphur 
for the purpose of bleaching. It is well known that « 
red rose will turn white by being held over the fumes of 
a lighted brimstone mateh. 

Cooking Vegetables. 

All kinds of vegetables should be put into boiling water 
to cook. Every kind of vegetable, excepting green peas, 
should le in cold water some time before cooking therm. 





Pint Oake. 

One pint of dough, one tescupfal of sugar, one teacup- 
fal of butter, three eggs, one teaspoonful of pearlash, 
with the addition of same raisins and spices. 

Po curl Feathers. 

Heat them gently before the fire, then, with the beck 
ofa knife applied to the feathers, they will be found to 
curl quickly and well. 

Blder Flower Vinegar. 

‘Take three ounces of cider leaves to each pint of vine- 
gar; let {t steep for a fortnight and strain it. Keep in 
half-pint bottles. 

BSeidlits Powder. : 

Half a drachm of tartaric acid, two scruples carbonate 
of soda, one drachm of Rochelle salts, five grains of gin- 
ger powder. 





'To restore Peach-color when turning Red. 
Balt of potash dissolved in water; place the ribbon om 
a clean table, apply the mixture with a sponge.j 


Goitor's Gable. 
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END OF THE YEAR! 

The present mumber of “Ballou’s Dollar 
Monthly ” ends volume eight, and our next num- 
ber will commence the new year, and yolame 
nine. Now therefore is the time to subscribe, and 
ensure the next number, fresh and early, as soon 
as it comes from the press. Enclose us one dol- 
lar, and receive the work for a whole year. No 
person can dispute the truth of the line at the 
bottom of our first page. It is indeed the 
cheapest magazine in the world! Send, or hand 
in the numbers at our office, for the past year, 
and have them bound up into two volumes of 
six hundred pages each, with illumined covers 
and in neat, uniform style, at a charge of only 
thirty-eight cents per volame. Let each sub- 
scriber try to send us at least one name in addi- 
tion to his or her own, for the new year, and send 
in your subscription at once. 





Trvz Covrscr.—Have the courage to show 
your respect for honesty, in whatever guise it 
appears ; and your contempt for dishonesty and 
daplicity, by whomsoever exhibited. 

SS 

A Frenca Buiy.—In ‘an address to a French 
electoral community, the candidate stated that 
he had shed all his blood for his country, and 
‘was ready to shed it again! 





An awkwarp Prepicament — Asking a 
gentleman after his wife, not knowing that she 
has cloped with a “distinguished foreigner” six 
months before. 





A Puy-Hatrr.—According to the Post, a 
rabid hater of puns lately declared that every 
man who dared to pen a pun should be sent for 
punishment to the penitentiary. 

+--+ ___. 


A creaz Tittz.—A New Zealand chief 
maintained that he had a good title to his land, 
because he had eaten the former owner. 





Missixc awp Mist.—‘ If you are lost in a 
fog, Brown, what are you most likely to be?” 
“ Mist, of course,” says Brown, and vanishes. 


KEARNEY AND THE INDIANS. 

Shortly after the close of the Mexican war, 
Kearney was in commend of a detachment of 
troops sent by the overland route to California. 
The detachment was not very strong in point of 
numbers, but deemed sufficient to protect them- 
selves from attacks by the Indians, and in addi- 
tion they were accompanied by two field howit- 
zers. After the troops had once fairly entered 
the Indian country, they were incessantly har- 
assed by large bodies of mounted savages, who 
hovered in. their rear, and improved every oppor- 
tunity to pick off men. This annoyance was 
endured for several days ; and whenever Kearney 
evinced a disposition to show fight, the red fiends, 
being mounted on fleet horses, were soon out of 
the range of the bullets of the men, but soon ral- 
lied again and continued their pursuit as usual. 
At length Kearney came to the conclusion that 
this species of amusement must be stopped, if he 
wanted to take his command safely through ; 
and so, improving an opportunity when the In- 
dians had become unusually bold and impudent, 
he formed his men in a square, and prepared to 
receive a charge from the foe. Fortanately the 
Indians accepted the challenge, and pressed 
down upon Kearney’s little command, as though 
determined to annihilate them at one fell swoop, 
when suddenly, at the word, the column opened 
in front, and the two brass howitzers poured forth 
a volley of grape upon the advancing foe which 
made them reel and fall back, with the loss of 
some of their “‘ braves,” and several horses. The 
savages had never seen @ cannon before, and the 
havoc it made among them so overawed them, 
that for the rest of Kearney’s march he was not 
at all troubled by them. Subsequently it was 
understood that they acknowledged Kearney to 
be a “‘big chief—great brave,” and theirawe and 
reverence for him was still farther increased from 
the fact that he had fired a wagon at them! 





A Lecacy.—Jerry Diggs remembered his 
miserly uncle in his will, tor he bequeathed, ‘‘ to 
my mother’s brother, a pistol-flint and knife to 
skin it with.” 





A Facr.—If you were to build schools with- 
out playgrounds, nobody would get beyond short 
division in a lifetime. 





EDITOR’S TABLE. 


THE AMERICAN FLAG. 

Reader, if you have ever travelled im foreign 
lands, perhaps beneath the despotic sway of some 
European tyrant or his imperious representative, 
you cannot have failed to notice with what de- 
light your eye greeted the stars and stripes of 
your own land, as they streamed forth from some 
consular staff, or were displayed from a vessel in 
port. Again, with what a thrill of joy have you 
hailed our flag, when, sailing upon some distant 
sea you have descried a far-off vessel, and at 
length made ont the beautiful red, white and blue 
of our country’s ensign, as it floated above her. 
It is the common remark of every American 
who goes abroad, that no flag whatever looks so 
handsome as our own. It may be that this esti- 
mate of its superior beauty is prompted by a love 
of country. We would fain hope that it is ; and 
have sometimes tried to convince ourselves that 
nothing but a feeling of patriotism makes us 
thus admire the American flag above all others. 
Bat it is really very beautiful, and the good taste 
which first designed it can never be sufficiently 
commended. The just proportion of the three 
colors, their admirable and significant arrange- 
ment, alike gratify the taste; while the fitness of 
the design in all its parts, to commend the stand- 
ard to the skies, strikes the feelings and the judg- 
ment at once. Who that contemplates the rosy* 
red that pictures the dawn, the brilliant white 
that tells of sunlight, the azure blue that emu- 
lates the sky, and the clustering stars that signify 
the heavens, can fail to see that such a flag is fit 
for the skies, and fit to emblemize our happy, 
hopeful country # 

The flag of the Union, as first displayed at 
Prospect. Hill, in Charlestown, to celebrate the 
day which gave being to the American army un- 
der Washington, in January, 1776, consisted of 
thirteen stripes, alternately red and white. It 
was raised under a salute of thirteen guns and 
with thirteen cheers, and, as Washington said in 
a letter, written January 4, 1776, the “Union 
flag’ was hoisted “in compliment to the united 
colonies, on the day which gave being” to the 
“new army.” In 1727, this design was farther 
improved by the addition of the stars, and the 
national flag thus constituted. As new States 
were added to the Union in after years, stripe 
after stripe was added to the flag, until in 1818 it 
was found that there were already eighteen 
stripes, and that the beauty of the flag would 
soon be destroyed if more stripes were added. 
The gallant Captain Reid, who commanded the 
privateer General Armstrong, upon being re- 
quested by a committee of Congress to suggest 
suitable alterations in the flag, for the purpose of 
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restoring and perpetuating its beauty, proposed 
to restrict the stripes to the original number, 
thirteen, and to adopt one star for each State, 
adding a star for every new State admitted in the 
time to come, and forming all the stars into one 
grand luminary in the centre of the blue field. 
This plan was adopted by Congress, by act ap- 
proved April 4th, 1818, which went into effect on 
the 4th of July following. The flag designed by 
Captain Reid contained twenty stars, and he is 
believed to have caused the first flag to be made 
upon this design, after is was adopted by Con- 
gress. As the Union is now constituted, tho flag 
consists of thirteen stripes, emblematical of the 
original thirteen States, and thirty-two stars 
grouped together in the form of a single star, 
emblematical of the present States and of the 
Union. Before long, four more States will prob- 
ably be added to the constellation, and yet others 
in the time to come. 





THE WOMEN OF THE REVOLUTION. 

Ah, how much we.owe them. Their hearts 
were as heroic as those of the men, and their 
courage the more commendable, since it was 
often exhibited unseen. On one occasion during 
the war of Independence, all the able bodied men 
in Eastern Massachusetts had been summoned to 
Rhode Island, to defend Providence and New- 
port against an anticipated attack of the enemy. 
It was the planting season, and the year's crop 
was imperilled by their protracted absence. The 
pastor of one of the country churches, riding up 
to a farm house one day, designing to pay a 
parochial visit, was met at the gate by a sturdy 
matron, equipped in her husband’s breeches, 
frock and boots, with a hat on her head and q 
whip in her hand. Not far off stood the oxen 
yoked to the plough. 

“My good woman,” said the astonished min- 
ister, “ what does all this mean ?” 

“Mean?” she answered, with a stamp of the 
heel and a crack of the whip, “ Lord North says 
that we shan’t plant, but I say we will.” 





FastisxG and Feastine.— Taking the one 
with the other,” said the Rev. Sydney Smith, 
“I believe my congregation are the most exem- 
plary observers of the religious ordinances; for 
the poor keep all the fasts and the rich all the 
feasts.” 





Hearts anp Rerutation.—As they who, 
for every slight sickness, take physic to repair 
their health, do rather impair it, so they who for 
every trifle are eager to vindicate their charac- 
ter, do rather weaken it. 


594 


DRAWING IT FINE. 

Dr. Wallaston has succeeded in drawing out 
® solid gold wire so fine that it was only one thir- 
ty thousandth of an inch in thickness. This is a 
much more delicate process than even hair-split- 
ting, and, so far as we are concerned, wo have 
no particular wish to have our gold drawn out so 
very fine. Nor can we see any particular use to 
which such a very slender wire could be pat, un- 
fess, perchance, it might serve for the nicrometer 
of a transit insament. The process by which 
the patient doctor succeeded in getting so very 
small a wire of gold, was by making use of the 
superior ductility of silver. He took a rod of sil- 
ver and bored a hole through it, from end to end. 
Tuto this hole he inserted the smallest gold wire 
he could procure. He then subjected the silver 
rod to the wire-drawing process, by heating it 
and passing it through holes in a steel plate, suc- 
cessively smaller and smaller, until he had 
brought it to the finest state attainable. The 
silver wire was then as fine as a hair, with a mi- 
nute gold wire in the centre; for the gold never 
deserts the silver, but follows it through the 
whole process to the last stage. To get his gold 
wire out from tho inside of the silver, he then eat 
off the silver coating with warm nitrous acid, 
leaving a pure gold wire of the minate diameter 
above stated. This is probably the slenderest 
wire that the hand uf man ever produced ; and 
yet, fine as it is, itis quite thick when compared 
with the film of gold upon the surface of gold 
Jace, which is estimated to be only one three mil- 
lionth of an inch in thickness, or one hundred 
times as thin as the doctor’s wire. 





Fancy Riernc.—There are no hours of the 
day so invigorating, so propitious to mental ex- 
ertion as the “ wee sma’ hours ayont the twal,”” 
provided you rise to meet them, and do not sit 
up to wait for their coming. We speak from ex- 
perience, we who are at our work long before 

“ Jocund day 
Stands tiptoe on the misty mountain tops.” 
We have no sympathy for the man, who, as the 
Scotch song says: 


4 Had rather gang supperless into his bed, 
‘Than rise in the morning early.” 





Paipe —Pride either finds a desert, or makes 
one; submission cannot tame its ferocity, nor 
satiety fill its voracity, and it requires very 
costly food—its keeper’s happiness. 





A euicx Dresser.—The highest and most 
valaable of all the female virtués, a virtue that 
Eve herself was certainly not born with, is to be 
® quick dresser. 


EDITOR'S TABLE. 


BLACK CAVALRY. 

Matthias Corvinus, made king of Hungary by 
the vote of the whole nation in 1467, organized 
a formidable body of cavalry known as the 
Black Legion of Bohemia, the uniform of which 
was entirely black. This corps was more than 
amatch for the famous Turkish Janissaries, and 
became ‘the most redoubtable body of troops in 
Europe. King Matthias was the ablest monarch 
that Hungary ever possessed, and raised his 
country to the height of prosperity and power. 
He was, both in peace and war, the most active 
and enlightened monarch of his age, keeping 
Bohemia in subjection, defeating Tarks, Aus- 
trians and Poles in war, and making Vienna his 
capital. At Bada he founded the largest public 
library in Europe, enlarged and improved the 
university of that place, and made it the seat of 
literature and learning. Inaddition to his Black 
Cavalry, he organized a powerfal artillery, then 
a novel arm in European warfare, which gave 
great efficiency to his military power. Bat at 
his decease, the bright creations of his military 
genius as well as the civil improvements which 
he had instituted, faded away ; and the next we 
hear of black troops, is the celebrated corps of 
Frederick the Great of Prassia, the Black Wal- 
loons, in the yéar 1755. 

5 ———_+ 2 + 

REMEMBER.—AII the serials of the day, mag- 
azines, pamphlets, newspapers, music, London 
Illustrated News, Panch, ete., are bound at this 
office, at the lowest rates, and returned in one 
week. Old books rebouad, and made as good 
as new, at a trifling charge. Gather your loose 
paper-covered works tog¢ther, and see what 
choice volames can be mde for ornament and 
preservation. i 

——_ +>: - 

A neat Rerort.—One of the neatest replies 
we ever read of, was that of a certain carl mar 
shal who, being fonnd fault with by his sover- 
eign for some misarrangement of « coronation, 
said: ‘Please your majesty, I will try and 
do better next time.” 








Swepisn Law.—In Sweden, a man who is 
seen four times drunk is deprived of a vote at 
elections. Hence, as an enormous quantity of 
spirit is consumed in Sweden, vast numbers of 
voters are disfranchised. 

+--+ ____. 


A cHariTaBLe Lesson.—It would be un- 





charitable too severely to condemn for faults, 
without taking some thought of the sterling good- 
ness which mingles in and lessens them. 
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LIFE ON THE MISSISSIPPI. 

Reader, did you ever travel on the mighty 
Mississippi River, in one of those monster 
steamers that ply between New Orleans and St. 
Louis? If so, you have seen a peculiar and 
striking phase of life—peculiar not only to this 
country, but to the western section of the Union ; 
for there is nothing like it either in Europe or 
any other part of the United States. These 
boats are usually three stories in height, and of 
vast extent, so as to make their draught of water 
light, and are capable of carrying two or three 
thousand persons. The lower deck, which is 
nearly level with the river, contains the furnaces, 
boilers, engines, wood for fuel, accommodations 
for the crew, and vast quantities of freight. The 
other two decks are appropriated for state rooms 
and saloons, for the convenience of passengers, 
the officers’ quarters, clerk’s office, bar-room, 
etc.—with the pilot’s house overtopping all. 
The wheel-houses at the sides, covering the pad- 
dle wheels, are of monstrous size, and make 
quite a feature in the outline of the boat; while 
the two smokestacks and steam-pipe tower 
aloft, like grim sentinels keeping watch and 
ward over the domain of some mighty enchanter. 
These boats are universally provided with high- 
pressure engines, owing to their superior light- 
ness when compared with low-pressure engines 
of the same power. The constant discharge of 
steam through the escape-pipe, at every stroke of 
the engines, makes a noise like the firing of 
heavy cannon, which to the novice is quite 
startling, but to the ear of the practised traveller 
is an assurance of safety. For, if the throbbing 
of the great heart beneath the deck should go on 
for a single moment without the booming of the 
escape pipe, an explosion would ensue that 
would rend the boat in twain, and scatter freight 
and passengers high in air and far upon the 
waters. 

Among the thousands who cluster upon the 
decks and in the saloons of one of these great 
packets, there are representatives of every quality 
and condition of western life. The wealthy 
planter, the schoming merchant, the industrious 
mechanic, the humble emigrant, the sagacious 
lawyer, the babbling politician, the reverend 
preacher, the fops and belles of fashion, and the 
stricken children of poverty and want—all are 
there, in one promiscuous mass of seething hu- 
manity ; and there, too, is the gambler in all his 
phases, from the graceful and accomplished 
swindler, to the lowest blackleg that plays “old 
sledge” with smutty cards, or throws a nick 
with loaded paw-paws. Sometimes you wil see 
a large crowd gathered at one end of the boat, 





listening to the eloquent sermon or fervid prayer 
of a popular western divine, while in the middle 
knots of crafty gamblers are fleecing their ex- 
cited victims, and at the other end gay parties 
are enjoying the pleasures of the dance, to the 
music of an extempore band. Occasionally a 
group of thirsty souls break off from either of 
these collections, and make a visit to the gaudily 
farnished bar, where whiskey is the favorite bev- 
erage. It is to an Eastern man a noticeable 
fact, that though the hard drinkers on these 
boats make ever so many visits to the bar, yet 
they seldom become so intoxicated as the same 
class of persons among us ; and the explanation 
thereof is found, not in the greater weakness of 
the liquor they imbibe, but in the smaller quan- 
tity they take. But a Yankee always wants 
his money’s worth, even though it be liquid 
damnation. 

Occasionally the attention of the passengers is 
withdrawn from their favorite pursuits, to witness 
the scene when the steamer stops at a landing to 
“wood up,” or take freight. This is quite a 
picturesque affair, particularly at night. The 
furnace doors are thrown open to afford light 
for the operation, and the fierce glare of the fires 
invests the landing, the high river bank, the 
wood-pile or the bale of cotton, witha mixture of 
raddy brightness and deep shade that is per- 
fectly startling to the beholder. Emerging from 
the surrounding blackness, the negro laborers 
are seen flitting across the lurid light, on their 
way to and from the boat, bearing burdens ; 
while the fierce roar of the escaping steam 
above, and the sullen flash of the dark waters 
beneath, confound the sense of hearing and lead 
the observer to imagine that he sces before him 
the infernal regions of the poet, and beholds the 
fiends of darkness bearing souls away to the 
doom of torment. But the merry grin of the 
darkies and their jocund tones soon dispel the 
illusion; and anon the wave of the captain’s 
hand causes the crew to hurry on board, the 
fastenings to be cast off, the furnace doors to be 
closed, and the pall of silence and of darkness 
to fall upon the scene. The roar of the steam- 
pipe ceases, the boat pursues her way upon the 
river, and the steady booming of the engine pro- 
claims that everything is restored to its wonted 
state. Thus matters go on, day after day, and 
night after night—the throng of passengers con- 
tinually changing, as port after port is reached— 
some going and others coming—until at length 
the great city is reached, the grand landing 
made, and for the time being, life on the Missis- 
sippi ends. Is not this a microcosm of life it- 
self, as we scramble through it ? 
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THE VICTORIA BRIDGE AT MONTREAL. 

The greatest work of civil engineering upon 
this continent, and probably the greatest of its 
kind in the world, is the tubular iron bridge 
which Mr. Ross is building across the St. Law- 
rence River, at Montreal. The river is about a 
mile and a half wide, at this point, and the cur- 
rent is very rapid and powerful. But in the 
spring of the year, when the ice is breaking up 
upon the river and in the basin above, the rash 
of the swollen stream, crowned with thick sheets 
of solid ice, is perfectly appalling—apparently 
defying, by its overwhelming momentum, any 
structare which man could rear upon its path. 
It was to build a bridge across such a stream as 
this, that the art of the engineer was put in 
requisition; and to build it, too, so high above 
the stream, that the rights of commerce should 
not be infringed—so high, that smoke-pipe and 
Tuast might pass clear beneath it. Stone piers 
were to be raised on the bed of the river, so 
solid that the ice-laden waters could not move 
them, so high that the iron bridge which they up- 
held could offer no obstruction to passing ves- 
sels. Twenty-four of these piers are provided 
for, at a distance of two hundred and forty feet 
apart, those in the middle of the river being 
rather more distant from each other. 

Ofthese solid stone towers, sixteen are already 
completed. They are composed of massive 
stones, smoothed and bolted together with great 
irons where they mect the ice, and their surfaces 
so sloped, that the crashing mass will glide up 
the slope, expend its force, and break into frag- 
ments. Their foundations are laid deep in the 
bed of the stream, for which purpose the water 
is shut out by coffer dams; they rise sixty feet 
above the usual level of the water, and are 
ninety feet in length on the sides parallel with 
the river's course. Each pier contains ten 
thousand tons of stone, and of course opposes 
an enormous resistance to the power of the 
stream. Those which were finished last year, 
stood the spring freshet withont being disturbed, 
the ice piling to their full height and passing 
over the top. This test is regarded as highly 
satisfactory, because when the massive iron 
bridge is laid upon their tops, their power of 
resistance will be even greater than now. The 
bridge is to be a four-sided iron tube, of greater 
height than width, and made sufficiently strong 
to bear any weight of locomotive and cars that 
can be ran through it. This tube is made of 
thick iron plates, duly proportioned in the dif- 
ferent parts to resist compression and prevent 
elongation, and strongly rivetted together. Six 
sections, of two hundred and forty feet each, 
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will be completed and in place this fall, and a 
glance at those already finished, is sufficient to 
satisfy any one of the bridge’s capability to bear 
apy weight that will be put upon it. 

The sides of the river are cushioned with long 
causeways of stone and earth, designed to take 
the force of the ice in the spring, and make its 
advance more gradual before it touches the 
piers. These causeways reach far out into the 
river, and are very broad, with their face sloped 
in such a manner as to divert the course of the 
ice. This part of the work is complete; it was 
of itself an enormous undertaking, involving 
great labor and expense. The climate is such, 
that out-door labor can only be performed upon 
the bridge for six months ina year, from May to 
November, and consequently very large gangs 
of men are employed, and all the aid which 
steam power can give, is pressed into the service. 
Twelve hundred men are now engaged upon the 
work, and at the present gratifying rate of pro- 
gress, it will probably be finished in about two 
years. When completed, it will be a most im- 
posing specimen of engineering; and as a sus- 
pension tubular bridge, it will far surpass the 
famous Menai Bridge in Wales, and prove an 
object of picturesque grandeur worthy of a jour- 
ney of hundreds of miles to behold. It will be 
known throughout the world as the Victoria 
Bridge. 





Contempt or Ricuzs.—There’s a man 
“out West’ who says he don’t covet riches, by 
any means, but thinks he would like to be a 
second “ Rothschild” for a few moments, when 
some one tries to bluff him at poker. 





A Funny Ipga.—Punch thinks the cable 
was tarrdd for the same reason that farmers tar 
their corn when planting—to prevent the Crows 
from pulling it up. 





A GENTLEMANLY BripggRoom.—The young 
Queen of Portugal lately asked her husband, at 
dinner, what wine he preferred. “‘ Port-you- 
gal!” was the reply. 


Out or DanoeR —There is no fear of Wil- 
liam B. Astor’s coming to want—so long as his 
yearly taxes in New York are $85,000. 








Sream Firs-Enoings.—These machines are 
working their way into favor. In Chicago, they 


have two of them, and talk of getting more. 
$e 


Genius anp Virtve.—Genius has limits, 
virtue has none ; and every one pure and good 
can become purer and better still. 
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SMALL FEET. 

The passion for small feet is rather a common 
affection for the fair sex in all countries, as well 
as of those effeminate puppies of the male 
species, who aspire to the dignity of lady-killers. 
Feet are tortured for the better part of a life- 
time, by these civilized devotees of small feet, 
who go limping and shoffling about the world in 
tight shoes or boots, afflicted with corns and 
cursed with bunions, and catcbing their breath 
at every other word they speak, out of sheer 
anguish at the pain they suffer. The Chinese 
people are more philosophical than we are, in 
this respect, for they wisely condense all the pain 
and suffering from small feet, into the interval of 
a few years of infancy, and for the rest of life 
enjoy the delectable distinction of little feet, 
without the attendant daily torture. The females 
who are destined to exhibit this aristocratic 


badge, are taken in early life, when about two | 


years old, and put through a course of torture 
which lasts for six or seven years; by that time 
the feet are effectually subjected to the necessary 
distortion to prodace smallness, and for the re- 
mainder of life nothing is necessary but to keep 
them snugly bandaged. Certainly this is an 
improvement upon our custom of constant tor- 
ture, and we would respectfully suggest its adop- 
tion by fashionable mamas who are anxious to 
see their daughters excel in the smallness of their 
feet. 

The true ‘small foot ” of a Chinese belle, is 
an odd-shaped litle bunch of flesh and bone, 
with the instep directly under the leg, where the 
ankle ought to be, the great toe drawn back to 
the heel, no small tocs visible, and the sole pre- 
senting; merely the bottom of the heel and great 
toe, with a decp cicatrice between. The little 
shoes brought from China as curiosities, are the 
veritable article used by the Chinese ladies, and 
no exaggeration got up for show. As the shoe 
receives only the heel and great toe of the fuot, 
it can readily be seen why the article can be 
made so small. The first process to produce 
small feet, is, to bend the four small toes under 
the foot and confine them there by rigid ban- 
dages, the great toe being left free. This pro- 
duces much inflammation and pain in the child’s 
foot, but the careful mother perseveres, until at 
length the four toes lose their articulation and 
identity, and become merged in the sole of the 
foot. After a few years the second process is 
applied, which consists in bandaging the foot in 
such a way as to arch out the instep, and draw 
the great toc back towards the heel. This is 


more painfal to the child than the first process, | 


and in some cases produces sickness and death. 
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The ligatures are gradually tightened from time 
to time, as the bones and tendons yield to the 
pressure, until at last, in the course of a few 
years of this prolonged torture, the ball of the 
natural foot fills up the hollow of the sole, and 
the root of the great toe is in contact with the 
heel. The triumph of art is now complete, the 
inflammation subsides,and the pain ceases. Noth- 
ing is necessary but to keep the foot bandaged 
so as to preserve this form, and the aspiring fe- 
male has the pleasure of hobbling about for the 
rest of her life upon her heels and great toes. It 
is due in candor to mention that there is one 
drawback to this ornament of small feet, and 
that is, the appearance of the legs. The process 
of shaping the fect deadens and wastes the 
muscles of the lower limbs, so that the calves 
of the legs are entirely destroyed, and the fush- 
ionable Chinese belle ia a perfect epindle-shanks. 
Whether this drawback is a fatal objection to the 
adoption of the Chinese system of training, by 
our fashionable mamas, we will not undertake 
to decide. 
——_—__+ s-2- + _____ 
KIDD’S WEALTH. 

Various have been the excavations made along 
our coast in the hope of discovering the depos- 
its of Kidd, the pirate’s, money, but no one 
could ever find out exactly where it was baried. 
Captain Burton, however, the énterprising trav- 
eller, who in the disguise of a Moslem penetrated 
to the Prophet’s tomb, contributes to alate num- - 
ber of Blackwood a journal of bis travels in 
East Africa, in which, speaking of Pemba or the 
“« Emerald Isle,” off the Eastern coast of Africa, 
in the Indian Ocean, he says: “In A. D. 1698, 
the bold baccaneer, Captain Kidd, buried there 
his blood-stained hoards of precious stones and 
metal, the plunder of India and the farther 
Orient. The people of Pemba have found pots 
fall of gold lumps, probably moulded for but- 
tons that the pirate might wear his wealth.” 








Save ror Binpixo.—Save the nambers of 
“Ballou’s Dollar Monthly” for binding. At 
the close of each year you will thus have two 
finely illustrated original volumes of six hundred 
pages each, all for one dollur a year! We can 
still supply the numbers complete from the first 


of the year. 
rr 


A CatastrorHe.—The lady who made a 
dash has since brought her husband to a full 


stop. 
—_ 200 + —______ 


Five Cents.—The price of Ballou’s Pictorial 
is Five Cents per copy, everywhere, 
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Foreign Miscellany. 


The British census foots up 16,763 lawyers, 
18,728 doctors, and about 21,000 clergymen. 

The expenses of the British Patent Office, this 
year, have been considerably over its receipt. 

The emperor of Japan is waking up. He is 
going to establishn line of electric telegraphs. 

American life-boats are the only ones now 
used on the English coasts—all others have 
failed. : 

The prospectus of the Indian and Australian 
Telegraph Company, with a capital of $2,500,000, 
has been issued. . 

The writings of Schiller, translated into Rus- 
sian, by the poet Gerbel, are publishing at St. 
Petersburg. 

A Belgian who drank seven pints of gin upon 
a wager in England, felt somewhat unpleasantly 
after performing his task, and soon died. 

Belgium, with a population of about 4,500,000, 
has a National Guard amounting to 190,907, and 
8 regular army between 40,000 and 541,000 strong. 

Queen Victoria lately conferred the Victoria 
Cross upon a number of her soldiers of all ranks, 
it being the third bestowal of this great order of 
valor. 

Judaism is advancing in Prussia. A decision 
of the minister of justice there has conferred for 
the first time on a Jew the functions of notary 
and advocate. 

Nearly twenty-five thousand gold and over 
eighty-three thousand silver watch cases were 
marked at the Assay Office in London, during 
the year ending in April last. 

The London papers state that the Bank of 
England has purchased the great Australian gold 
nugget, which has been exhibited at the Crystal 
Palace, for £5905. 

Professor Morse has been decorated by the 
Emperor of France with the insignia of the Le- 
gion of Honor. He was decorated with a legion 
of honors before. 

The New Testament is about to be published 
in the Court dialect of China, in one octavo vol- 
ume of about 150 leaves, at a cost of from 12 to 
15 cents a copy. 

The University of Jena has just celebrated its 
300th birthday. Great preparations were made, 
and all the wit and learning of Germany was at- 
tracted tnere. 

There are in London one hundred and fifty 
ragged schools, attended by twenty thousand 
children, who are instructed by about two thou- 
sand voluntary teachers. 

A London printer by the death of a relative in 
Calcutta whom he had never seen, recently came 
into possession of a million and a half pounds 
sterling. Nice little sum for pocket money of a 
holiday. 

In boring an Artesian well at Bourn, Lincoln- 
shire, England, a spring was struck which throws 
the water twenty-three feet above the earth’s sur- 
face at the rate of three hundred and sixty-tive 
gallons per minute, or 191,844,000 in twelve 
months. It has only one equal, and that is in 
Paris. 

* 








FOREIGN MISCELLANY. 


Mohammed Pacha writes to Washington that 
he had agreat time while he was in this country. 

Two officers of the French army have been 
tried and convicted, recently, of swindling. 


The Republic of San Marino, in Italy, has 
awarded a medal to Miss Maria Mitchell, the 
astronomer of Nantucket. 

The total gold circulation of Great Britain is 
estimated at $250,000,000, and of paper money 
$158,000,000. 

Napoleon is marrying off his marshals as fast 
ashecan. No matter how old or fat they are, 
Eugenie finds brides and Louis fortunes. 


The African squadron is the healthiest of all 
our fleets, with the exception of the Brazil. This 
is owing to the unusual care taken to preserve 
the health of the officers and men while on that 
station. 

There is great repugnance in Australia to the 
Chinese emigrants, and the colonial assembly 
has passed a bill taxing them ten pounds per 
head. The miners are not satisfied with this, 
but demand their exclusion from the country. 


Telegraphing is now looked on as an art of 
material consequence on the continent. The 
Prussian minister of commerce has just founded 
a school for formiog clerks for the electric tele- 
graph office. 

In England, the Lord High Chancellor re- 
ceives £10,000 a year; the Lords Justices of 
Appeal, £6000 each; the Master of the Rolls, 
£6000; and the three Vice Chancellors, £5000 
each. 

The park surrounding the palace of the Duke 
of Devonshire, in England, is eleven miles in 
circumference, and contains three thousand acres. 
The conservatory, which is filled with every va- 
riety of tropical plants, covers an acre of ground, 
is 100 feet high, of oval shape, and cost £100,000. 


A builder in England has patented a method 
of tixing a window upon an axis in sach a man- 
ner that, on its being made to perform a semi- 
revolution, it will present to the inside of the 
room the side which was previously outside—a 
method which affords great facility for cleaning 
and. repairing. 

Rassia is supplying herself with manufactured 
iron from France. At Havre, lately, six loco- 
motives and tenders were shipped for St. Peters- 
burgh. They are consigned to the Russian 
Railway Company. These aro the first six of 
forty which are being made by four of the prin- 
cipal French firms. 

A company has been formed to manage the 
Lyrical Theatre of Rio Janeiro, with a capital of 
180,000 francs as a guarantee for the salaries of 
the performers. ‘I'he Emperor of Brazil has 
grammed an annual subvention of 33,000 francs 
for three years, to be taken from the prolits of the 
public lottery. 

It is stated that in the quarter ending March 
last, 60,068 persons were married in Enyland 
and Wales, being 6700 fewer than the number 
who married in each of the winter quarters of 
the two preceding years, an unmistakable evi- 
dence of the depression of business during the 
last winter. 


RECORD OF THE TIMES. 


Record of the Times. 


The estimated value of the public parks and 
squares in New York city is $8,986,000. 

The militia force of Massachusetts, all told, 
now amounts to 6737 persons. 

At twenty-one years of age, Archbishop 
Hughes was a working gardener. 

Gold ore, of a very valuable quality, has been 
discovered in Frankhin County, Va. 

America, says an exchange, should have been 
called Colonia, from the Italian of Columbus. 

There are about four millions of children and 
youth in the various schools of the United States, 
and about 115,000 teachers. 

Tho journey from Louisville, Ky., to Wash- 
ington, in 1824, was performed in fourteen days. 
It is now made in thirty-six hours. 


The whole value of the property owned or used 
by the M. E. Church, south, for educational pur- 
poses, including libraries, apparatus and build- 
ings, is not far from $200,000. 

It was a prime joke of Canning’s, who, when 
told by an eminent doctor that poverty was a 
virtue, remarked that he had never known what, 
making a virtue of necessity meant till then. 





A rogue down South stole a lot of newspaper , 


accounis, and upon being discovered, was sen- 
tenced to eat all which could not be collected as 
desperate debts. Guess he would have a full 
stomach, for once. i 

A pert young lawyer once boasted to an old 
member of the bar, that he once received two 
hundred dollars fur speaking in a certain cause. 
“TI received double that sum for holding my 
tongue,” was the reply. 

According to the Arkansas State census for 
1858, the population of that State is 318,313, as 
tollows: White males, 136,943; white females, 
120,640; free colored, 682; slaves, 60,048. 
Total, 318,313. 


The receipts of cotton at Galveston, Texas, 
for the year just closed exhibit an increase of 
41,938 bales; the amount for 1857 having been 
only 71,399 ; while for the year just closed it has 
been 119,827. 

The Pittsburg, Fort Wayne and Chicago 
Railroad has only forty-six miles to complete, to 
make a direct and continuous railroad connec- 
tion, under one management and control, from 
Philadelphia to Chicago, and requiring only a 
single change of cars in eight hundred miles. 


Over five hundred tons of white paper, worth 
from two to three hundred dollars per ton, forty 
tong of tar-paper for back covers, twenty thou- 
sand sheep and goat skins, and over half a mil- 
lion leaves of gold, are annually consamed in 
the Bible manufactory of Jasper Harding & Son, 
Philadelphia. 

The efforts of the ladies of America to pur- 
chase Mount Vernon and the tomb of Washing- 
ton, are being attended with exhilarating suc- 
cess. New York bide fair, so far, to surpass all 
the other States of the Union in the liberality of 
its private subscriptions to accomplish this noble 
work. . 
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A young lady was lately killed by lightning in 
Janesville, while a child in-her arms was unhurt. 

Do not go to the utmost limit of even lawful 
pleasure. Good and evil join. 

The fellow who shot Time on the wing, has 
renewed his age. 

There comes forever something between us. 
and what we deem our happiness. 

Heaven sends good figures. It is woman’s 
enemy who would tempt her to weer crinoline. 

Onr greatest glory is not in never falling, bat. 
in rising every time we fall. 

The ponte gentleman who ftew into a passion 
has had his wings clipped, we are totd. 

A virtuous mind in a fair body is like a fine 
picture placed in a good light. 

The population of Texas, by the new census, 
will be about four hundred and fifty thousand. 

The western papers contain very contradictory 
accounts about the South Platte gold diggings. 

‘The pearls recently found in Kansas are net 
worth more than five dollars a peck. 

The liberal party in Mexico has been buying 
U. S. rifles, in an argumentative mood. 

The best remedy in the world for low spirits is 
to have a clear conscience and a warm heart. 

The cranberry crop of Massachusetts proved 
much lighter than usual this year. 

A strong dose of camphor, says one, is an 
antidote to the poison of strychnine. 

Gerrit Smith has made a donation of $500 
tothe Alfred Academy, located in Alleghany 
county. 

The total amount of alms distributed in the 
United States in the year 1857 by the Catholic 
Society of the Propagation of Faith, was $90,285. 


It is estimated that the number of messages 
which annually pass over the American telegraph 
lines, is, in round numbers, four millions, yield- 
ing a net revenue of $6,000,000. 

Nearly four hundred and fifty thousand tons 
of pig iron were produced in Pennsylvania last 
year. Of manofactured iren, there were 227,897 
tons. 

Brigham Young’s private mansion, in Salt 
Lake City, was erected at a cost of $65,000. It 
is three stories high, and balconied from ground 
to roof. An observatory on the top of it is sur- 
mounted by a bee-hive—the Mormon emblem 
on the Territorial seal. 


A patent has been taken out for an apparatus 
for raising and lowering the skirts of dresses. 
‘This consists in the use of a girdle with cords 
united at one end in a knot, whilst their other 
extremities are attached over pulleys to the gar- 
ment. By drawing them up by hand at the 
knot, the dress will be raised to the distance re- 
quired uniformly all round. 

A tinsmith named Mudford came near losing 
his life in Syracuse in a very singular maoner. 
He was standing on a small ladder in a cistern, 
making repairs, when the gas from the small 
(unten he was using produced stupcfaction, and 

e fell from the ladder to the bottom of the cis- 
tern, cutting his head and face badly, and injur- 
ing his back and shoulders. 
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Mecry-Making. 


The men who was filled with emotion hadn’t 
room for a dinner. 

Madame de'Stael said that the weak may be 
joked out of anything. 

The individual who was accidentally injured 
by the discharge of his daty is still very iow. 

A pawnbroker is like an imebriate; he takes 
the pledge, but cannot always keep it. 

To prevent water on the brain—have the pa- 
tient’s head shingled by a barger. 

Why is a handsome woman like bread? Be- 
cause she is often toasted. 

A fanny sight is two’ fashienably-dressed wo- 
men in a rain storm with only one umbrella. 

Why is s discontented man like.a watchfal 
house dog! Because he’s a growler. 

We saw five mortal columns in an English 
newspaper, headed “ just one word.” 

A beehive is like a defective potato—one is a 
See holder, the other a specked-tater. 

A certain benevolent miser (?) used to boil the 
pudding-cloth and give the broth to the poor. 

A philosopher resembles 8 cucumber—when 
most cut up he is perfectly coal. 

Wanted—a short clab broken off the square 
foot. 

The individual who was “up to. snuff,” has 
‘come down to tobacco. e 

Which five leters may form a sentence ex- 
pressive of forgiveness? IX QS U. 

Why is a retired carpenter like a lecturer? 
Because he is an ex-planer. 

Why is love like aduck’s leg? Because it is 
often hid in the breast. 

A fat candidate for office in Alabama, who is 
said to weigh three hundred and seventy-five 
pounds, asks the people of the district to try him. 

Somebody says that General Scott undergoes 
@ metamorphosis every morning. When he first 
rises, he is Gen. jes’ up. 

In spite of the exhortations of ail the feminine 
‘orators, all women are more or less addicted to 
their glass. 

A fellow who chopped off his hand, the other 
day, while cutting wood, sent to an apot 
tor a remedy for ‘“ chopped hands.” 

Some regard must be had for the fitness of 
things. Either the ladies’ dresses must contract, 
or carriages, charch-pews, and sidewalks must 
‘expand. 

“ Did I hurt you ?” asked a lady the other day, 
when she trod on a man’s foot, “No, madam, 
I thank you, seeing # is you. Hf it were any- 
body else I'd holler murder.” 

It is now fully asceriained that the man who 
ate the apple ot discord and picked the bone of 
contentiun is the identical individual who was 
@ passenger on board the train of circumstances. 

An editor in New Hampshire offers to bet his 
head ayainst a sixpeuce upon sume political 
question. A brother editor accopts the bet, says 
he thinks it am even ouc, and asks who shall 

held the stakes. 





MERRY MAKING. 


To threaten a Yankee with stopping his pork 
and beans, is the mightiest of menaces. 

The last new wrinkle is “cable punch,” for 
sale at the down town saloons. 

When docs a gardener deserve hanging? 
‘When he plots trees on (treason) ! 

Foote expressed the belief that a certaia miser 
would take the beam out of his own eye, if he 
knew he could sell the timber. 

“Mrs. Dobson, where’s your hushand ?”— 
“ He's d ying, marm, and I don’t wish anybody 
to distarb him.” Oonsiderate woman, that. 


Why are potatoes and wheat like the idols of 
old? Because they have eyes and sec not, ears 
have they and hear not. 


The discovery has been made that without a 
meuth a man could neither eat, drink, talk, kiss 
the girls, nor chew tobacco. 

A chap down East has invented a machine to 
make pumpkin pies. It ts driven by the force of 
circumstances. 

“You have a very striking countenance,” as 
the donkey said to the elephant when he hit him 
over the back with his trunk. 


It is not insulting to call a man a “son of a 
gan.” Ic shows him descended from a good 
stock, 

A man introduced to a bride at her wedding, 
wished her “many returns of the same happy 
occasion. 

“How,” said Mr. M. to Mr. Y., “do you ac- 
complish so much in go short a time? Have 
you aby particular plan?” “Ihave. When I 
have anything to do I go and do it.” 


In the committee on the factory bill, a witness 
from Dundee was asked, “ When do your girls 
marry?” He replied, “ Whenever they can 
meet with a husband.” 

A chap was asked what kind of a “gal” he 
preferred fora wife. He replied: “ Une that was 
not a prodi gal, but a tra gal and a trae gal, and 
one that seited his conju gal taste.” 


The facetious Mr. Bearcroft told his friend, 
Mr. Vansittart, “ Your name is such a long one, 
I shall drop the sittart, and call you Van tor the 
facture.” ‘ With all my heart,” said he; “ by 
the same rule, I shall drop croft, and call you 
Beur.” 

“What do you mean, you little rascal ?”’ ex- 
claimed an individual to an impudent youth thas 
had seized him by the nose upun the street. “O, 
nothing, only Lam guing to seek my fortune, 
and father told me to be sure to seize hold of the 
first thing that turned up !” 


“ How dreadful that cigar smells!” exclai: 
one companion to another ; “ why, it’s an at 
smelling thing!’ * O, no, it’s nut the cigar that 
smells,” was the reply. ‘ What is it, then?” 
“Why, it’s your nose that smells, of course; 
that’s what noses were made for.” 





(> GIVEN AWAY. 
Any person desiring to see a eopy of BaLLou’s Proro- 
L, the favorite iMustrated weekly jourusl, has oniy to 
address usa line to that effect,aid @ copy will be sent by 
return of mail, full of clegant engravings,free of chuign. 
M. M. BALLOU, Boston, Mase. 


PICTURES FROM OUR MUSEUM. 


BY OUR CAT-EGORICAL EDITOR. 








Satisfaction, and bad humor. ‘Hyposritical covetousness. 
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